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Twisting Fantasies


1. Controlled by Her: Fantasies and Femdom

'Remember that thing we talked about? Amelia's away all weekend. Go to her room - you'll know what to do. Mel x'

Adam reread the scribbled note. Then a second time, and a third. There was nothing more to it, but he immediately knew what it referred to.

In the month since meeting on a dating app, Adam and Mel had been hooking up a few times each week. Their relationship was nothing more than casual and physical, but for both of them that was for the best. Half the time they were together was spent fucking in bed, or on the couch, or on the floor. The shower too, a couple of times. The other half of their time together was occupied by much needed rest as they recovered their breathing and relaxed their muscles before the next round of intensity.

One morning, after an evening of unsurpassed ecstasy during which Mel lost count of the number of times she had orgasmed, their relationship shifted gear. In between bobs of her head down the length of Adam's shaft, Mel asked, "What's your biggest fantasy?" She returned nonchalantly to her blowjob, which worked wonders to both soothe the ache from the previous night's activity while also fixing Adam to the bed in a state of unrelenting pleasure. He struggled to think of an answer as Mel sped up, plunging down from tip to balls, demonstrating Adam's most loved skill of hers. He always struggled to make a coherent sentence when Mel’s mouth was wrapped so tightly around him, and she knew it.

In one last display of skill, Mel eased down the remaining inch of Adam's cock until it had all but disappeared from view, reaching into her throat. She spluttered and coughed, having never before been able to deepthroat Adam's six-and-a-half-inch cock, and so she had to slowly raised herself off it. Adam groaned as his hot throbbing cock, now covered in a sheen of saliva and precum, met with the cool air in Mel's bedroom. Noticing how desperately it wanted to be touched, she took it in her hands and began to slowly stroke. From behind her tangles of blonde hair, her piercing blue eyes looked up at Adam's and she repeated her question: "What's your biggest fantasy?"

Unable to say no to the woman lying between his legs, giving him excruciatingly rounds of pleasure with every firm stroke and transfixing him with her glistening eyes, Adam had no choice but to answer her question, completely and to the full extent of the truth. "I've always wanted to be dominated by a woman," he said in between shallows of air as the pleasure in his cock steadily rose. "I want to be tied to a bed and be teased by a beautiful dominatrix. I would do anything she'd say and submit to being her sex slave."

Mel smiled and sped up her strokes. She kissed the underside of the cock head, sending a shiver running up Adam's spine that pushed him close to the edge of orgasm, then she asked, "Would you like me to be your dominatrix?"

"Yes."

Mel just replied with "Good." Adam's simple answer was all she wanted to hear. Her hands tightened around his cock and accelerated their movements up and down the length of the shaft. Caught off guard by the increased intensity and overwhelmed by the thought of Mel fulfilling his most desired sexual fantasy, Adam's body shook as he neared a body-shaking orgasm. Feeling the built-up pressure in his cock, Mel lowered her head once again, now more confident in her deepthroating abilities. Adam's hips buckled and pushed into Mel's throat. Waves of ecstasy pounded throughout Adam's body and released from his cock. His cum spewed out with tidal force as Meg held herself down on the pounding organ. She felt each shot hit the back of her throat one after another as he moaned in pleasure. Once Adam’s orgasm had subsided and he lay motionless on the bed, exhausted, Mel rose up and off his cock. She held his hot load in her mouth.

Not being one to swallow, Mel kneeled between his legs and let the cum drool out of her mouth and onto her pale perky breasts. Adam watched, entranced by the display. Mel was gorgeous and she proved time and time again an effortless ability to make him feel amazing. He never wanted to let her go.

It had been two weeks ago since that day, and not a moment had gone by that Adam had not thought about it. Mel's eagerness at living out his fantasy had lifted a weight off his shoulder. In Adam's experience, finding someone he could have more than just vanilla sex with was always challenge, and since Mel had broached the topic he knew he would leap at any opportunity to explore his fantasies with her. It was all the more devastating, then, that now he had the right person to be kinky with there was no longer an opportunity to perform those kinks. Adam's cramped flat and nosy flatmates provided no potential for intimacy. Most of their sex was therefore at Mel's, but there the greatest obstacle was her housemate, Amelia.

Mel and Amelia had been friends since college and had moved into together after graduating. Their house, in fact, was owned by Amelia's parents, although it was one of several of their properties and Amelia had full run of it undisturbed. Mel was therefore extremely grateful that Amelia allowed her to stay free of board, and the two women got on well. The only issue was Mel's privacy. Normal sex was fine, but Amelia was constantly around working from home, making most of their activities restricted by to Mel's room. Despite her initial enthusiasm, Mel was adamant to wait to play out Adam's fantasy until they had a lot of time alone so they could be loud. Not wanting to push his luck, Adam agreed, and for two weeks he waited, with Mel teasing him every now and then by bringing up what she might do to him.

The wait, then, was over. They had a weekend alone. Adam read the note a final time and went to Amelia's bedroom.

*****

The house always impressed Adam. Secluded from the surrounding suburbs, the walk up its sweeping driveway filled Adam with anticipation, knowing that each time he entered the house he'd soon be having amazing sex with Mel. That day that he found her note, Adam had expected to be meeting her in the house. Instead, he knocked the door to no answer, but noticed the corner of the note sticking out from under the front door mat, along with the key.

He let himself in. Having spent some time in the house, Adam liked to think he knew his way around. Amelia's bedroom, however, was one of the few places he had not been in, having only chanced a few glimpses inside from along the hall. The entryway, with its broad staircase leading to the four bedrooms upstairs, always reminded Adam of something belonging to an old mansion fit for a murder mystery.

Having never before been alone in the house, its draughty windows and floorboards that creaked with each step contributed to a surprisingly eerie atmosphere. Adam ignored his concerns and approached Amelia's room, eager to see how his fantasy would come to life.

He pushed open the heavy wooden frame and stepped in. Amelia had transformed the master bedroom into an immaculate space of style and class, befitting her glamorous lifestyle. A divan and coffee table occupied one side while a makeup table and ornate vanity took the other. One door led through to an ensuite and another, Adam guessed from Amelia's frequent mention of it, opened into an impressive walk-in closet. It was the four-poster bed in the middle of the room, however, which drew his attention. Up close, it was more impressive than ever. It's dark wood frame for the majestic look of the room, and its luxuriously detailed purple drapes were tied back to allow Adam to find a second note placed on the silky-smooth golden bedsheets.

'Everything you need is in the footlocker. Don't forget the gag and blindfold. I'll be back soon and won't be happy if you're not secured and naked like we talked about.'

Seeing the same spidery handwriting rid Adam of his doubts. He thought Mel could have been teasing him with a prank, but looking inside the mahogany footlocker proved that she wasn't. Inside he found four shackles, a ball gag and a blindfold - everything he needed to fulfil his fantasy. He didn't know when she managed to buy all these; she did well to hide it from him.

Adam read the note again. Not knowing how much time he had before Mel returned, and not wanting to first chance he had to live-out his fantasy, Adam got to work. First, he stripped, struggling to undo each button of his shirt as his fingers trembled in anticipation. Nevertheless, he was soon completely naked and was surprised by how hard he'd become, imagining the events to come. He stuffed his clothes in the now empty footlocker. Then, ignoring the blood pumping through his cock, he prepared the shackles by attaching one to each bedpost with their ends free for his wrists and ankles. He lay on the bed with his head resting on a plump pillow, glad to find each chain to be at a comfortable length, then placed the gag and blindfold beside him. Everything was ready.

Adam reached and secured his ankles. The restraints, like manacles, fit surprisingly snuggly and allowed for easy adjustment. When satisfied with their tightness, he put on the gag, finding the ball an effective way method to prevent his speech, while still allowing audible moans. Next, he secured his left wrist, leaving his right arm as the only free limb. The blindfold was next to go on, and it's heavy and thick material effectively blocked out all light. Finally, he reached for the final cuff. In his blinded state, it took some effort to slip his wrist into position. Without having considered the immobile state he was putting himself into, Adam tightened the lock and lay back. He was trapped, naked and spread eagle on the bed.

He panicked first, wondering what an idiot he was to put himself in this situation. It could be dangerous, couldn’t it? But he trusted Mel. This was what he had dreamed of for year, and it was finally going to happen. His erection didn't let up either, and he felt it point up at him with every pump of his heart. For now, though, he could do nothing. Mel would be back soon, and until then his anticipation would continue building.

*****

It was twenty minutes later, or so Adam estimated, that he heard the front door slam. His cock had gone soft during his wait, but the thought of Mel returning stirred life back into it. Adam's arms and legs had remained remarkably comfortable in his spread position, though the sound of footsteps coming up the stairs had him shifting and stretching as much as he could with his restricted limbs, preparing for what might come.

She reached the top of the stairs and Adam lay still. Footsteps approached, then the bedroom door creaked open. She moved towards him with slow and purposeful steps. His body tensed and he felt her presence standing over time. His cock grew firmer, desperate to be touched. As he began to grow restless, he felt nails run along the side of his body, from hip then up to his nipple. He groaned into his gag, almost embarrassed by his involuntary audible response.

Her fingers remained where they were then pinched his nipple, which had also become erect in the coolness of the bedroom. He moaned again. The fingers released their grip. Without any touch, he strained against his bonds once again, urging for the next feel of her skin on his.

She moved round the bed. The mattress subsided in between his spread legs as knelt over him and inched towards his torso. He felt the warmth emanating from her body's position between his thigh. Any closer and she'd be perched right on his lap. Imagining her proximity to it, his cock throbbed even harder.

For a moment they were both motionless, waiting for the next move. Then the nails returned. Both hands scratched gently up his thighs, sending vibrations through his body. Her finger lingered an inch away from his throbbing cock. The teasing caused his heartbeat to accelerate, which in turn led his cock to twitch unrelentingly. Her fingernails continued their work. They moved in spirals, threatening to finally touch the awaiting cock and balls, but instead they moved lower, reaching down and drawing lines up and down his exposed taint. He shivered in response. Before the sensations became too much, she moved away and gradually brought her nails back down to his knees.

He felt her shift position. What was next? He wanted to ask her but knew it wasn't worth the effort to moan into his gag. Something new began to tickle him. The curtains of her hair cascaded onto his thighs. She leaned over him and stray strands fell over his cock which twitched as a result of its first touch. He couldn't help but groan, as if pleading for her to touch him properly. Perhaps she read his mind, or knew exactly the meaning behind his muffled sounds, as she lowered her head over his waiting member.

The feeling of her hot breath had his cock pulsing as he strained his muscles, trying to reach up to her warm mouth. Recognising his eagerness, she waited. Then her tongue lapped at the engorged head, tasting the drop of precum that had formed. He groaned at this first real touch. Her tongue licked the length of his cock, down to his balls then back up to his head. Then, as if bored of all her teasing, she opened wide and consuming the head of his cock. Her mouth, warm and tight, had him shaking with pleasure. She bobbed down half the length of his shaft before coming up, then performed the action again and again in smooth and metronomical repetitions.

Each motion brought him closer and closer to an orgasm which he had felt building since she first entered the room. He squirmed and shuffled as much as he could. He wanted desperately to spit out his gag so he could release at least some of his pent-up energy in shouts of climactic ecstasy. But the ball gag remained firmly in place, just as her mouth remained tightly pleasuring his cock. As he grew close to an edge, imagining Mel's blue eyes staring back and enjoying the sight of him struggle, she ended her blowjob in one smooth motion. Out of her mouth, his cock lay desperate for more. The orgasm that had been so close instead subsided as all stimulation was ceased. A muffled shout of frustration echoed through the room.

His heartbeat calmed down while she stayed kneeling in her spot. Then she moved again, lifting her legs over to straddle his lap. From the silky nakedness of her legs, he guessed she was naked, at least from the waist down. The thought of her tight body sitting there had his cock pulsing, desperate to be fucked. When she shifted forward, the soft lips of her pussy pressed down on his shaft. Using one hand to lift his cock into position, she lowered herself onto him. Slowly, she was filled with his cock, and she sat still with it throbbing in her tight vagina.

He wanted to thrust his hips and finally fuck her after all the torturous build-up he had endured, but she remained planted on top of him and pushed his shoulder into the bed with her arms. If they were going to fuck, it would be at her speed. But she didn't fuck him yet. Rather, she leant forward. The slight movement was an agonising tease for his cock. Her head hovered over his. She kissed his cheek, above and below the straps of his gag, then tugged his earlobe with her teeth. She sucked at his necked, leaving behind a small love bite. Then she returned to her face. He felt her fingers reach up and under his blindfold. With one smooth motion she removed it. He blinked as he adjusted to the light. The eyes looking back at him were deep and brown. They weren't Mel's - they were Amelia's.

*****

Adam panicked and twisted as much as he could in his bonds, but Amelia remained firmly planted on top of him and with his hard cock tightly inside her. His surprise and anger only seemed to increase the intensity of his erection as blood pumped through him harder and faster.

"Hello Adam," Amelia purred, smiling at his position of weakness. Her smooth voice sent chills through him. "Weren't expecting me, were you?" She laughed as he shook side to side as hard as he could, but all his effort achieved was tiring himself out.

When he stopped struggling, panting into his gag, she continued: "Don't struggle, slave. You're being teased and dominated but a beautiful woman - isn't this your biggest fantasy?" Adam groaned as she started grinding against him, his cock pushing up and down inside her. "What's the matter? Did you think your secret was safe with Melanie? She tells me everything. In fact, she asked me to tell you she'd be late home tonight. Of course, I said I'd pass on the message, but when she comes back I think I'll say you never showed up. Maybe you didn't appreciate being stood-up by her."

Adam didn't know how to respond, not that there was any way to do so. Amelia continued riding him, leaning back to sit upright on his cock. Only then did Adam see her in her full and unobscured nakedness. Her mane of glossy black hair spilled down her shoulder and over a pair of voluptuous breasts. Adam had often tried to imagine what they look like from the glimpses of them under her clothes, but now they were on display to him their symmetry and beauty exceeded his expectations. Below them and her toned midriff, Amelia's smoothly shaved crotch gyrated with the lips of her pussy tightly gripping Adam's cock. He couldn’t help but stare, enjoying both the view and the pleasure of each gyration.

"Like what you see, slave?" She increased her tempo. "I know you do. I've caught you glancing at me. Considering all the energy you spend with Melanie, I'm surprised you're the least bit interested. But what am I kidding, of course you'd take any chance you could to admire a body like this. You're a bit of a perv really, aren't you? Mel even said you suggested a threesome once? How delusional are you?. Your horny cock blinded you. That’s how you got into this position in the first place.”

Adam shook with rage. Rage at Mel for sharing his secrets, anger at Amelia for deceiving him like this, and frustration at his own body for enjoying the whole experience. He was once again getting closer to an orgasm. It was only then, however, that he noticed a camera to the side of the bed, setup on a tripod and pointing at him with a blinking red light.

"Ah yes," said Amelia, seeing the new look of panic on his face. "That's for my insurance. You should be grateful to me, slave; I am fulfilling your fantasy. But this little recording we're making is just for my benefit. If you tell anyone about this, I’ll post it online and everyone you know will see your pathetic hard cock. So, you’d better keep this between us. Don't even tell Melanie. Understood?"

"Mmhhhrrghh."

"I'll take that as a yes." She laughed. Her body continued fucking him. "Now we're on the subject of agreements, I have a proposal for you. Though you don't really have any choice in the matter. You will agree to be my sex slave. It won't be like your fantasies, I can promise you that, but if you serve me well there may be enjoyable moments for you. If you don't agree, I guess I'll tell Mel that you fucked me. I doubt she'd be all that happy with you then."

Amelia stopped her movements. She felt his cock pulse inside her, getting closer to cumming. "I'll sweeten the deal for you, slave, because I could hop off you right now and leave you aching and desperate to cum. If you agree to be my slave, I'll let you cum here and now. It's a real privilege to cum inside me, let alone have your cock in me in the first place, so you'd better think carefully."

Adam groaned, eager to release all his pent up cum but unsure of what his future would hold if he agreed to her deal. What he knew for certain was that he couldn't let the recording be shared by anyone. And right now the only thing on his mind was cumming.

"What will it be then? Will you be my slave? Nod if your answer is yes."

Adam nodded.

"That's the correct choice, slave." Amelia started to fuck him again. Harder and faster his cock slid in and out of her. Already he was close to the brink of orgasm. She increased her intensity, bouncing up and down on him. She moaned in pleasure just as he did. Her chest grew red and her own pleasure built up. But Adam's climax had almost been reached. He groaned into his gag, unable to stop the rising pleasure, and Amelia ignored him, riding him harder and harder. Accepting his fate, Adam braced himself.

As Amelia's pussy continued to slammed down on him, his reached his. Cum shot inside her. Shot after shot spewed up and out of him in shuddering eruptions.

Amelia continued fucking him. "You will make me cum, slave."

Adam screamed. His sore cock was still filled with blood but ached with each thrust. It begged for Amelia to stop. His sensitive head grew sore inside her. Adam screamed, trying to beg her to stop but she wouldn't. She kept fucking him. On and on, until finally she burst out in an ecstatic moan, her mouth apart and her eyes rolled back. She rode her way through her orgasm, milking every pleasure second out of it, before collapsing on top of her new sex slave.

*****

"First rule to remember, slave," Amelia panted. "My pleasure comes before yours. If you can't hold back, you will suffer."

Adam's cock burned hot from its overstimulation. Gradually it lost its hardness, and as Amelia lifted off him it flopped onto his belly, looking more red than usual.

Adam's juices leaked out of Amelia's vagina and drooled onto his cock, painting it a sticky white. As he recovered, breathing deeply through his nose, Adam watched Amelia. Now that his horniness had been completely eradicated by one of the most intense orgasms of his life, he realised the truth of his situation. Amelia had blackmailed and fucked him, but he liked it. She was his dominatrix. She had fulfilled his fantasy.

As if knowing this, Amelia said, "You should thank me. But be warned: you are my slave now, and things aren't going to be as you've imagined. I'll give you an orientation later. Mel should be back soon so you'd better stick tight, and you'd better not make a sound."

She got off the bed and went to the camera to check its footage. Adam admired the sight of the round ass that had just been planted in his lap. Despite being completely soft, he couldn't deny how gorgeous Amelia was. Seeing him staring, she moved back to the bed. "Now, now, slave, you'd better calm down. Just relax, I'll be back to check on you soon." With that, she untied the drapes hanging from each side of the bed. They fell into position one by one, eventually leaving Adam inside a gloomy bubble with no view of the rest of the bedroom.

He listened as Amelia moved around the room then into her ensuite. The sound of her running shower relaxed him. He had a moment to rest, looking at the outcome of his wildest fantasy. His cock was covered in his sticky cum. It had dripped onto his stomach and onto the golden bedsheet. A milky pool had formed in his bellybutton. The sound of the front door opening once again filled him with a new nervousness. Adam knew it must be Mel this time. What will happen if she finds him here? As his semen dried, he realised what a mess he was in.


2. Her New Toy: Pleasure and Pain

"Amelia, are you in?"

"In my bedroom – come on up!"

Adam lay spread-eagled on Amelia's bed, shackled by each leg to the four bedposts. Saliva drooled out of his mouth which was forced open by a rubber ball gag. He had just been tricked by Amelia and coerced into fucking her. But he loved it, every moment of it, and now the guilt built -up inside him as he heard Mel, the most amazing girl he'd ever met, making her way up the stairs. Their relationship was only casual but it nevertheless felt like he'd cheated on her, and the dried semen which caked his soft cock served as a visual reminder of his deviancy. It was all he could fixate on within the dark confines of the four-poster bed; its drapes blocked out most light and hid him from anyone in the bedroom. Amelia, the woman he had just pledged to be the sex slave of, had evidently planned it all.

"Hey Amelia," Adam heard Mel say, only a few metres from him at the door of the bedroom but blocked from view by the drapes. He lay as still as possible. "Have you seen Adam? He was meant to be coming over."

"Sorry Melanie, I've not heard anything from him." Amelia's smooth voice penetrated the drapes, captivating Adam just as it did when she was sitting on top of him.

"I've texted him but he never replied. It's not like him." Mel sounded worried. Her concern touched Adam, while frustrating him to know he was the cause.

"Oh, honey, just relax. Have a seat. I'm sure he'll be fine."

"Thanks, Amelia. I'm sure it's nothing." Mel moved to sit on the divan, or so Adam guessed by the direction of her voice. "I'll try calling him."

Adam panicked. Was his phone on silent? He couldn't remember. He'd left it in the jean pocket, which he'd stashed in the footlocker by the bed along with the rest of his clothes.

"You go ahead, Melanie." Amelia was unphased. Was she not worried? "I'm just going to get dressed. I don't want to be off-putting in just my towel, so hope you don't mind."

Amelia was just in her towel. The image was painted in Adam's mind. He heard her walk-in wardrobe open, followed by the shuffling of clothes. The thought of her naked body glistening from her show – the same naked body which had just been riding his to orgasm moments earlier – caused an unexpected reaction. Despite his recent ejaculation, Adam's cock was growing hard again. He wanted to shift on the bed to get more comfortable but dared not give away his position to Mel.

"Adam, what are you doing?" Mel asked. Adam froze. He thought he'd been found out. "I'm worried about you. Ring me back." He sighed in relief through his nose, then realised it may have been audible to Mel. There was a moment of silent in the bedroom, then he knew he was out of danger.

"Heard anything from him?" Amelia was back.

"Not yet."

"His phone probably died and he had to go back to his apartment."

"Yeah, maybe." Mel didn't seem to be convinced. "I'd better sort some food out in case he turns up."

"You do that honey," Amelia comforted her. "I'm sure he'll text back any moment."

Mel left the room and Adam heard her go back down the stairs. A moment later, a drape to Adam's side was pulled back and Amelia stood looking at him cheerily, dressed in black leggings and a tank top. Her hair was still damp and matted from the shower. "Hello, slave. You'd better tell me the passcode to your phone otherwise you're going to be in big trouble with Melanie." She smiled and waved his phone at him. "I thought it would be a good idea for me to put it on silent. Believe me: I didn't want Melanie finding you here either. So you'd better be more careful next time, for both our sakes."

She leant over him and loosened his gag. He spit the ball out of his mouth then exercised his jaw, trying to stretch it after an hour spent being held open in one position.

"Don't say a word, slave," Amelia said severely. "Otherwise that gag is going back in. Another lesson for you is that you only speak when I ask you a question, understood?"

Adam nodded.

"You can say 'Yes mistress'".

"Yes, mistress." Adam rasped his first words spoken to his new mistress.

"Good slave," she smiled. "You will always refer to me as mistress. Understood?"

"Yes, mistress."

"Excellent. Now tell me your passcode, before Melanie gets seriously worried."

"One-two-three-four."

"Seriously, slave?" Amelia tutted. "I thought you had a better imagination than that."

"I—"

"Quiet, slave." Amelia smacked his balls and he recoiled, stifling a grunt of pain. "Now stay where you are. And don't make me put that gag back in."

She knelt on the bed beside him and unlocked his phone. "She's sent you a lot of messages. Don't worry, I'm sure I can imitate you well. All it needs is a load of horny desperation." She typed a response, not letting Adam see, then sent it off to Mel. "There we go. All good. You should thank me for saving your relationship."

"Thank you, mistress."

"No problem, slave. Now then. I'm going to go see Melanie. I'm afraid I'll have to leave you like this again. Don't complain. I'll let you out soon. Do I need to put your gag in?"

"No, mistress."

"Okay. See you soon then." With that, Amelia left the room, closing her door shut behind her.

*****

"We're all alone, slave." Amelia was back. "Your little fuck buddy was glad to get a text from you telling her you're stuck at work. From the sounds of it you won't be done till later this evening, so she isn't expecting to see you today. Anyway, she's just gone to the shop. I thought now would be a good time to move you."

"My arms are aching, mistress," Adam said.

Amelia smacked him in the balls and he yelped, glad that he could now safely react out loud. "Only speak when spoken to, slave." Amelia repeated her rule. "Don't make me say it again. You will suffer however I want you to. Understand?"

Adam knew he was defeated. He had no agency over her. "Yes, mistress."

"Good. Now hold still. I'll unlock you." She moved round to each corner of the bed, unshackling Adam's limbs as she went. "Stand up," she ordered once he was free. He did as he was told, glad to be mobile again. "Do some stretches if you like. I don't want your arms going limp." Adam followed her suggestion, shaking off his arms to help the blood return and stretching them to remove the tension that had built up in his shoulders. As he did so, Amelia brought over a few items: a collar, and pair of handcuffs, and some string. She put them on the bed.

"Enough of that, slave, time for your next lesson," she said. "When I tell you to present, you will stand up straight with your legs apart and your hands behind your back. Understood?"

"Yes, mistress."

"Then present." She barked her order and he immediately complied. "Now keep still – this collar is a symbol of my ownership over you so you will wear it when I please." She fixed the black leather strap around his neck. It was a snug fit but not tight enough to restrict breathing, and the material was soft on his skin. A metal ring protruded from the front. Amelia then guided his wrists into the handcuffs and locked them behind his back. She stood back and admired her new slave, standing perfectly still and submissive for her. His soft cock hung limp and his balls dangled between his legs. Seeing the easy target, Amelia smacked them with one hand and twisted his nipple with the other. He shouted in pain and nearly doubled over but she held him up. "Stand up straight, slave. Take it."

Amelia caressed his ball, gently rolling them between her fingers. "I've treated you very well so far, slave. Having me fuck you and let you orgasm is much better than you deserve, and certainly something I won't be giving you again. Frankly, I was disappointed by your cock. Melanie loved to go on about it, but having experienced it I can say it's entirely mediocre at best. You're less effective than my vibrators."

Adam squirmed as her grip got tighter. The touch, harsh and firm, nevertheless brought life to his cock.

"Don't get too excited, slave. If you ever cum without my permission your punishment will be so severe you'll wish you never met me." Amelia took her hand off him and grabbed the string, tying it around the base of his cock and balls and leaving one end roughly a metre long, like a leash. "Now we're going to my playroom. Follow me."

She led him out of the bedroom, pulling at the leash tied to his cock. She tugged it to keep him close. The knot didn't tighten as she pulled, but it's position behind his balls meant that he had to keep up otherwise the tugging on them would be excruciating.

They moved down the landing. At the end of the hallway the door to Mel's room was wide open, as if taunting Adam for ruining his chances of being with her in there again. He was steered away and down the stairs, struggling to keep up without stumbling. At the bottom they turned left towards a door under the stairs. Amelia stopped. She pulled out a key which been hanging from her necklace and was previously hidden in the cleavage. She used it to unlock the door and pushed Adam in with her, then locked it behind them. Amelia flicked a light switch. She led Adam down another set of stairs and into a basement. Or rather, from the looks of it, a dungeon.

It was a large space, requiring support beams, but it was by no means empty. There was a double bed at the far wall, a simple shower and drain in one corner, and a cage suitable for a dog. Beyond that, Adam didn't know what to think of the range of instruments, tools, and apparatus positioned around the dungeon. He struggled to imagine their purpose.

"Welcome to your new home, slave." Amelia led him to the centre of the space where a chain hung from the ceiling. She uncuffed Adam then re-secured his hands in front of him, before attaching them to the dangling chain. It was then that he noticed the chain was attached by a pulley to a winch, which Amelia cranked to tighten it. Adam's arms were pulled up until he was nearly on tiptoes. Amelia then picked up a spreader bar from a table of assorted bondage tools. She forced Adam's legs wide open and strapped his ankles to each end of the bar. He was now trapped and vulnerable, his arms stretched above him and his legs spread and locked apart. "Looking good, slave." Amelia admired her handiwork. "I shouldn't always need you bound like this, but it's important I have a chance to break you in unimpeded."

"What are you going to do with me?"

Adam received a slap to his face. "What the fuck, slave!" Amelia yelled at him, breaking her calm demeanour for the first time. "How many times do I have to tell you? You only speak when spoken to, and you always address me as mistress. Clear?"

Adam replied, his cheek burning: "Yes, mistress."

"I'd better make sure you learn your lesson." Amelia moved behind him and out of view. As much as Adam could struggle, he couldn't see what she was up to.

He yelped as a sharp pain smacked him on his bare ass. The air whistled as another strike hit him. Then another, then another. THWACK THWACK THWACK. Adam yelped in pain after each impact. Amelia moved back into view while his cheeks continued to sting. She was holding a riding crop and began tracing its end up and down Adam's body.

"This is one of favourite toys," she said, letting the crop stroke the underside of his soft cock. "You had better get acquainted with it." In one quick flurry she brought her arm up then smacked the crop back down on his cock. Adam grunted. It felt like a wasp had stung him in the most sensitive part of his body. Amelia repeated the move a second time, then a third. "Poor slave," she purred with theatrical concern. "Do you want me to stop?"

"Yes, mistress."

"Beg for me to stop, then." Amelia smacked him a few more time.

"Please stop, mistress. Please," Adam begged.

"You have to do better than that, slave." She changed the arc of her strikes, bringing the crop up and under him to smack his balls.

"Please stop hitting me, mistress." Adam yelled. He wanted to keel over from the pain which was rising from his balls and into his stomach, but the chains held him up. "I'll do anything, mistress. Just please stop."

Amelia stopped. "Can you not handle me, slave?"

"No, mistress." Adam's eyes watered as the aftermath of pain endured in dull throbbing sensations.

Amelia grinned. "I thought this is what you wanted, being dominated by a hot woman like me. Isn't it?"

"Not like this, mistress."

"Well, tough. This is what I want and we've made a deal. You don't want anyone seeing that video I made, do you?"

"No, mistress."

"Exactly." Amelia placed the crop down then took his cock in her hands and began stroking it gently. "Does this feel good, slave?"

"Yes, mistress," Adam said. After the torture he had suffered, her soft hands were a welcome comfort. Blood started rushing into his cock in response.

"I can tell that you like this slave. Don't deny it." Amelia increased her speed and Adam couldn’t help but moan in pleasure. "You'll find that pain is worth it, slave. It makes moments like these all the more special." One hand moved up and down his cock with deft movements, twisting slightly at the head to maximise the feeling. Her other hand reached behind him and drew lines up and down his taint. Shivers ran through his spines and his knees shook as the electrical sensations shot through him. "Now listen carefully, slave. Another rule for you to abide by is this: whenever you are close to cumming, you will tell me. It's the one time you can speak without me asking you anything. It's important for me to know if you’re about to cum. Okay?"

"Yes, mistress." Adam could only whisper as the intensity neared its peak. "I'm close, mistress."

Amelia took her hands off him and picked up the crop. As Adam's cock throbbed at the edge of orgasm, it was smacked hard, on the right side then the left again and again. "You’d better get more stamina than that. Your orgasm is mine, slave." Amelia drilled her mantra into him with each hit. "Your orgasm is mine, and any pleasure you feel will be accompanied by pain." She stopped as Adam's cock softened, as if afraid of her. "I expect Mel to be back soon, so I'll need to be around upstairs to see her. We'll have to finish this off when I can later. As for you . . . I think I have an idea to keep you occupied."

She walked out of sight again before returning. With her, she had a larger wand vibrator and what looked like a microphone stand which she positioned in between Adam's legs. She then attached the vibrator to the end of the stand and adjusted it so its head was pressed firmly behind his balls and against his taint. Amelia seemed to be able to control the device through her phone, as a few taps of the touchscreen turned the vibrator on. Its location wasn't optimal for bringing Adam to orgasm, but he realised it might eventually. It was powerful enough to send vibrations through his cock, which once again grew hard. As soon as it did, pointing straight towards the far wall, Amelia turned the vibrator off. "Excellent," she said. "I don't want you getting bored while I'm gone, but I certainly don't want you cumming. Oh, and one last thing." She grabbed a roll of duct tape and stuck a piece over Adam's mouth before he could say anything. Amelia then wrapped his head with a few more layers to secure it. "I don't want you accidentally making too much noise. Melanie knows not to come down here, but I don’t need her to have an excuse to investigate."

Adam, now breathing through his nose, groaned.

"I think that's good for now, slave. I'll try not to forget about you. Have fun hanging out." Amelia laughed and walked away. The stairs behind Adam creaked as she walked up. At the top, she turned the lights off and Adam was left in darkness. He was about to start struggling to test out the strength of his bonds when the vibrator turned on again. Pleasure rippled through him and his cock twitched. Then it turned off. Adam's heart raced. The vibrations returned and he clenched. Then it stopped again. Time after time the cycle repeated and Adam tried to work out how long it stayed on and off for. But he soon realised it was random. The vibrator stayed on ten seconds one time then nearly a full minute the next. The wait in between was just as sporadic. Just as his cock was about to go soft the vibrator returned to tease him, hinting at the possibility of an orgasm he would never quite reach. Chained to the ceiling and with nowhere to go, Adam was at the mercy of his chaotic master pressed against his balls.

*****

When Amelia returned, a pool of precum had formed on the floor beneath Adam's raging cock. The light was turned on and he could finally see the juices oozing from the head of his cock. Amelia descended the stairs and returned to Adam. After her long absence, he found himself infatuated by her. His eyes were drawn to her large breasts, which were accentuated by her tank top, and to her round ass, which looked particularly firm in her leggings. Maybe it was just his horniness that had him finding her so alluring. He had, after all, been teased furiously for long enough that he was unsure about how much time had actually passed.

"How are you, slave?" Amelia asked.

"Mmpphgrr." Adam struggled to say through his gag.

"You've made quite a mess." She took her phone out. "I do like the random setting on this. I love when something can fuck you up just by being unpredictable. But at the end of the day my control over you is more important than a simple tool like this." She turned the vibrator on, pushing Adam nearer to the orgasm he'd been trying to reach since she had left him.

"Mmpprhrhhmmsm." He groaned.

The vibrator stopped. "Were you trying to tell me you were close to cumming?" Amelia asked.

Adam nodded, feeling the orgasm fade away.

"Good boy. I'm glad you learned that rule quickly." Amelia moved the vibrator away from him, letting his balls dangle freely between his legs. "Now, slave, out of curiosity, do you know how long I've left you here for?"

Adam shook his head.

"Well, guess. Was it an hour?"

Adam shook his head again.

"How about two hours."

Another negative response.

"Three hours?"

Adam nodded. Amelia smacked his balls.

"You really are stupid, slave. It's only been two hours. Did time really pass that slowly for you? I thought you might have enjoyed this."

Adam groaned.

"Anyway, slave, I had a nice dinner with Melanie who you'll be interested to know received some more messages from you. She thinks you finished work late but are now feeling unwell, so she isn't expecting to see you all weekend." Amelia started stroking Adam's cock. "Seems as you let her down, we're going out for drinks with friends. It is Friday night after all. She's already left and I said I'd meet them at the bar later, so I've got some time to finish off with you and let you get home without having to sneak out the house. I don’t think you’re quite ready to stay a whole night in here.”

She continued: "Now, I can't really let you go home like this, can I? You're desperately horny and I don't trust you enough to not masturbate at the soonest opportunity. I suppose I'll have to actually let you cum."

Her words excited Adam; it was the confirmation he needed. "I don't want a mess," Amelia said. "So I'm going to put a condom on you." She produced a condom from her pocket and ripped the package open. With deft fingers she rolled it onto Adam's cock and continued stroking. The latex stretched tightly over him. "You should thank your lucky stars, slave. I wanted to deny you of your orgasm tonight, especially seems as you've already had one today. But I can't have you horny and desperate enough to wank yourself off or call up Melanie for a quick fuck. That would terminate our relationship and I'll have to share the video we made. If I remove temptation you had better not fuck up."

Amelia increased her strokes. The simple movement were enough to build up what promised to be an explosive orgasm. As one hand slid up and down, the other caressed his balls, fondling them as if to coax out his cum. Amelia brought him closer and closer, and leant over to his ear. "I want you to cum slave, you have my permission," she purred in his ear, sending pleasurable tingles through his body. "Empty your balls."

Adam groaned. "Mmhrhrppppp."

"Are you close?"

Adam nodded. His chains shook as the pleasure overwhelmed him.

"Good slave. Now cum.” Amelia continued stroking, feeling his cock pulse as his orgasm almost broke through. Then, she removed her hands. His cock, free of any stimulation, throbbed as the first load of cum shot into the end of the condom. His legs shook. He cried out in frustration. His cock kept throbbing with intense and agonising spurts of cum. His pleasure was ruined. Amelia laughed at the look of anguish on his face. "That, slave, is a ruined orgasm. I told you I'd let you cum and I did. Be grateful that you got anything at all."

She gently removed the condom from his still twitched cock and tied it off, inspecting the contents. "Impressive load, slave. I wonder if next time I’ll get more out of you. If I ever let you cum again, that is." She took the condom away and returned with a towel and a bowl of water. Caressingly, she wiped down his cock and cleaned around his balls. "There we go, slave. Hygiene is important." Once she was done and his cock was limp, she patted him on the head. "Good slave. I'm mostly impressed by your first day serving me. Keep it up and I may decide to reward you. Perhaps you'll get more than a ruined orgasm." She winked at him. "I'm running late so I'd best let you go. But I still don't trust you enough to let you go unimpeded." She moved behind him then returned with another device. "This," she grinned, "is a chastity cage. It's just so I know you won't be playing with yourself when I'm not around. I'll keep the key on me so if you have any doubt about coming to see me, you'll know it’ll be the only opportunity for you to cum again, let alone get hard."

She took the ring of the device and pushed Adam's balls through it, then she pushed the cock through. The metal was cold but his body quickly warmed it up. Next, she slid his shaft into the chastity cage and locked it with a padlock to the ring. Adam's cock was now snug and secure. The cage was surprisingly light and was rigid but formed of a number of rings with gaps to allow easy cleaning.

"It suits you, slave." Amelia was impressed by the fit of the cage. Soft, Adam's cock had only a little room to expand into. "You had best try not to get turned on while you're wearing this. If you get hard it won't be comfortable for you. Actually, maybe I'd prefer you try to get hard; it'll be a good way to punish you indirectly." Amelia laughed at his predicament. "Wait here, slave. I'll be back in a moment."

Amelia returned shortly after with Adam's clothes. She untied him completely, removed his gag and collar, and let him dress himself. The entire time he remained silent. He didn't know what he wanted to say, and decided to not risk anymore punishments. The chastity device was surprisingly comfortable and, when he was fully dressed, he was glad to see there was no visible bulge in his trousers. Amelia led him upstairs and returned his phone. "I'll text you tomorrow, slave. You'd better make sure you've got no plans this weekend. If I ask to meet, I expect to see you on time. And if Melanie wants to see you, tell her you're too ill.  Now, get out of my sight. I hope you sleep well in your tight cage. Or not, I don't really care. Bye slave." She pushed Adam out the door and slammed it behind him.

As he walked back down the driveway, getting used to the feeling of the cage pressing against his underwear, Adam checked his phone. Nothing seemed different. Amelia hadn't changed anything, but he knew she'd texted Mel. Checking his messages, however, he could see nothing. Not just nothing, but rather that the few messages to and from Mel had been deleted. All the way back to his apartment, he wondered why Amelia would want to hide the messages. It played on his mind over and over. Once back, he realised he was famished and scoffed leftover pizza from the fridge, then he slumped on his bed and immediately fell asleep, exhausted from his evening's activities.


3. In Chastity for Her: Serve and Submit

Adam woke up late on Saturday morning after a restless night. The chastity cage locked securely around his cock had become uncomfortable in his sleep. Repeatedly, his cock had tried to swell while he dreamed of being teased and tortured by beautiful women. But he could never become fully erect. Instead his cock met the ungiving metal cage surrounding it and the pressure of it pushing against the rigid steel would wake Adam up. Exhausted, he lay in his bed, surprised at how late he had slept in once he had finally been able to doze off. As the sunlight streamed through his blinds, warming the room, he reflected on the events of the previous day.

He was now a sex slave to the stunning and dominant Amelia. The chastity cage was a symbol her ownership over him. Each time his cock tried to get hard, the pain reminded Adam of Amelia. And every time the image of her flawless, naked body entered his mind, he would become frustrated that he hadn't thought of Mel first. She should have been his dominatrix, not Amelia. But there was nothing he could do about it, only try to keep his relationship with Mel alive while still appeasing Amelia.

That was why the first text message he saw when he looked at his phone worried him so much. I'm coming over to look after you, hope you're resting well x. It was Mel. Worse than that, it was sent half an hour ago. Adam jumped out of bed. She could be here any minute now, and what then? What if she notices the chastity cage?

Adam wasn't prepared to ever have that conversation with her. He was about to run to the shower when he heard the front doorbell ring. He stood still, listening. Before deciding whether or not to go and answer it, he heard one of his flatmates, Keira, answer it. She was always up early, even on weekends, so he should have expected her to be there to answer the door. He heard her conversing with whoever was there. But as he pressed his ear against his bedroom door, the voice was immediately familiar. His worries were confirmed. It was Mel.

Adam hurried, pulling on the nearest clothes he could find strewn across the back of a chair. Suddenly, she knocked on the door. "Adam are you alright," Mel said, sounding concerned. "I can hear you moving about, can I come in?"

Adam jumped in bed and pulled the covers over him. "I'm in bed, Mel," he called back to her.

"Then it's alright for me to come in." Not waiting for a reply, she opened the door and stepped in, closing it behind her.

All thought of Amelia left Adam's mind as he looked Mel and was reminded of why he had become so infatuated with her. A simple white t-shirt clung tightly to her slim torso, accentuating her perky breasts, while her blue jeans tapered down from her tight, round ass to her petite ankles. As she stepped towards him, the sunlight streaming through the curtains lit up her golden hair and blue eyes.

"How are you feeling," she asked, coming to sit at the foot of Adam's bed and kicking her shoes off.

"I'm fine, I guess."

"Oh, well you were still ill last night, have you got better?"

Adam remembered Amelia's scheming: she had taken control of his phone to convince Mel why he couldn't see her yesterday. "Oh." He struggled to think what to say. "Well I do still feel quite grim."

"Poor baby. Perhaps I can make you feel better?" Mel started running her hand up his legs. Adam pulled away quickly, not wanting her to reach his crotch and feel the tell-tale signs of a hard chastity device.

"I don't think that's a good idea."

"What isn't?" Mel said teasingly. "If you're stuck in bed I can't think of a better way to spend your time." She crawled over to him and straddled his lap before he could stop her. In this position, she was perched directly on top of Adam's caged cock. Fortunately, the layers of underwear, jeans, and duvet prevented her from noticing it. With her weight pressing down on the cage, it became uncomfortable as it began tugging on Adam's balls. But he couldn't readjust without alerting Mel to the cause of his discomfort.

"I feel really cold," Adam said, trying to create an excuse to stop Mel from escalating her sexual advances. "I just want stay wrapped up in my duvet."

"Aww, poor you." Mel only then noticed he was fully clothed under the bedsheets. "You look very cosy. I suppose it would be too mean of me to get in the way of your recovery." She leant forward to whisper in his ear, making her tits almost press into his face. "It's a shame, I was so looking forward to fucking you this weekend."

Adam's cock grew hard in response to her teasing, or at least as hard as it could in its cage. He couldn’t stop himself from groaning in both pleasure and pain.

"Sounds like you want that too. Are you sure you don't want to have some fun?" Mel moaned alluringly in his ear, increasing the strain in his cock.

"I want to, Mel, but I can't. I don't have the energy. And I don't want you to catch my illness."

Mel sat up with a disappointed look on her face. Her erect nipples pointed through her shirt, indicating the level of arousal she had caused herself. "Okay, baby. I understand. I suppose I could show you something to make you feel better." She pulled off her shirt. With no bra underneath, her breasts were right in front of Adam's face. Her erect nipples pointed at him.

Adam's cock pressed against its restraints as he stared at Mel’s amazing body.

"Are you hard, baby?" Mel asked. She began to slide her hands under the duvet to feel for Adam's cock, but he grabbed her wrists and brought them back up.

"I'm so hard, Mel," he said. "But I really can't do anything. I'm exhausted."

"Too exhausted to feel me?" Mel took back control and guided Adam's hands to her tits. Impulsively, he grabbed them. The soft, pale skin felt perfect as he fondled them in his hands. Mel's moans of pleasure were addictive to him. He kept playing with her, tweaking her nipples while she leant forward to make out with him. As her warm mouth pressed into his, she began grinding on him. "If you can't do anything," she whispered, "that doesn't mean I can't."

Her tongue played around in his mouth. Adam's hands were still occupied when he felt her hands move back down, this time towards the top of her jeans. She fumbled with the buttons and loosened them just enough to slide her hand in.

"Fuck, baby, I'm so wet," she whimpered. "Feel me."

She brought Adam's left hand down inside her jeans. The heat guided his fingers towards her pussy. He felt her wetness immediately and found her clit. He played with it slowly at first, moving in circles, but Mel's continued grinding into his hand showed that he needn't be gentle.

"Fuck, I wish your cock was inside me." She could no longer focus on their kissing. Her head hung back as Adam's fingers rubbed against her. "Faster," she said. He kissed up and down her neck to stifle his groans as his own pleasure was matched by the discomfort of his cage. The need for his cock to be released and touched was becoming unbearable. He knew he had to finish Amelia off to stop her teasing.

"Cum," he told her, simply. "Fucking cum for me."

"I am."

Mel was almost inaudible as she reached the edge of orgasm. It crashed over her. She moaned in one unending sound of pleasure as Adam's fingers brought her to climax. He felt her muscles clench then release, and he slowed down. His cock raged just below Mel's soaking and pleasured pussy.

"Your fingers are fucking amazing," she said once she had recovered. She sat there on top of Adam, holding onto his shoulder to support herself. "When you've recovered, I'm going to give you the best orgasm of your life."

"I just hope you've not caught anything," Adam said, trying to keep up his lie.

"If I did," Mel panted, "It was so fucking worth it."

She grabbed her T-shirt from off the floor and put it back on, then lay down beside Adam, still recovering from the intense orgasm.

"You know what?" She ran her fingers through Adam's hair. "We might even have an opportunity to try out some BDSM soon. You’ll be glad to know Amelia's planning to see her parents in a week or two."

The mention of Amelia and his sexual fantasy - the thing which had gotten him into his dilemma in the first place - tore Adam apart inside. "That sounds good," he lied, when in reality he had no idea how he could continue to hide the fact that he was already Amelia's slave.

"I'm looking forward to being your dominatrix." Mel grinned. "But I have a shift at work soon and for now I guess you do need to rest. Do you want me to pick up any food or medication for you first?"

Adam was amazed at how much care towards him Mel showed, despite having only known each other for a few weeks. "I'll be fine, Mel."

"Good." She got up. "Because I'm going to come back this evening and look after you whether you like it or not. I want to make you feel better." She kissed him on the cheek then whispered into his ear, "So I'm going to suck all of your cum out of you."

"Mel..." Adam wanted to tell her no but she ignored him, instead turning her back to him and finding her shoes.

"Don't worry, baby," she said as she put her shoes on. "I'll let myself out. See you tonight."

She left the room before Adam could say anything more. A moment later he heard the front door shut and the apartment was silent.

*****

Adam's cock still throbbed in its tight cage, desperate after the torment Mel had inadvertently inflicted on it. Now he was alone, Adam ran to the bathroom, stripped and jumped in the shower. He needed to relieve the discomfort and calm down his straining cock, so he turned the shower on cold, jumping at the initial blast but glad to feel the water wash over him. The coolness dripped down through the gaps in his cage and pleasantly soothed the ache in his cock. The water offset Mel's teasing and his horniness became somewhat diminished. Adam relaxed. He had survived one encounter, but what would happen next time? Mel seemed adamant about seeing him this evening and he didn't think he could stop her.

As he finished showering, Adam decided there was only one thing he could. He went back to his room and got changed. Then he found his phone and texted Amelia: I need help. Mel visited me just now and said she's coming back this evening. I won't be able to stop her from seeing the cage. What do I do?

Adam pressed send, anxious about what Amelia might say. He was just glad he had her number, otherwise he wouldn't have known what to do. He didn't need to wait long for a reply. His phone buzzed. It was her: Meet me in an hour. Westside Mall. Don't be late.

There was nothing more to it. The instructions were simple, and he had no choice but to follow them. The idea of meeting Amelia in public, however, worried him. What if Mel saw them? Or one of her friends? It was a risk, but one he had to take.

Not wanting to be late, Adam prepared to leave. As he grabbed a glass of water from the kitchen, Keira entered, surprising him.

"How are you feeling?" she asked. "I let your girlfriend in - she said you weren't too good."

"I'm better now, thanks. And she's not my girlfriend."

"I know, just teasing you," Keira smirked, brushing aside her curtain of brunette hair and gathering together food items to make a sandwich.

"Are you off to the library today?" Adam asked despite knowing the answer. Keira spent most of her waking hours studying, which never failed to make Adam feel guilty about his frequent procrastination.

"Of course," she said, cutting a block of cheese. "What about you? Any plans?"

Adam was distracted watching the view of her leaning over the kitchen counter. Her pleated skirt seemed shorter than how she'd usually wear it, and Adam thought he could glimpse the underside of her butt cheeks. Often – at least before meeting Mel – he liked to imagine him and Keira hooking up, but he had never tried to make it a reality in fear of causing an awkward living situation. Her typical choice of attire never made it easy on him as it only served to intensify his fantasies of her. The skirts and blouses she liked to wear contributed to a nerdy persona which Adam thought was extremely attractive, and he found it hard to understand how Keira seemed to have such little interest in dating. She could have any guy she wanted.

"You okay?" She had turned around to see why he was silent.

"Oh, um, I might just go to the shops," he stuttered. His face turned red at the thought of her catching him gawping, but she didn't mention it.

"Okay, well come straight back here if you feel ill again." She put the sandwich in a box and packed a rucksack. "I'd better be off. Have a good day."

Keira left and Adam was glad to be alone to prepare mentally before seeing Amelia. He thought he heard his other flatmate, Erik, stirring in his bedroom. Unlike Keira, Erik rarely left his room, but Adam didn't want to endure another encounter so he quickly left through the front door.

*****

Adam arrived at the shopping mall around fifty minutes after Amelia had sent her message. Glad to be early in case she was too, he hovered around the main entrance, expecting that to be where she'd arrive. Throngs of people passed by him. He hadn't yet been in such a busy place with his chastity cage on, and he became more self-aware of it, worrying that someone might notice a bulge in his jeans. He found a bench to sit and wait, and put one leg over the other to hide any potential outline of the cage. There were no more messages on his phone so he waited.

Ten minutes went by. He was now on time. But where was Amelia? With every passing moment he grew more anxious. What if he was in the wrong place? He checked his messages. This was the right mall, he was sure, but there was no more word from her. He didn't want to message her in case that broke one of her rules. Nor did he want to check the other entrances of the mall in case she showed up here and couldn't find him. So, he waited for another fifteen minutes. Then she appeared.

Pushing through the glass doors at the entrance, Adam was amazed by how much Amelia stood out from the crowd. Her dark, glossy hair shone like silk over her flawless skin. She wore wet look black leather trousers that clung tightly to her statuesque legs and a white crop top that showed a hint of navel. Immediately she saw Adam sitting there and approached him in her heeled shoes. Adam quickly stood up.

"Present, slave," she ordered without greeting, clutching a boutique handbag. They were far enough to the side of the main crowd that no one seemed to hear.

Adam hesitated, then remembered what she meant. He spread his legs slightly and put his hands behind his back, while trying not to look suspicious to any passersby.

"Good." She inspected his stance. "I don't want to hear anything from you right now, slave. You've caused this mess and I'm going to fix it, don't worry about that. But first you need to serve me. Now follow." She strode off, with Adam following at her heel.

Amelia didn't say anything, so neither did Adam. She simply led him, striding through the crowds. Amelia seemed to affect everyone around her. Strangers would swerve out of her path while she kept going straight. Adam, meanwhile, struggled to keep up and had to weave between other shoppers.

Eventually she led him to a restaurant. "It's about lunch time. Let's get food."

They sat at a booth in the back, away from the other patrons. Amelia spoke authoritatively with the younger waiter serving them. He seemed bewitched by the beautiful woman giving him orders, and Adam couldn't blame him – "I want a bottle of water for the table. A glass of red wine for myself. One serving of your risotto, and he'll just have a side salad."

Adam remained silent, accepting what she ordered for him. Once the waiter had left, Amelia addressed him: "Remember, slave, my pleasure is more important than yours. Having any food right now is more than you deserve, and you should thank your lucky stars that I agreed to meet you in the first place. Pathetic guys like you don't deserve to be seen with women like me."

Adam nodded, not wanting to speak until she asked him a question.

"So, tell me why exactly you thought you had the right to text me and ask for my help?"

Adam explained everything that had happened that morning: Mel dropping by and teasing him, the fact that he hid the cage while fingering her, and then Mel's promise to see him that evening.

"And she said she'd give you a blowjob?" Amelia laughed. Someone from a few tables over looked around.

"Yes, mistress," Adam confirmed, quietly.

"Well you are in a pickle slave. But like I've said, I guess I can help. As long as you serve me this afternoon. I should probably ask, how is that new cage of yours? Sounds like Mel's doing my job for me, teasing you like that. She's so cruel."

"She doesn't know about it," Adam repeated. "But it was uncomfortable, mistress."

"It's meant to be, slave. But don't worry, it will get better. After a few weeks of wearing it you'll hardly notice." She grinned and Adam squirmed at the thought. "I've got a present for you, slave, I hope you're happy."

Amelia reached into her handbag and produced a small, black box wrapped with a red ribbon. She passed it over to Adam.

"Go to the bathroom and open it. The put it in." She smiled wickedly as Adam gulped in apprehension, trying to imagine what it might be. "Do it now, slave. And be quick about it."

Her words immediately prompted him to get up and go to the bathroom at the back of the restaurant. He rushed into an empty cubicle and locked the door. Not wanting to keep Amelia waiting, he untied the ribbon and opened the box. Laying innocently inside was a butt plug. Adam knew what it was immediately; he had often looked at toys to buy online. But seeing one in person, its size – larger than he had imagined – was a surprise. Feeling it, the black silicone was pleasantly soft, and he ran his fingers over the tapered shape.

He couldn't dawdle. Amelia told him to be quick and he knew now that there was no ambiguity about where he was meant to "put it in". Adam checked the box. There was no lube. This would be another form of pain, he assumed. He unbuckled his belt and dropped his trousers and underwear. He bent over, bracing himself. Then he had an idea. He took the plug and put it in his mouth. He sucked it, trying to get it as slick as possible with his own saliva. When he was satisfied that it was as covered as it could get, he lowered it towards his exposed ass and tried not to think about his caged cock hanging there in view. Adam closed his eyes and pushed the plug in. It was a struggle at first, but once the tip had penetrated inside him the rest smoothly followed. The plug was now inserted snuggly inside him, with only it's flared base sitting outside.

Adam stood upright. He could feel it inside as he flexed and moved. Rather than hurting, as he expected it might, the feeling was instead quite pleasant. So much so that he felt an erection coming on. Trying to ignore the sensations now present both in his caged cock and his plugged ass, Adam got changed. More self-conscious than ever, he left the cubicle and made his way back to Amelia, trying not to walk in a visibly funny way.

The food had arrived while he was absent, and she had already started eating. As he approached her, she sipped on her glass of wine and eyed-up his crotch. "How does it feel, slave?" she asked he sat down, causing the plug to be pushed further inside him.

"It's okay, mistress. I just hope no one can tell I have it in."

"I can only tell by the pained expression on your face," she said. "Now eat your food. I shouldn't have to wait for you to finish."

As Adam did as he was told while Amelia took out her phone. He noticed her open an app. Then he tensed up, clasping the table and forgetting the salad leaf on his fork. The butt plug sat comfortably inside him had begun vibrating.

"Well there's no doubt in my mind that you did insert it correctly," Amelia laughed at his response to the vibrations. Then she turned it off. "I think I'll have a lot of fun with this."

Adam squirmed. Then he carried on eating once the vibrator turned off again. Once he had finished, the waiter returned to take their dishes. Amelia innocently played with her phone as he did. Adam watched her in horror as the vibrations returned. They rippled silently through his body and it took all his effort not to wriggle too much in his seat.

"Any dessert for you today?" the waiter asked.

Adam was too focused on the sensations running through his body to notice. Amelia answered, "No. Just the bill please," and the waiter left.

To Adam's horror, he became aware of the vibrations shuddering through to his cock as it began to harden. He tried to stop it but the more he thought about it the more aroused he became.

"Enjoying yourself, slave?" Amelia asked. "Do you want me to stop?"

"Yes please, mistress."

"Okay." She turned off the plug. Adam relaxed, but felt as if the plug had grown in size. "I'm curious, slave, does it turn you on? Having that plug in your ass?"

Adam was still aware of his cock throbbing its cage. He didn't want to lie to her. "It does, mistress."

"Well that's good for you, slave," she said. "Because even if it didn't I'd still make you keep it in, and then it would just be punishment for you."

She paused as the waiter came over to drop off the bill before leaving them alone again.

"I think, especially now you've admitted to enjoying your present, you should treat me to this one." Amelia passed the bill over to Adam. He nodded and pulled his wallet out, not wanting to incite any unnecessary fury from her.

"Is your cock hard, slave?" Amelia asked.

"It was, mistress," Adam answered, relieved that his erection had died down.

"I'm looking forward to see it strain in its cage. But don't worry, I won't make you show me here in public." She winked as the waiter came to take Adam's payment. Amelia thanked him for the food then said to him, "Good boys always pay."

Adam sat red-faced. Even the waiter wasn't sure what to say to that, and just bid them a good day before walking off.

Amelia slipped a foot out of its shoes and lifted it up to Adam's crotch. She felt up his thigh and found his cage. "Mmm, I have to say, slave, it really turns me on being able to feel your pathetic, caged dick. You're proving yourself to be a good submissive, sitting there and letting me touch you like this." She lowered her foot. "But now I've got some shopping to do and I need someone to carry my bags. Follow."

Amelia left a tip and they exited the restaurant, Adam trailing behind her. He found himself watching her round, leather clad asscheeks, partly as a way to distract himself from the plug which seemed to push its way further inside him with every step. To his shock and embarrassment, Amelia had led straight to a sex shop.

"Now don't act like the pervert I know you are," she warned him.

They browsed the aisles, Adam paying attention to the items which seemed to most appeal to his mistress. She stopped once they came upon a section full of dildos. Her hands ran over certain specimens. "I hope these make you feel inadequate," she said to Adam as she felt the contours of a realistic-looking dildo, easily eight inches long. "As yours doesn't do much for me even at its full length, I'd certainly need something like this with you in your current state. But I've already got my favourites at home."

A sales assistant approached. She greeted them cheerily, seemingly unphased by the nature of her work. "Do you guys need any help today?"

Amelia smiled back at her. "Perhaps you can. I'm looking for a strap-on. Something comfortable for me to wear, preferably with detachable dildos so I can try out different sizes. Do you have anything like that?"

The sales assistant beamed unfalteringly. She briefly glanced at Adam, who stood red in the face, but she remained professional and led Amelia to their selection of strap-ons.

Amelia examined each of them. "Do you have any bigger than this?" She pointed at one with a bright red silicon dildo.

"Not in that style," the assistant said. "But we do have more sizes and options online."

"Okay, I'll have to think about it. Thank you for your help." Amelia let the sales assistant serve another customer. She bent over to pick a dildo from the bottom shelf, causing her leather trousers to strain. "Do you like this one?" She asked Adam.

He looked at the one she held, not wanting to assume how she intended to use it. It was flexible and had a fleshy colour. "I don't know, mistress."

"Of course you don't," Amelia sighed. "Why don't you go look at the bondage section for me. I'll pick out something I like here."

She sent Adam away. He wandered through the shop, feeling awkward but turning down the assistants offer of aid. The bondage section was located right at the back of the store and was noticeably different with its darker decor and lighting. A mannequin dressed head to toe in a leather gimp suit frightened Adam into staring blindly at the selection of cuffs on the opposite wall. Shackles, binders and handcuffs in a myriad of style filled the shelves. Soft, fluffy cuffs of all different colours were, he thought, the most comfortable looking. And when he came across what seemed to be medieval manacles, he quickly turned away to find something else to browse. As he was eyeing up a curiously shaped gag, which seemed to have a dildo attached to it, Amelia returned. She was clutching a shopping bag which she shoved into his hands. "I'm quite happy with my purchase. But don't look inside. I'm sure you'll see it another day. Let's go."

She led him out and back into the throngs of shoppers. Adam held onto her bag, trying to hide the logo which revealed the nature of their own shopping. He paid little attention to where they were going until they stepped inside a lingerie store.

"I thought I'd treat myself to something nice," Amelia told Adam as she strode to the part of the shop she wanted, declining the offer of a fitting from a sales assistant. She browsed sets of bras and underwear, examining the many styles, fits, and colours. "You'd better not get turned on by this," she said, noticing Adam staring at the bras on a pair of busty mannequins. "This might be good." She picked something out. "I'll go try it on." She went to the dressing rooms and told Adam to wait outside.

He sat in the waiting area while Amelia slipped into a free cubicle, drawing its heavy curtain closed behind her. Adam waited, worried by the quizzical looks he received from passing sales assistants. Fortunately, they seemed too busy to ask what he was doing there, but his feel of awkwardness was enhanced when his plug started vibrating. He squirmed, silently cursing Amelia for her incessant teasing and trying to resist the arousal it triggered in him. But he couldn't. He knew it was pleasurable. And he couldn't prevent the feeling of the chastity cage being filled by his growing cock.

The vibrations stopped. He regained his composure. "Slave," Amelia whispered, peering out from behind the curtain. The rest of the dressing room was empty. "Come help me."

Adam stood up. Not wanting to wait for someone to see him sneak in, he hurried over to her and stole into the cubicle. It was spacious, but he didn't pay much attention to anything other than Amelia. She was standing inches in front of him in a full set of lacy black lingerie: stockings, suspender belt, g-string, and a push-up bra which she was holding in place in front of her voluptuous breasts. "Do me up." She turned around to present the open clasps of the bra strap. "Quickly," she whispered.

Adam did as he was told. After a brief struggle, he hooked the clasp closed.

"Good slave." Amelia turned around. Adam gaped at the view. In the confines of their cubicles, Amelia's delicately enwrapped breasts almost pushed into his own chest. He noticed then that a key hanged from a subtle silver chain necklace between her tits. It was smaller than the one she'd used to open her dungeon door. She fiddled with it. "This is for your cage," she said. "A constant reminder to you of your role as my slave. Do you want to be let out?"

Adam cock strained in its cage. "Yes please, mistress."

"Pull your pants down then," she ordered. "Show me it."

Adam gladly stripped his lower half, dropping his trousers and underwear down around his ankles. His cock was glad to be out of the confines of his underwear, but it now ached to be touched.

"It's a beautiful sight." Amelia stroked her hand over the cage, feeling where the flesh bulged between the gaps in the metal. "All men should be caged like this, only being let out if a woman allows it. Your orgasms are so weak and trivial. Denial would teach you all how to behave better and give women like me the respect we deserve. As I've said, slave, my pleasure comes before yours. So kneel for me."

Adam kneeled. In his position his face was right in front of Amelia's crotch.

"Time to show me what your tongue can do," she said, removing the g -string to reveal her freshly-shaven pussy. "Prove your worth, slave."

She pushed into Adam. With little space to manoeuvre, he had no choice but to feel her warm pussy in his face. He began to pick, gently at first. Around the outside and then thrusting his tongue deeper into her. She responded by putting a hand on the back of his head and forcing him closer. He lapped greedily, encouraged by her subdued moans of pleasure. Lost in the moment, Adam didn't realise that Amelia had managed to take hold of her phone until his plug began vibrating again. His cock throbbed. He directed his tongue up. Amelia shuddered. He had found her clit. "Keep going," she whispered desperately. Adam continued, taking what deep breaths he could in between bouts of oral which intensified throughout Amelia's body. His jaw began to ache but he persisted, feeling her arousal in the heat of her pussy. As she climaxed, she clutched his hair. He winced. She froze in pleasure. Then exhaled one deep breath. Adam was forced off her.

"That was good, slave," she panted. Her wetness and his saliva dripped onto the floor. Adam could still taste her in his mouth. "Do you still want to cum?"

Adam nodded eagerly. The vibrating butt plug was still working its magic, keeping his cock intensely aroused. Having brought both Mel and now Amelia to orgasm was driving him crazy. He needed his own release.

"Okay, slave, stand up. I'll allow you to cum."

Adam stood up. The cage jutted out towards Amelia who took it in her hands. The limited feel of her skin on his engorged flesh was nevertheless soothing. Amelia gently stroked up and down the length of the cage. Along with the relentless vibrations rippling through his body, Adam's frustration was matched his pure arousal.

"You are allowed to cum for me," Amelia told him. Her strokes accelerated and Adam moaned. The light touches to the exposed parts of his shaft were enough to tease him but not enough to grant him the sensations he needed. Despite his unabating pleasure, his caged cock wasn't getting near to an orgasm. He pressed his back against the wall, not knowing what to do. Amelia stepped toward him and continued her torment. The key dangled teasingly in sight.

"Please . . . mistress," Adam croaked.

"You'd better be close to an orgasm if you're talking to me right now," Amelia said. "Are you close?"

"No, mistress."

She stopped her strokes. "Well why are you saying anything then?"

"I can't get close with the cage on."

"And you want me to take it off do you?"

"Yes, mistress."

Amelia shook her head. "I told you you're allowed to cum. It’s not my fault that you couldn’t. I didn't say I'd make it easy for you." She grinned. "But I guess you've missed your chance now. Not that it bothers me."

Adam groaned in disbelief, hating her deception. His cock was still throbbing.

"Turn around, slave," Amelia ordered. "And get dressed."

Adam turned and stared at the blank wall, then clothed himself. He could feel Amelia getting dressed behind him. To his relief, the vibrator turned off, but the ache of frustration persisted.

"Let's go, slave." Amelia, now fully dressed again, pulled back the curtain and led them out. She brought the lingerie with her to the till and paid for it. Adam was glad to see no one else around, and he was partly surprised that Amelia paid with her own money.

She led him through the mall and all the way to the entrance where they had met earlier. Adam handed her the shopping bags when she requested. Pulling him to the side and out of earshot of passersby, Amelia said, "Now listen, slave. I'm going to make sure Mel is busy tonight. She won't be disturbing you today, so you're lucky, you can just relax this evening. If you can with that frustrated cock of yours. Tomorrow, however, you will come and see me in the morning. At nine. You won't be late. If you are, there's no way I'll unlock you." She turned to leave, then remembered something. "Oh, and leave your plug on until you get home. Then you might want to wash it. See you tomorrow, slave."

Amelia turned and walked out the entrance. Adam stood a moment, waiting for the last semblance of an erection to subside, then he headed home. As he went, the vibrator came to life in momentary bursts. Despite the pleasure it gave, he was glad to rid himself of its teasing once he got back to the flat. He felt relief too that he wouldn't have to deal with Mel. His day had been filled with sex, and with no orgasm after all his torment the rest of his afternoon and evening had him distracted with thoughts of Amelia’s body and her control over him. The unknowingness of tomorrow filled him with a certain level of anticipation and dread. But he couldn’t wait, for it might mean a release from his chastity. 


4. Her Two Submissives: Tease and Torture

Adam knocked on Amelia's door and checked his watch. It was exactly nine o'clock on Sunday morning. His mistress was expecting him. After another night spent in chastity, Adam was eager to see her, if only for the chance to be unlocked. All he hoped, however, was that Mel wouldn't be there to greet him instead.

He breathed a sigh of relief as Amelia opened the door, wearing only a long kimono wrapped around her body and high-heeled boots which extended up and out of sight beneath the flowing red fabric. "Come in, slave," she ordered, letting the door slam shut as soon as he had stepped in. "Follow."

Amelia led him through to the lounge and sat on a sofa, beckoning Adam to stand on the floor a few feet in front of her.

"Present, slave," she said. Adam complied with her instruction, spreading his legs and putting his hands behind his back. He watched as she looked him up and down. The bottom of her bare, smooth legs poked out from under the kimono. "Undress for me, slave. Show me your caged cock." Adam began undressing, starting with his shirt then making his way down to his jeans. As he stripped, Amelia continued talking, all the while watching him intently. "Melanie is busy right now so don't worry about her walking in on us. We had a fun night yesterday, so much so that I think she's started to forget about you. See, the more you give yourself to me, the less important she becomes. And then it's only natural that she'll start to consider getting rid of you from her life. Tell me, what would you do if she walked in on us right now?"

Adam had just taken off his underwear and now stood naked, apart from the cage around his cock. "I don't know, mistress," he answered.

"I doubt any woman be happy to be deceived by you," Amelia continued. "But I'd still keep you as my slave, even if your relationship with her failed. She'd never bring you pleasure anyway. Not while your cock is locked up like that. Speaking of which, would you like to be released?"

"Yes please, mistress." Adam's cock started to harden at the idea.

"Perhaps I will unlock you. If you continue to behave." She stood up and let her kimono drop to the floor. Adam's mouth hung open at the sight of what she wore underneath: a corset cinched tightly around her body, pushing her cleavage up, and her long legs led up from her knee-high boots to a delicate G-string. Her all-black outfit gave her the look of a real dominatrix, to both Adam's excitement and fear. "Do you like what you see, slave?"

"Yes, mistress. A lot."

Amelia laughed. "I'm glad, I suppose. But this isn't for you. This for me. I've decided I want to fuck you, slave, and you don't deserve the visual pleasure I offer you as well." She produced a blindfold and tied it over Adam's eyes, then handcuffed him. His cock throbbed, eager at her promise to fuck him. "Kneel, slave."

Adam kneeled, desperately willing to follow any order. He listened as Amelia fiddled with what sounded like buckles and straps.

"Open wide, slave," she ordered.

As soon as Adam opened his mouth, it was filled by a silicone dildo. He gagged and choked but Amelia held his head still.

"Suck it, slave." She momentarily lifted his blindfold off to reveal the strap-on she was wearing, attached around her waist and stuffed in his mouth. She bucked her hips back and forth, forcing him to give a faux blowjob. "You love when girls suck you off, don't you? Now experience what it's like to give one. Impress me, slave. Imagine, if you like, that this is your cock and you’re Melanie. She said she’s good with her mouth."

She put Adam’s blindfold back on him and he continued to suck the dildo, unable to do anything else. It was one he recognised from the shop they had visited the day before – fleshy and with the contours of a real-looking cock. When Amelia pulled out of his mouth, it was dripping with his saliva.

"I hope you've made it slick enough," she said. "Because now I'm going to fuck you."

Amelia led Adam into position, pushing him so he was standing bent over one arm of the sofa. His legs were forced apart and his exposed butt in the air. The tip of the dildo traced around his crack as he braced himself for the inevitable. He now realised what she was really planning on doing.

"Relax, slave," Amelia said. "Enjoy the privilege of me fucking you."

She pushed in slowly. The head of the dildo met some resistance and Adam winced in discomfort. Once it had breached the exterior, however, the rest slid in easily. With slow movements, Amelia fucked in and out with the slick dildo. Adam grunted at the new sensations. He had expected pain so was surprised when the penetration immediately brought his cock to life. Amelia sped up. She thrust in and out, disregarding her previous gentleness for full-on speed and ferocity. Adam's cock pulsed. The dildo was pushing against his prostate, granting him waves of pleasures which had him trembling and distracted from the discomfort of his chastity.

"Take it, slave," Amelia said. "Take it like a good slut."

Adam moaned in pleasure, but as the fucking continued the friction became more apparent. Feeling his, Amelia slowed down to a halt, leaving her dildo inside him.

"I don't want to hurt you, slave, not too much at least." She took his caged cock in his hand. "Is this precum I see? I should have known you'd be so turned on by this, but I don't want you staining my sofa."

She pulled back. Adam grunted as the dildo slid out. Amelia told him to stand up and turn around. A drop of precum fell from the tip of his trapped cock and he waited, blindfolded, for his mistress' next instruction.

"I can see you enjoyed that. Too much, in fact. Do you think you could have cum if I continued fucking you?”

“I don’t know, mistress,” Adam said, feeling ashamed at how turned he had become.

“Well I’d certainly like to test that out someday. But I have plans for you now. Follow me, slave," Amelia said as she took off the strap-on. "We ought to relocate to the dungeon."

She led him by the cock, her hand wrapped like a vice around the cage, to the door under the stairs. Unable to see through his blindfold, Adam treaded carefully down the stairs. His heart raced, knowing of everything Amelia could do to him down here. As they descended, he realised he could hear a vibrator. It got louder as they neared it, buzzing continuously. Adam was then forced into a chair, which he guessed was in the centre of the room. Amelia tied his ankles to the chair legs and his handcuffs to the back. She then shoved a ball gag in his mouth. The same one, he felt, that he had worn when she first had him tied up on her bed. Amelia then moved behind him.

Suddenly, his blindfold was removed. In front of him – tied with legs spread and hands chains to the ceiling as Adam had been the previous night – was Mel.

*****

She was completely naked. Saliva drooled out of her ball-gagged mouth and a blindfold covered her eyes. She couldn't see Adam. Nor could she hear him; a pair of headphones blasted music into her ears. Adam realised that she had no idea that he or Amelia were there. Mel whimpered. A vibrator was held up and pressed against her taint, in much the same way as it had been set-up when Adam was chained in the same position.

Adam watched her pale body: the way her chest swelled with deep breaths, the taut stomach and exposed ribcage, her perky breasts and sensitive vagina. Seeing her body bound and posed in this way was new to him. Despite the shock of seeing her, the sight was undeniably arousing.

"Not what you were expecting, slave?" Amelia teased. She walked over to Mel, her heels tapping against the ground. "There's a lot to explain. I thought now would be as good a time as any."

Amelia ran her hand up Mel's thigh. She shuddered at the unexpected touch. Adam watched as she endured the same teasing that he had grown accustomed to be on the receiving end of. Amelia turned off the vibrator. Spanked Mel's ass. Pulled her hair. Twisted her nipples. Mel only struggled sluggishly. It became clear to Adam that she'd grown used to Amelia's dominance.

Amelia removed Mel's headphones. Then her blindfold. She blinked, bleary at the new sight. Then her blue eyes fixed on Adam. Mel screamed through her gag, staring in disbelief. She twisted in her chains. Adam could only whimper, shaking his head and looking back at her in their limited form of communication.

"I told you I had a surprise for you," Amelia said to Mel. "A brand new slave to keep you company!"

"Mmmpprhh." Mel struggled.

"Your little fuck buddy has been my submissive for a couple of days now," Amelia explained. She ran her fingers across Mel's pussy, gently masturbating her. "I think he quite likes it really. As it happens, he spent Friday with me. Yesterday too, in fact – he wasn't ill. When you saw him in a morning, he was lying in bed with his cock trapped in that cage you see before you. Actually, he hasn't been let out since then. He must be so horny."

Amelia paced back over to Adam. She ran her hands over his shoulders and down his chest. "I hope you didn't think you were special, slave," she said to him. "You're not my first slave. Poor Melanie here has been my submissive for years. It's the price she has to pay for living here rent-free. Her slavery is the only rent I wanted, and she was happy to submit. Now and then I loosen my grip on her leash, so to speak, and let her hook up with guys. That's how she met you. But, when she told me your fantasies of being dominated, I couldn't help but takeover. And so I've been having fun with her since last night. She's used to sleeping in the dog cage by now, and finally I feel ready to reintroduce you two. You are both my slaves."

*****

"Now let's have some fun, shall we?" Amelia unchained Mel and led her, without a struggle, to what looked like a pommel horse.

Mel looked back at Adam, regretting his involvement, but she had long since learned to respect and obey Amelia's commands. She was bent over the horse and had her ankles and wrists strapped to each leg. Mel grimaced as Amelia spanked her hard on her exposed butt, leaving a red hand-mark.

"You've fucked her many times, slave," Amelia said to Adam, approaching him. "And now I'm going to get you to fuck her again."

She left him tied to the chair and hurried upstairs to get something. While alone, Adam and Mel looked each other in the eyes. Mel made a noise through her gag which sounded something like "I'm sorry." Adam shook his head, as if to say it wasn't her fault.

Amelia returned, carrying two strap-ons. One Adam knew too well; the other was new.

"I'm still not ready to unlock you," Amelia said. "So for now this is all you get."

She fitted the new strap-on around her waist then untied Adam from the chair, just leaving his hands cuffed behind his back. "Stand up, slave. Present." Adam submitted and Amelia put the strap on in position so that the dildo firmly jutted out inches above his hanging, caged cock.

"Melanie spilled your fantasy to me, so it's only fair that I tell you hers," Amelia said, leading Adam over the immobile Mel. "She's secretly a dirty whore, did you know? She's always wanted to be double-teamed by two guys, but I never let her be with more than one at a time. Right now, however, I'm feeling generous. I fulfilled your fantasy, so I think I'll fulfil hers. It'll just be with these fake cocks. Which I'd say are really more reliable than the real thing."

Mel's eyes filled with horror as her secrets were spilled, and even more so as Amelia led Adam behind her. "I need to teach her that things don't always work out the way she's imagined. And today I want to treat you two equally. So you're going to fuck her in the ass."

Amelia took a handful of lube from a dispenser on a nearby table. She stroked up and down Adam's dildo then wiped her hand clean.

"Go on, slave," she said. "Fuck her."

She stood looking at Adam, waiting for him to do as he was told. With no other choice, he took a step forward. The tip of his slick dildo pressed into Mel's asshole. Just as Amelia had done to him upstairs, Adam pushed in slowly. Mel groaned through her gag. Amelia smiled and moved round to the other side. "Keep going," she said, "I'll fuck her throat." She took off Mel's gag and, before a word could be spoken, shoved her dildo in.

"Speed up, she likes it rough," Amelia ordered Adam, who had until that point tried to be gentle. But with her sharp words, he sped up, matching Amelia's own rhythms. With his hands cuffed behind him, all he could do was thrust his hips. Despite granting him no physical sensation, the mimicking motions of sex had him wishing for his own cock to be in the position of the dildo. In his already aroused state, each numb push sent spikes of phantom pleasure through him. His real cock grew.

Adam looked across Mel's bare back to his dominatrix. Synchronised with him, she fucked Mel's mouth. Mel drooled and moaned. Her body, strained in its bondage, shuddered from its double penetration. Her filled mouth gagged as Amelia's strap-on thrust into it, while Adam's pounded her from behind. She could do nothing but accept it.

As Adam got hornier, he became more enraptured by his role, no longer needing Amelia to encourage him. He wanted to please her. He would do anything to please her. He stared as Amelia's tits, larger and more pronounced by the constricting corset, wobbled while she grabbed Mel's hair and more furiously face-fucked her.

Adam's cock pulsed. Tears streamed from Mel's eyes. Amelia noticed and stopped.

"That's enough, slave," she said to Adam

Panting, they both pulled their straps-on out.

Amelia wiped her dildo over Mel's face, spreading the saliva over her cheeks. "Enjoy that, slave?"

"Yes, mistress," Mel replied with her first spoken words of the day.

"Excellent." Amelia moved to Adam and pushed him to one side, saying to him, "Now watch as I fuck her the way you used to."

She stepped behind Mel and, without pausing, slid the drool-covered strap-on into her vagina. Having been so turned-on by the previous oral and anal penetration, Mel was raring to be fucked properly. Her pussy, already wet, eagerly received Amelia's silicon shaft. Adam watched as Amelia fucked the girl with whom he had spent so many pleasurable nights with. But the pleasure was now no longer his. Amelia owned him, and she owned Mel. The ecstasy visible on Mel's face was given only because Amelia allowed it.

She stood there, mistress of her two slaves. Her heeled shoes were firmly planted on the floor as she fucked Amelia, harder and harder.

"I'm close to cumming, mistress," the slave burst out. Her orgasmic moans had nearly reached their peak.

"You may cum, slave," Amelia said. She continued thrusting in with the entire length of her shaft.

Mel screamed. Unbeknownst to Adam, she had suffered hours of tease and denial at the hands of their dominatrix the previous night. Having repeatedly been brought to the edge of orgasm before being denied, she was ready for the release Amelia was going to grant her.

It hit her in shuddering waves of pleasure. She was cumming. Her energy released in screams of ecstatic bursts.

*****

Adam watched as Mel fell limp and the last of her moans echoed around the dungeon. His cock ached. The chastity cage seemed to have gotten smaller – he couldn't believe how hard his member was struggling to break it open. Amelia slid her dildo out of Mel's dripping pussy and took off the strap-on, putting it to the side.

"Does that feel better, slave?" she asked.

"Yes, mistress," Mel said. "Thank you, mistress."

"Good." Amelia began to gather together new bondage tools. She unstrapped Mel, letting her loose to stand up and stretch, then led her over to Adam.

"Sit, both of you, legs apart," she ordered her slaves. They sat down and she gave further instructions, both verbally and by moving their limbs into position herself. She had them face each other with their legs stretched open. Mel's right ankle was tied to Adam's left, and her left to his right. Then both had their hands cuffed behind their backs. Finally, Amelia attached collars to the two of them then linked a chain between them and made sure it was taut. They were tied together by their feet and necks, unable to lean too far back without pulling the other with them.

Amelia tightened the bonds a stood back, saying, "now I just need to sort some things out upstairs, so I'll leave you both together to have a rest."

She left her two slaves shackled together, exiting the dungeon but keeping the light on. Adam and Mel looked at one another, feeling helpless and exposed and frustrated by their closeness.

"I'm sorry you got involved with this, Adam," Mel said. Being the only one ungagged meant she felt obliged to say something, even if only to take advantage of the moment without Amelia moderating their speech. "You should know," she continued, "I don't blame you. If you thought being with Amelia was like cheating on me, it wasn't really. Even if me and you were officially together, I don't know if it would count as cheating. Amelia can be quite . . . manipulative. Did she trick you into tying yourself up?"

Unable to say anything, Adam nodded. He wanted to explain everything to Mel, so his frustration was heightened by his gag. Fortunately, she seemed to be rational about their predicament.

"The thing is, I should have expected this," Mel said. "She'd told me about her fantasies. She always wanted to have some guy tied up and vulnerable. She wanted to fuck them and blackmail them into becoming her slave. I assume that's what happened with you?"

Adam nodded.

"I see. Well, I suppose it makes sense. I just didn't think she'd ever do it. And never with you. I thought she'd let me have you to myself." Mel looked at Adam's caged cock. Despite her recent orgasm, she still found herself incredibly horny. Especially when she took a moment to remember all the pleasure Adam had brought her. "I don't know if she'll ever let us fuck now. Because I do miss you, and your cock. Whatever she makes us do as her subs, don't think I don't care about you. Understand?"

Adam nodded. His cock twitched again at the thought of Mel. The view of her naked body in front of him didn't help to stem the constrained erection.

"I'm sorry for getting you into this mess. I suppose it's actually part of your fantasy though, right? So maybe you're enjoying it all more than you admit. Anyway, let's just try and get through today and I'm sure we'll be able to talk about this all another time. I think I can hear her coming."

On cue, the dungeon door opened and Amelia descended the stairs.

*****

Without saying anything, Amelia untied her two slaves. She forced Mel to kneel then set Adam into position.

Adam was tied to one of the support beams in the dungeon, his hands chained behind it and his legs tied to its base. Amelia observed his naked body then took a roll of cord and wrapped it around his torso, fastening him even tighter. He couldn't move. But his cock throbbed.

"I think," Amelia said, circling him menacingly. "It's about time I let that thing out."

She stood in front of him, toying with the key hanging around her neck. Adam's heart raced as she kneeled before him and took his chastity cage in her hands. She ran the key over the harsh metal. The scraping sent shudders through Adam. Amelia smirked as she watched the cock bulging through its cage. She moved the key up to the ring where the padlock was located. She slid it into the keyhole and turned it. The padlock clicked open and Amelia removed it for the first time since putting it on two days prior. Amelia stood up.

"You are unlocked, slave," she said. "If you are as desperate to be released as you say, your cock shouldn't have any problems escaping from its cage now."

She stood back and watched. Adam struggled in both his bonds and the ones around his cock. He was fighting to release it, to push the cage around the shaft off of the ring secure behind his balls. He contracted all his muscles and he tried to make it budge. The hard cock twitched. It pushed against the metal. Slowly, the cage started to budge. It loosened. His cock could finally become fully erect. It pointed straight out, throbbing and glad to be released. The cage, separated from its ring, was balanced hanging off the engorged tip. Amelia removed it, smiling at Adam's efforts.

"Good work, slave," she said. "I knew I shouldn't have had any doubts about your abilities. After all you've been through, your horniness must be through the roof." She watched his member continue to bounced in place, the ring still tightly around it kept the blood pounding through to supply the raging erection. "As I have said, today I want to treat my two slaves equally. And as much it pains me to admit, I did allow Melanie to cum." Amelia traced a finger along Adam's shaft. It bounced, trying to get more of a touch. "So, I suppose I'll have to let you cum too."

Amelia stood back, observing the excitement visible both in Adam's face and his cock.

"But I want to make the most of having two slaves," she said. "So I won't be the one having to deal with your messy eruption."

Amelia stepped over to Mel, who had been kneeling patiently and watching fascinated by the sight of Adam’s raging member. She dragged the waiting slave by her collar. Mel tried to crawl to keep up. Amelia brought her to kneel in front of Adam, his hard cock pointing at her face. Amelia shoved Mel closer and brought her hands around the back of Adam and the beam, then handcuffed them. Mel was secured to him and kneeling at his feet.

"You look perfect there, slave," Amelia said. "Kneeling like any good submissive should. Now, I know how much you have enjoyed sucking this cock in the past. Do you want to suck it now?"

"Yes, mistress," Mel said, looking up at Adam and his cock.

"Tell me you want to suck that cock for me."

"I want to suck this cock for you, mistress." Amelia gazed at the head which hovered inches from her mouth.

"Then you may suck it, slave."

Mel eagerly took Adam's cock in her mouth. The anticipation had been killing him, and the first real touch since being released from his cage had his knees shaking with pleasure.

"Start slow, slave. We're in no hurry." Amelia gave her orders as she circled her slaves, enjoying the view of the two submissives doing what she told. She was the puppet master; they were her puppets.

"Remember, slave," Amelia whispered into Adam's ear. "Tell me when you're about to cum."

Adam groaned a quiet "Yes, mistress", trying to not become immediately overwhelmed by the pleasure Mel was giving him. His cock, made even harder by the ring encircling it, seemed larger than it had ever been before. Mel was struggling to even get half of it in her mouth without it sliding down her throat.

"Faster," Amelia ordered Mel. She had grabbed a riding crop – which Adam immediately recognised – and began tapping Mel's bare back, driving her on to work faster. "Don't be afraid to show off. Let me see you deepthroat him."

Mel pushed up further towards Adam. Her cuffed hands squeezed the back of his thighs to help steady herself. As she reached up to take more of his cock in her mouth, her butt lifted off the floor and her back stretched. Seeing the exposed cheeks, Amelia redirection the attention of her crop.

"Faster," she said, accelerating her strokes. Mel yelped at the pain as drool gushed from her mouth. Adam groaned. The feeling of his entire cock enveloped by the warmth of Mel's mouth was becoming too much.

"I'm gonna cum," Adam said, exhausted from his straining against his bonds.

Mel was pulled back by Amelia. Adam's cock was free of her mouth. It bounced, desperate for more. But it wasn't close enough to the orgasm it wanted, and Adam calmed down from the edge. He groaned in frustration.

"Not yet," Amelia said, slapping him in the face. "I could just deny you now. I could leave you here until you got soft, then slide your cage back on and lock you up again. Would you like that?"

"No, mistress. Please let me cum." Adam begged. He couldn't think of anything other the need for an orgasm. The feel emanated from his rock-hard cock and seized his entire body with desire for pleasure. Mel looked just as desperate to continue. She gazed eagerly at the precum dripping from his tip.

"Don't worry, slave." Amelia was pleased by his eagerness. "I will let you cum. But first, you need to pay for it."

She disappeared behind Adam and out of his sight. He could only watch as Mel tracked her return. The naked slave's look of shock filled Adam with dread. Amelia strolled around to the front of Adam, placing her legs on either side of the kneeling Mel.

"This, slave, is yours from Friday." Amelia held in front of him a used condom. It was tied off to secure the contents inside. "If you're going lose some cum today, you'll have to eat some too. So I've had this stored since your last orgasm."

Adam looked at his own cum in horror as Amelia untied the condom.

"You can always say no," Amelia said, noting the look on his face. Then she started lightly stroking his shaft. "But then I'll have no choice but to put you back in chastity, and I don't think I'll let you cum today. And maybe every time I decide to give you the chance to cum, I'll give you the same offer. So, either you swallow your cum. Or you can start getting used a life devoid of orgasms. What will it be, slave?"

Adam knew he had no choice. If his cock was locked up without an orgasm, the denial would become unbearable. "I'll do it, mistress," he agreed.

"Good." Amelia smiled. She kept stroking him lightly, fuelling his horniness and his decision to do anything for an orgasm. "Now open wide."

Adam opened his mouth and grimaced, waiting for the taste. Mel watched in horror as the cum dribbled out of the condom and into Adam's waiting tongue.

"Swallow it," Amelia ordered.

The liquid was cool, which seemed to make it even more unpleasant. It took multiple gulps to get rid of it, and Adam nearly gagged as the last drops disappeared down his throat. The taste remained, but the hardness of his cock had him deciding it was worth it.

"Excellent." Amelia chucked away the condom. "Now you definitely deserve an orgasm. Get back to sucking him, slave."

She stepped away, allowing Mel to resume giving her blowjob. Adam's recent unpleasantness immediately dissipated as his cock was consumed once again. He was quickly approaching the edge as Mel sucked him, her mouth tight around his shaft.

"I'm gonna cum." Adam groaned as Mel continued.

"Now, Melanie," Amelia said. "As I am treating you both the same, I only think it's fair that you get to swallow his cum too."

Mel panicked but was held in place, deepthroating Adam. As much as she liked giving head, swallowing was never something she could enjoy. Now, she regretted telling Amelia so much.

Adam shook. His cock pulsed. Mel wasn't moving up and down him but her tightness and his contracting muscles were enough to take him over the edge. Adam's knees almost gave in. His eyes were screwed shut. Pleasure erupted out of him. After so much teasing, the shots of cum were overwhelming. Each one seemed to release an unbelievable amount of semen. It felt as if his balls were emptying many times over.

Amelia held Mel in position as the semen spurted unendingly into her. She spluttered, her throat receiving shot after shot. But she could do nothing but accept them, knowing that the load gathering in her mouth would have to be swallowed.

Eventually, Adam's balls were completely depleted and his cock could rest again. He was exhausted.

"Now, slave, swallow all his juices," Amelia said to Mel. She held her slave by the hair and jaw. As Adam's cock slipped out, Mel's mouth was held firmly shut. She took a deep breath, feeling the cum held on her tongue, and swallowed. Mel squirmed. Amelia watched her throat move as it gulped Adam's semen down. Mel consumed the saltiness with her eyes screwed shut. Once it was all gone, she opened her mouth to show her mistress it was empty.

"Good." Amelia smiled at the demonstration of compliance. "You should get used to swallowing your mess. Both of you." She stroked Adam's hair tenderly as he still slowly recovered from his overdue orgasm. "How are you feeling, slave?"

"Good, mistress," he said, glad that his orgasm wasn't ruined by her again. "Thank you for letting me cum."

"You're welcome. Better savour the feeling – I don't know when you'll next get another opportunity."

Adam's cock softened and Amelia picked up the chastity cage. After cleaning off the cum and saliva from Adam's shaft, she slid the chastity cage on. It slid easily into position, attached to the ring. Amelia put the padlock on and clicked it shut.

"That's better," she said. "As it should be."

She unlocked Mel's cuffs then unbound Adam from his position attached to the support beam and told him to kneel. He did so, kneeling next Mel. The two slaves waited side-by-side, looking up at their dominatrix.

"You both belong to me," Amelia said, pacing back and forth in front of them. "You don't need to be in bondage to submit to me. You will both comply to any orders I give you. In granting you both orgasms this morning I have demonstrated my mercy. In continuing to be my slaves, you may suffer from my pain and teasing, but I can promise that you will be granted similar moments of pleasure to what you have experienced today. However, I want to give you both the choice: if you so desire, I will let you abandon your servitude and you can treat this all like a dream, soon to be forgotten; or, you can reaffirm your loyalty to me and we can all continue enjoying our time together, through pleasure and pain. So, tell me now, do you still pledge yourselves to me."

Adam and Mel didn't look at each other. Their recent orgasms still filled them with a glowing feeling of ecstasy. They would do anything to fill that way again. No matter what. They didn't pause to consider the options laid before them. They simply looked at the goddess-like figure standing before and said in unison: "Yes, mistress."


Lockdown Stories


In Lockdown with a Nurse


1. The Announcement

"Stay at home unless absolutely necessary." The news anchor solemnly announced a nationwide lockdown and continued to detail the steps required for everyone to follow.

Harry, watching the announcement on the television, shook his head in disbelief. It felt as if it was only the other week that the virus had even been newsworthy. But now the situation was dire. He hadn't expected such measures to take place, and they would mean he had to remain in his cramped apartment all day for who knows how many weeks. And to make it all worse, he would be stuck with his flatmate, Jess.

They had both only began to rent the place out of necessity. Having been introduced through a mutual friend, finding somewhere to live close enough to their respective jobs took priority over the comfort of renting their own places. But soon after they had moved in, Harry regretted the decision.

As a nurse, Jess worked long hours and, as a result, gave Harry no leeway when it came to having friends, or girlfriends, come over. She wanted no disruptions at home during her limited free time. Harry was understanding about this at first, but over time Jess' refusal to relax her rules in the slightest proved most frustrating.

Having been working from home for a couple of weeks, Harry had been considering staying at his parents. And now, as the lockdown announcement was reiterated by the serious-looking news anchor, he decided that he would aim to leave the next day. He couldn't face being cooped up and alone with Jess.

As Harry was in the middle of packing his bags in preparation for his planned travels, Jess arrived back from a long shift at the local hospital. He heard her kick of her shoes and dump her bags. Then she knocked on his bedroom door.

"Yeah?"

"Hi, you hear the news?" Jess asked, opening the door and stepping in. She looked at the piles of clothes and half-full bags, not even trying to hide a disapproving frown.

"Yeah, it sucks," Harry said, having long since given up faking cordiality.

"Are you planning on going somewhere?"

"I’m going to my parents’ tomorrow. There are a few trains running still, and I'll be able to work from home there." Adam stuffed a few shirts into his holdall.

"But you're not allowed to travel." Jess was in disbelief at his disregard of the new rules. "No one's meant to travel. You should only go out for essential shopping – those are the rules."

"I can do all that from my parents’."

"But if you catch something you'll spread it to them."

"I'll be fine. The trains are pretty much empty." Harry was starting to get tired from all her nagging.

"You'll get fined you know," Jess said, shaking her head. "And I'm at higher risk at the hospital. So you're more likely to be carrying something."

"It's better I go, Jess. It'll be easier for me to stay isolated. And besides, you'll have the whole flat to yourself. You'll love it."

Jess sighed. "Fine. Okay." Then she left Harry to pack.

When he was done, he joined her in the main section of the flat – it was a studio, and as Jess was unpacking her food shopping Harry sat on the sofa in the lounge area.

Jess looked over to him. "Sorry if I was being annoying," she said. "I'm just worried about everything. And I'd feel especially guilty if you caught something from me them spread it to your parents.

"That's okay, Jess." Harry was grateful for the apology. He found that it was making himself feel guilty about his decision to break the lockdown rules, so he tried to change the subject. "How was work?"

"Busy. The hospital is more chaotic than I've ever seen it. I'm glad I've got tonight off though. It's my first Friday off in a while, and I've got the whole weekend free so that's great."

"Nice, any plans?"

Jess laughed. "Very funny. More shopping and meal prepping probably." She unpacked a plastic bag full of alcohol. One by one she placed bottles of wine and spirits on the counter. "I did decide to stock up on a few essentials. Seems as you're leaving tomorrow, why don't we have a few drinks later?"

Surprised at her offer of hospitality, Harry accepted: "Sure, yeah, that sounds good. We can have a couple of glasses after dinner."

"Great! It's been a while since I've had a chance to unwind." Jess finished unpacking. "I'm just going to shower and change into something nicer than my scrubs."

Harry watched her leave. The sight of her tight butt in her blue scrubs was one of the few upsides of living with Jess. In fact, he had come to appreciate her effortless sexiness more and more recently, as his sex life had become non-existent since the introduction of social distancing measures. It had made meeting women almost impossible.

The thoughts of Jess continued as he heard the shower turn on. She was never one to flaunt her body, but Harry had often imagined it. One result of living with her was that he had developed an attraction towards women wearing scrubs. Or maybe it was just Jess wearing them that turned him on. The moments before she would return from work were always filled with mixed emotions: he would savour his time alone, free from being harassed by her, but he often found himself looking forward to the sight of her in uniform.

Increasingly, Harry had taken opportunities to masturbate while thinking about Jess. In one particular fantasy, which had become his go-to, he would imagine he was a patient at the hospital. Jess would be in charge of looking after him in a private room. Her scrubs in these reveries were always slightly tighter and more revealing than in reality. She might lean over to plump a pillow and, in the process, push her cleavage into his face. Or she might drop a pen and have to bend down to pick it up, revealing the back of a lacy thong and perhaps even a glimpse off her butt.

In his fantasy, Harry would allow Jess to wash him. She would strip him naked under his bedsheets and sponge him down with soapy water. She would eventually have to reach down between his legs then up to his crotch. Upon finding his cock, she would decide to start massaging it. In the process, she would end up turning herself on. Wanting to see it, she would pull back the sheets. His cock would be hard and she'd take it in her hands and start stroking, saying that he desperately needs some stress relief in order to sped up his recovery. Then as he approaches orgasm, Jess stops briefly then strips and hops on top of Harry. He imagines her tight body and perky tits as she rides him. She would bounce up and down in the cowgirl position and show off her body. It wouldn't take long before he was cumming inside her and making a mess of the hospital bed.

Harry felt his cock stir, but before the fantasy could play out again he shook it from his mind. He went to prepare his dinner, distracting himself from further sexual thoughts of Jess.


2. Drinks and Games

Harry had finished eating by the time Jess re-emerged from her bedroom. He stared in surprise, perplexed by the sight of her. Clearly, she had spent a lot of time preparing her look since getting out of the shower. She wore a simple but captivating black dress which hugged her figure tightly and seemed to push up her tits, forming a tantalising amount of cleavage. She had applied makeup in a way which highlighted her familiar features to make her look incredibly sultry to Harry, and her previously straight, brunette hair had been curled and looked lusher all the more voluminous as a result. Jess looked ready for a night out, not a couple of drinks in the flat. Harry, sitting in his usual jeans and button-down shirt, felt considerably under-dressed.

"Do you like?" Jess asked, pirouetting. She wore simple black pumps to allow for easier movement.

"Wow, yeah," Harry stammered. "You look great."

"Thank you, Harry. I thought I should make the most of this evening. Treat it like a special occasion. Have you eaten?"

Harry was still bewildered. He had never seen her legs or chest exposed so much, and he couldn't stop himself from taking in the sight. "I, err, yeah. Just some pasta."

"Okay. We can start drinking properly soon. I'm just gonna reheat something for dinner so I won't be long."

Harry ignored what he was watching on TV, instead finding himself entranced watching Jess in the kitchen. At one point she bent over to get a plate from a lower cupboard, and Harry caught himself leaning over to see the sight of her ass barely covered by the dress which stretched tightly over it.

Once Jess had her food ready, she poured herself a glass of red wine and offered one to Harry. He accepted, glad to have something in his hands to fiddle with in order to distract himself. As she ate at the dining table, Harry took deep gulps from his drink. He had nearly finished his glass by the time Jess had cleared her plate.

She washed up, then topped up both of their glasses. "Fancy a shot too?" she asked. "Vodka perhaps?"

"I'm not sure, I don't like spirits that much."

"Come on, just one."

"Oh, only if you're having one." Harry conceded.

Jess smiled. "Of course I am. Loosen up. I want to enjoy this evening."

She pulled out two shot glasses and filled them to the brim from the new bottle of vodka she had bought.

"Come on, sit with me," Jess said, gesturing to the dining table. "You're always just watching TV, you can give it up for one night."

"Okay okay." Harry moved to the seat opposite her. "I just don't want to miss any news updates."

"Don't worry about it. It's best we have some drinks and try not to think about it too much." She brought the vodka shots to her lips and Harry did the same. "Cheers."

"Cheers."

They downed the shots in one. Harry coughed as it burned his throat, while Jess pounded the table.

"That was good," she said. "Let's play a game."

"What sort of game?" Harry asked, still surprised by Jess' new display of wildness. He found it impossible not to steal glances at her cleavage which was now even more prominent with Jess' proximity just across the table from him.

"A drinking game, of course. Not monopoly," she laughed and had a sip of wine. "What about . . . beer pong? My friend got me a set for my birthday."

"We don't have any beer," Harry said.

"We'll do it with wine."

"I don't think wine pong is a thing."

"We'll make it a thing!" Jess got up and rushed to her room, excited by her own idea. She returned a moment later with a set of plastic cups and a ping pong ball. She passed the cups to Harry. "Here, set these up. I'll pour the wine."

Harry complied and set-up ten cups at each end of the table, arranged in a pyramid. Jess poured a glug of wine into each cup and took her position on one side of the table, the ball in her hand.

"Ready?" she asked, tossing the ball up and down.

"Yeah, go on then." Harry nodded.

Jess chucked the ball and it smoothly plopped into one of Harry's cups. She stifled a laugh.

"Have you practiced this?" Harry was impressed, if not slightly worried by his prospects for the game.

"It's a fluke – honest!" Jess smiled teasingly. "Go on. Drink up. Your go next."

Harry fished the ball out of his drink and downed the wine. Then he took his throw and missed wildly. "Shit."

"It's just a game, don't get stressed." Jess picked the ball up off the floor and took her shot. It bounced off the rim of a cup and was caught smoothly by Adam. "There you go, you do have some hand-eye coordination at least," Jess joked.

Harry shook his head, ignoring her teasing, and threw the ball. It circled around the top of a cup then fell in.

"Good job," Jess said. "I was beginning to get thirsty."

"Don't think I'm completely inept," Harry replied.

"You’ve got a long way to prove that," Jess said after finishing the cup of wine and removing it from the table.

They continued the game. The ping pong ball bounced back and forth. Harry thought it an even game until he had emptied his seventh cup of wine and looked over to see Jess had only lost four.

"This isn't going very well for you, is it?" she said.

"Doesn't look like it."

"Do you want to give up? I am getting quite bored, I won't lie. I wanted to drink tonight and apparently this game isn't letting me." She smirked.

"I suppose we could do something else."

"Hold on a minute," Jess cut in. "We're not wasting this wine. You're losing this game so you need a forfeit. Why don’t you down all this wine in the remaining cups, mine included."

Harry considered the proposition. The drink had begun to go to his head already, and each of his shots had become wilder and wilder whilst he had to keep drinking more and more. "Fine, I give up."

"Excellent." Jess smiled and began to pour the remaining cups into one, then handed it to Harry. "Down it. Go on."

Harry took the cup and began to drink, glug after glug. The wine didn't go down easily in larger mouthfuls and he took a moment to cough before finished the remaining contents.

"Not quite down in one," Jess noted. "But I'm still impressed. Why don't you sit down. I'll clear this up."

*****

Jess tidied away the cups and washed them up while Harry sat at the dining table, feeling dizzy from the amount he had consumed in such a small timeframe. When Jess had finished, she opened a second bottle of red wine and topped up their glasses again.

"How about some music?" she asked. Without waiting for an answer, she began playing some from her speakers. Harry didn't recognise it, but the fast tempo and funky bass rhythms worked well to wake him up after feeling drowsy from all the wine.

"Do you want to play something else?"

"Of course," Jess said. "How about . . . Never Have I Ever?"

"I'm not sure." Harry was hesitant. "Does that work with just two people?"

"Yes. It'll be a good way to get to know each other too. I feel like I'm living with a stranger sometimes."

"Sorry."

"Don't be," Jess said. "It's both our faults really. Come on, let's play. You know the rules? I would say 'Never have I ever' then think of something I haven't done. But if you've ever done it, then you drink. For example: never have I ever eaten sushi."

"I've had it a few times," Harry said, taking a sip of wine.

"Great. Now you can think of something."

Harry considered for a moment. "Never have I ever . . . been to Africa."

Jess drank. "Family holiday to Egypt," she explained. "Never have I ever had a one-night stand."

Harry was surprised by the change in topic, but knew he had to drink.

"I can't believe you have and I haven't," Jess said. "During university was it?"

Harry nodded, embarrassed.

"Fair enough. I was too busy studying, I guess. Your turn."

Harry decided to continue down the same theme: "Never have I ever had a threesome."

Jess didn't drink but said, "I would be surprised if you had. I'm just glad I'm not portraying myself as a bit of a slut." She laughed. "Never have I ever fucked someone without protection. No condom or whatever."

Harry took a sheepish sip of wine. "Once," he mumbled. "I was very drunk."

"I'm not one to judge." Jess shook her head, smirking. "Go on, next question."

"Never have I ever . . . thrown up on a night out," Harry said.

Jess shook her head and her glass remained on the table. "I can handle my drink, fortunately. Never have I ever been tied up in bed."

Harry wasn't sure how she had thought up her idea, but he didn't drink.

"Interesting," said Jess. "For some reason I thought you'd be into kinky stuff."

"I don't get much of a chance to." Harry tried to play off as a joke his subtle jab at Jess' restrictions. He had rarely felt comfortable bringing a sexual partner back to the flat.

"I'm sure you'll get a chance to someday." Jess winked at Harry. The gesture, especially with her sultry eyeshadow, sent a wave of arousal running through Harry's body. He couldn't stop himself from noticing her attractiveness. "How about we make ourselves comfortable," Jess suggested. "The sofa is going unused, and it'll be more relaxed than these seats. I'm just gonna go to the toilet so you make yourself comfortable. And have more to drink. I don't want you going thirsty."

*****

Harry was relaxed in his position on the sofa, his glass of wine nearly empty. Jess returned and he sat up to make room for her. She filled their glasses again, although hers was still half full, then sat on the other end of the sofa.

"Truth or dare – you up for it?" she asked, crossing her legs. Harry didn't mind the view, especially as they ran all the up to the top of her thighs where the dress had ridden up.

"Oh, we can do," he said.

"Great, it'll be fun! You can ask first this time."

"Truth or dare?" Harry asked.

"Hmm, truth."

Harry paused to think of a question. "Do you like your job?"

"Oh come on, of course I do. Make it harder next time! Truth or dare?"

"Truth."

Jess didn't need time to think. "Do you wish you had a girlfriend?"

Harry was surprised at the personal question, though he didn't want to ruin the game or draw out the focus on him. "Well, yeah. Truth or dare."

"Dare. And do something challenging please. It's only fun that way," Jess goaded him.

"Fine, finish your drink."

Jess observed the contents of her glass then downed it all in one. She refilled it and took another sip, enjoying the taste. "Still too easy. Truth or dare."

"Truth," Harry answered, worried about what she might dare him to do.

"Hmm, okay." Jess considered. "If you didn't live with me, would you fuck me? Like if you met me in a club."

Harry didn't want to make things awkward between them, but Jess was taking it there herself. As he looked at her amazing body and she looked back with a quizzical but alluring smile, he knew he couldn't lie: "Yes. Truth or dare."

Jess smiled, flattered by his answer. "Truth."

Harry couldn't think of anything other than mirroring her question: "If you hadn't met me before, would you go home with me if I asked you? At a club, for instance."

"Yes I would." Jess sipped her wine. "Truth or dare?"

"Truth."

"Have you ever thought of me while masturbating?"

Harry spluttered out his sip of wine. He coughed, seeing her watching him with a quizzical expression. After recovering, he said, "I can't answer that."

"Oh come on. You're not allowed to avoid the question. And it's pretty obvious what the answer is anyway."

"Fine, yes." Harry couldn't look her in the eyes. "Can we stop?"

Jess shuffled along the sofa towards him. "No. Give me a dare this time."

Harry looked at her again, unable to resist the sight of her long legs and the cleavage which rose and fell with her breaths. Her subtle perfume was also intoxicating and seemed to pull him in towards her. "I dare you," he hesitated, "To do ten star jumps."

Jess laughed. "Seriously? Okay then." She got up and stood in front of Harry. As she proceeded to do as dared, he couldn't help but watch her body in action. Her dress seemed to ride further up with each jump, and her tits wobbled with each movement. Throughout the performance, she met his gaze, as if knowing the effect she was having on him. She was quickly finished, however, and slumped back down in the middle of the sofa, recovering with a glug of wine. "Your turn."

Deciding not to risk further probingly embarrassing truths, Harry finally said, "Dare."

Jess looked at him smugly. She had been waiting for this moment. "Okay, strip naked for me."

"I can't do that!"

"Yes you can."

"I don't want things to be awkward between us," Harry justified.

"I see you in a bath towel most days," Jess said. She considered his protestations. "Fine, you can leave your underwear on. But that's all."

Knowing he didn't have a choice, Harry reluctantly complied. He stood up and took his shirt off. Jess watched as he stripped, surprised by his toned torso. He then removed his socks, throwing them to the side, before slowly loosening his jeans. He pulled them down, trying to ignore his sole audience member. She just watched as he kicked his jeans to the side and stood before her in nothing but his underwear. Harry sat back down, finding himself almost brushing up against Jess. His leg grazed hers. He took a few sips of wine, glad that the drunkenness seemed to alleviate some of the embarrassment he felt.

"I'll go for a truth," Jess said, moving the game forward.

Harry's intoxication meant he was slow to think of one, but he realised that his fantasy of her was coming to mind. "Have you ever had sex with a patient?"

Jess smiled, not expecting the question. "No I've not." She sipped on her wine, smiling wryly. "But I did give one a handjob once."

"I'm sure he loved that," Harry couldn't help but say. He realised that he may have let slip his attraction to her, and tried to change the subject. "Give me a truth."

"Are you hard?" Jess asked without hesitation.

Harry hadn't realised it – the wine must have numbed his sensations slightly – but his cock was hard and visibly poked a tent in his boxer.

"Yes," he said.

"I dare you show it to me."

Harry didn't even realise that Jess had skipped over her turn in the game. He just looked across at her, leaning towards him so her face was inches from him, and he pulled his underwear down.

As Jess admired his erect cock, biting her lips, Harry remembered the game. And there was no doubt in his mind that Jess had orchestrated it all because she wanted him. He whispered in her ear, "I dare you to give me a blowjob."


3. The Final Dare

Jess kneeled on the floor between Harry's legs. She was surprised by his dare but excited that he had become so less awkward. His cock stood upright and she wrapped her lips around it.

Harry groaned. No amount of alcohol in his body could numb the feeling of Jess' mouth sucking on his cock. She bobbed her head greedily up and down his shaft. He clenched his fists as the pleasure built up within him. Jess sped up. Harry grabbed her hair, pushing her down and enjoying the warmth of her mouth.

Jess felt this and decided to take back control. She took his cock out of her mouth and stood up.

"Enough of that," she said, pushing the straps of her dress off her shoulders. She tugged it down and it fell to the floor. Underneath, she was wearing nothing else. No bra, no panties. Jess stood naked in front Harry. Her tits were just as he had imagined, and her pussy was shaven. As Harry looked her up and down, amazed at the sight before him, Jess said, "I dare you to fuck me."

She dropped onto the sofa beside Harry but he immediately took a hold of her, guiding her onto her hands and knees. Jess moaned as Harry spanked her ass. He kneeled behind her on the sofa, admiring her body exposed for him. His cock was rock hard and pointed at her pussy. He fingered her briefly. Then, feeling her wetness, he slid his cock in.

They both whimpered in pleasure as Harry fucked her from behind.

"Fuck me harder," Jess cried. "Fuck my tight pussy."

Harry didn't need any encouragement. He continued to pound her. His balls slapped against her with each thrust. His shaft penetrated deep inside with its entire length, sending bursts of pleasure through him each time the sensitive head pushed inside.

"Fuck," Harry panted. He hadn’t realised how turned on all of Jess’ games had made him. "I'm so close."

"Don't cum yet. Stop." Jess pushed him off and out of her.

Harry rock hard cock throbbed intensely. The moment of respite made him recognise just how drunk he had become. The room spun slightly, but he centred his view on Jess who had turned to face him. It was difficult to resist getting on top her and fucking her again: she was sprawled on the sofa, her chest rising and falling with each deep breath, and her legs were apart to show her wet pussy.

"I'm on the pill but you're not cumming inside me without a condom," she said, firmly. "I know you might not care about protection but I do. So don't argue. Fortunately, I do have a few in my room."

*****

She winked at Harry then got up, gesturing for him to follow. They moved to her bedroom. Harry had never been inside before but was too drunk to notice his new surroundings. He went to grab Jess butt – it looked particularly juicy from his view behind it – but she quickly turned around and push him onto her bed. He fell on his back and she clambered on top of him. Before sliding onto his cock, she reached over to her bedside table and picked up a condom.

Harry had tunnel vision, seeing only Jess’ perfect body positioned right over his cock. He hardly noticed her take the condom and roll it over his shaft.

"Now you can fuck me." Jess smiled. She lowered herself onto Harry's cock. He certainly felt that. She seemed even tighter in this position.

"Fuck, Jess, you feel so good," he said as she began to ride him.

"Do you like a sexy cowgirl?" Jess smirked, playing with tits then leaning over him. "Or do you prefer a slutty nurse like me?"

"I really love a slutty nurse like you." Harry could hardly think of another response to her; the feeling of her tight pussy was almost too distracting. He squeezed her tits and kissed her passionately on the lips.

Jess pulled back and slowed down her fucking. "One final truth or dare for you. Well, just a truth. I know you've thought about me while masturbating, but what did you fantasise about?"

Harry looked at her bright eyes, noticing for the first time the tint of green which gave them a mesmerising depth. "I've imagined that you're at the hospital and I'm your patient," he said, realising he had no filter to stop himself saying anything. "You always look fucking amazing in your scrubs so it's easy to picture you and get turned on."

"And what do I do in this fantasy?" asked Jess, grinding harder against him.

"You wash me and massage me. Then you feel my cock and give me a handjob. And because it makes you so turned on you get on top of me and fuck me."

"Like I'm doing now?" Jess grinned.

"Yeah." Harry groaned as her pussy seemed to clench around him, increasing the pleasure he felt.

"If you were my patient," Jess whispered in his ear. "You'd better believe that I'd fuck you. I'd fuck you like this and make you cum inside me." She sped up, bouncing up and down. "You'd cum inside me like I'm going to make you now." Harry tried to grab her butt but she held his wrists down against the bed. He was getting close to cumming, and her dirty talk was bringing him there faster. "I'd fuck you so hard," Jess said between heavy breaths. "My screams would echo through the hospital. Because your thick cock would make me cum so hard." She tightened up, feeling an orgasm begin to hit her. "Like I am . . . right . . . now."

She screamed in ecstasy as the orgasm washed over her. As her hips buckled harder and her pussy clenched tighter, trying to draw out as much pleasure as possible, Harry also began to cum. He pushed himself as far as he could into Jess' pussy. His cock pulsed. His semen spilled into the tip of the condom.

The afterglow sapped Harry’s energy. And so did the wine. He was too exhausted and drunk to get up off the bed or even notice Jess remove the condom from his shrinking cock.

Harry had almost completely passed out by the time she returned from the bathroom. He was sprawled across her bed and did not see what she was doing. As sleep took hold of him, he thought he could feel metal cuffs slip onto his wrists.


4. The Nurse’s New Patient

Harry awoke the following morning. His sleep had been peaceful and undisturbed but he was now groggy and afflicted by a dull, throbbing headache. He didn't want to move or open his eyes in case he would cause more pain. But as he went to rub his eyes, he realised he couldn't move. He was handcuffed to the headboard, his arms stretched up above his head. And his feet were stretched apart, bound by leather under-bed restraints. Harry panicked; he tried to shout out. But his mouth was sealed shut by what felt like tape.

Had Jess done this? He remembered the night before. He remembered how drunk he had become, but everything they had done together was still vivid in his mind. She had fucked him to an amazing orgasm, and that was the last he could remember. Now he was tied naked to her bed, unable to escape no matter how hard he struggled. He moaned as loud as he could through his gag but no one answered.

Harry looked around, not knowing what else to do. Jess' room was immaculately clean. Her walls were adorned with stylish artwork, a bookcase was filled by various classic novels, and not a single item looked out of place or untidy. In the middle of it all, Harry was still struggling. The bed squeaked and his soft cock flopped around as he shook and twisted his body. But his restraints would not give. Harry stopped all of a sudden as he saw the bedroom door open.

*****

Jess walked in wearing a makeshift nurse outfit. Not the blue scrubs that Harry had grown accustomed to, but rather a costume more appropriate for a Halloween party. It was comprised of a simple white t-shirt and a pleated skirt. A red cross on her sleeve and a stethoscope hanging around her neck were the major indicators of what look she was going for.

"How is my favourite patient?" Jess asked, twirling her hair and smiling.

"Mmpphg." Harry wanted to shout at her to let him out.

"I'm sorry about the restraints. It's so you don't injure yourself or put me in danger. If you behave, maybe I'll loosen them."

Harry struggled against his bonds. Seeing his exposed feet, Jess couldn't resist an easy punishment. She grabbed hold of an ankle and tickled the underside of Harry's foot. His struggles turned into writhing frustration and muffled laughter as Jess refused to give up.

"Had enough?" she asked once she finally stopped.

"Mmph." Harry nodded.

"Good. Now behave." Jess reached behind her skirt and unclasped it. It dropped to the floor. Underneath, she wore only some small white panties which did nothing to hide her round butt.

"In all seriousness, Harry," she said. "I decided I'm not going to let you go and risk spreading the virus to more people. So you're going to stay in the flat with me until I decide it's safe for you to get a train."

Harry couldn't believe what she was saying. Had she planned the entire previous evening just to prevent him from leaving? Had she gotten him drunk and seduced him for her own controlling reasons?

"But today I am going to be your nurse," Jess continued. "You're a naughty patient who was planning on breaking lockdown. That's why I've had to tie you up. Now lie still while I perform some vital tests."

Jess climbed onto the bed beside Harry. She took the stethoscope off her neck and placed the earpieces in her ears.

"I just want to check your heart rate," Jess said, placing her stethoscope on one side of Harry's chest then the other. It was cold and he inhaled sharply.

"Seems normal," Jess observed. "Although I might have expected it to be slightly slower considering you've just woken up. Let's see if it still increases as it should."

She stripped off her T-shirt, revealing a lacy white bra underneath. It shaped her breasts perfectly, and seeing her choice of lingerie had Harry's cock start to grow.

"Well that's what I assumed might happen." Jess stretched over him, her pale stomach becoming taut. She checked his heart rate again and nodded to herself. "Yep. As expected. I suppose it would need to be beating harder to pump all that blood into your cock. But I think it can get a lot faster."

Jess hopped off the bed and rummaged through a bedside cabinet. She found a pair of latex gloves, the thin disposable kind, and moved back onto the bed, kneeling between Harry's knees. Beside her on the duvet she placed a bottle of lube and a ruler.

"I need to measure your proportions," she said, putting the ruler along his shaft. "Less than six inches? That's disappointing. Although I suppose you might not be as hard as you could be. I'll have to try again later. Now, though, it's important to make sure all your bodily functions are working as they should. So just relax and let me get on with the next test."

She squirted a few drops of lube onto Harry's hard cock and started stroking with her left hand. He moaned instantly, unable to help himself. Jess' gloved hand slid up and down with no friction. The silky touch sent waves of pleasure through the throbbing cock, which only grew harder. Jess continued, intently watching Harry's reactions. He lay still at first, just submitting to the pleasure that Jess' hand was granting him. Then it continued building. Harry squirmed more in his bonds. Jess kept going. Harry's knees shook. He was approaching an orgasm. But Jess noticed. She took her hand off.

"I'm not taking any samples just yet," she said, smiling. Then she took the stethoscope and listened to Harry's heart rate for a third time. "Excellent. Your highest so far. Makes sense if you were so close to orgasm."

"Mmpphhyh." Harry groaned, frustrated with how close he was to the edge.

"What's that? Do you want to say something?"

Harry nodded.

"Only if you promise to behave. Do you?"

Harry nodded again.

"Okay." Jess leaned over and in one quick swipe ripped the tape off his mouth.

"Oww!" Harry yelled. "What are you doing Jess?"

"I've already told you. Now stop questioning my authority. I need to continue my tests."

"But I—"

Jess slapped him in the balls, shutting him up apart from a stifled whimper. "Quiet," she said. "You've given me an idea of what to do for your next test. But you aren't to speak unless I ask you a question. Understood?"

Harry nodded, feeling defeated. "Okay."

"I just want to test your response to pain. Out of ten, how much did that slap to the balls hurt?"

"Six." Harry became nervous about where Jess was going with her next test.

"How about a second?" She slapped him again. This time harder.

"Ouch! Jess that hurts!"

"Just give me the number," Jess said impatiently.

"I don't know, eight."

"Still room to go up." Jess winked at him.

Harry feared that she would hit his balls again, and even harder. He thought he should have lied and said ten. Maybe she would have stopped then. But he didn't want to lie to her. He didn't want to give her any more reason to hurt him. Fortunately, Jess' hands strayed away from his balls. Instead, they reached up and pinched his nipples gently.

"How about this then?" she asked.

"Three," Harry said, while thinking to himself that the feeling of her delicate hands was actually quite pleasant. That sentiment stopped once Jess started tugging on them, as if trying to pull Harry's chest up and off the bed.

"And now?"

"Seven!"

Jess kept pulling and even began to twist his nipples harshly. "What about now?"

"Nine!" Harry yelled. The pain was shooting through his nipples.

"Interesting." Jess let go. Then without warning she smacked Harry in the balls again, this time even harder than before. "Would that be a ten?" she asked.

"Yes," Harry weakly admitted. He was winded and the wrenching pain inside him had him feel almost like throwing up.

"Excellent," said Jess. "I needed to check. I might have assumed that your balls would be the most sensitive area. It's natural for men, of course, so it's good to know you're in working order."

Jess hopped off the bed and rummaged through her drawers. Harry's cock was still hard. Despite all the pain he had endured, he wanted to feel Jess' hands back on him again. The sight of her body was unbelievably arousing. Her underwear and bra teased him with the memory of what lay beneath. Harry wanted to fuck her again. He wanted to please her. Waking up tied to the bed may have been disorienting at first, and all this roleplaying had caught him off guard, but Harry wanted more of it. He wanted more of Jess.

"Now I've got a final test to conduct," Jess said, returning to kneel between Harry's knees. She had with her a small plastic container. "Less of a test, actually. I just want to take a sample."

"What do you mean?" Harry asked, although he could guess what she had in mind.

Jess grinned and squirted more lube onto his waiting cock. As she began to stroke and spread it around the shaft, she said, "I need to measure how much semen you can produce."

"Fuck," Harry whispered. Her gloved hands were instantly bringing back amazing pleasure to his eager erection. His muscles clenched each time she squeezed and twisted at the head of the cock.

"I could just let you masturbate yourself," Jess said, continuing to stroke. "But from my experience men have more powerful orgasms and produce more cum if a woman does it for them. Although I just need to see how much you've developed."

She grabbed the ruler and measure his shaft again. This time, she nodded approvingly.

"Six inches, just about. That'll do I suppose."

Jess got back to stroking him. Going faster up and down his shaft.

"This feels so fucking good, Jess." Harry was becoming overwhelmed by her strokes.

"Oh yeah?" She squeezed his cock harder as her lubed hand moved up and down. "I don't really care about your pleasure. I only care about getting you to orgasm."

Jess applied the lube to her other gloved hand. She slid her index finger down and rubbed around Harry's taint.

"I've also learned that massaging the prostate is one of the most effective methods to bring a man to orgasm."

Jess slid her finger further down and found his asshole. He tensed as she massaged around it. Then she pushed slowly into it. He clenched as he felt her finger penetrate inside him.

"Just relax," she said.

"Fuck me," Harry couldn’t help himself from saying as her finger pushed in deeper, rubbing against his prostate.

"I'm afraid I can't do that," Jess joked. "I'm a professional. Now tell me if you're close to an orgasm."

"I am," Harry groaned. The double pleasure of Jess' two hands working on his cock and prostate had quickly taken him towards the edge of cumming.

Jess grabbed the container and placed it in position over the top of Harry's cock so the head was pointed inside. She then continued to pleasure him. Her left hand stroked faster along his shaft. Her right fingered deeper inside him, her index finger rubbing harder. She felt Harry moan and clench his cock. Jess stopped stroking but changed her position so she could rub her thumb in circles around the sensitive underside of his cock head. The sensation had Harry shaking. He couldn't stop groaning. It felt as if his cum was already running through his shaft. His eyes were screwed shut and he was overwhelmed by the sensations. His handcuffs strained; their chains clattered. He thought five minutes had passed, during which he was right on the edge. Then suddenly the barrier was broken. He shuddered. A wave of intensity shot through him. Then another and another. His cock clenched harder than ever as Jess' thumb and finger continued to squeezed every bit of pleasure out of him. His cum rushed out. It squirted once. Then twice. Then and third and fourth time. Each as large as the rest. His cum filled up the container. Jess wrapped her hand around his shaft and goaded even more out. It continued to dribble from the head of his cock until she had pushed every last drop out.

Harry was drained. He was exhausted. He was too overwhelmed to feel Jess' slide her finger out of him. She took the container away and went to the bathroom to clean up. Harry lay on the bed, feeling his sweat soaking the sheets.

*****

By the time Jess returned, his cock had gone soft. She held his sample up to the light, having securely screwed the lid onto it.

"A very healthy sample," she said. "It's an especially impressive amount considering your last orgasm was last night."

She put the container down on her bedside cabinet then sat down beside Harry who looked at her, finding himself more enamoured than ever.

"Now we need to talk about your treatment going forward," she said, continuing with her roleplaying. "In your current situation, I think it best that you remain here for at least a couple of weeks so I can monitor your health.

Harry, experiencing more clarity after his orgasm, decided to confront Jess straight-on. "Did you really do all this to stop me travelling? To stop me from breaking lockdown?" he asked.

Jess smirked. "Does it really matter if I did?"

She leant over and started to stroke his soft cock. Despite its recent eruption, it began to return to life.

"I'm not going to stop you going to your parents if you really want to," she said. "But you have the option to remain here as my patient. And as your only nurse, I can promise you special treatment."

Jess bent over and took Harry's cock in her mouth. He groaned as she sucked on it. His restraints didn't matter, only his pleasure.

Jess stopped and removed her underwear, then brought her legs over to straddle him.

"But as my patient I expect you to give me some pleasure in return."

She grinded her wet pussy along his shaft.

"So, what will it be." She paused a moment. "Do you want to go back to your parents? Or do you want to stay with me?"

Harry looked at Jess sitting on top of him. His cock was already hard and throbbing. He knew his answer: "Let me stay with you. I'll be a good patient."


Quarantined with a Nurse


1. The Start of Something New

"Go and shower," Jess ordered after catching her breath from a mind-blowing orgasm. She untied Harry from her bed. "I've got some things planned for you and I want you clean."

Harry obliged her, feeling as if he had no choice. That morning, his entire life had changed. He had just been fucked by his roommate. What might have been a dream come true had turned out to be a nightmare as his cock, aching from the recent orgasm she gave him, failed to get close to another. Instead it remained sore and hard as he let her ride him until she reached the height of orgasm. Harry was glad for the respite she gave him after finishing herself. The events of the morning replayed in his head as he showered, letting the cool water soothe his aching hangover. Jess, his roommate, had tied him to her bed and teased him, bringing him to an amazing climax. In return, he had committed himself to her service. Not as a slave but as her patient. It was a role-playing scenario which he found both strange and arousing. Jess was a nurse, and Harry was happy to let her treat him in her own special, sexual way. Especially if it meant amazing orgasms like the one she had already brought him. But her femdom side was uncharted territory for him. And being stuck in lockdown would mean no getting away from her. As Harry finished up his shower, he made a decision: if he could just get through this weekend then he could break it off. Unless, of course, he ended up enjoying it all.

"What's the delay?" Jess barged in wearing only her underwear and bra, catching Harry with a towel hastily wrapped around his waist. "I've already seen it all," she said. "Don't hide it. In fact, I want to examine all of you."

Harry reluctantly let the towel drop to the floor. He stood naked on the cold tiles, enveloped by the steam from the shower.

"I suppose I should be sorry for fucking you," Jess said, approaching him for a better view. "It was very unprofessional of me. But I enjoyed it at least. It's not my fault you couldn't cum again."

"That was very mean of you, Jess," Harry decided to report. He regretted it instantly as he received a sharp slap on his balls, causing him to keel over in pain.

"Don't be so rude to your nurse. I am looking after you in lockdown so you have to be receptive to all my methods. Understood?"

"Yes. Sorry."

"You had better be. Now stand still while I inspect you." Jess touched his cock and it stirred in response. "Very interesting . . . I like to see you standing at attention for me. But it's about time for breakfast. Don't you think?"

"Yeah, I'm hungry," Harry agreed. He reached down to pick up his clothes but Jess held his arm back, stopping him.

"Hold on. Hmm. Now, one thing I'd like to monitor you for is your potency, if you understand what I mean. The best way to do that is for me to keep you in observation. Then I can make note of any signs of arousal and how well your sexual functions are working. So I think it's best you remain naked for now."

Harry nodded, accepting her command. He followed her out of the bathroom and into the kitchen, his cock bouncing with each step. The sensation, aided by the sight of Jess' tight rear, helped to sustain his erection.

"Why don't you make some breakfast for the both of us," Jess said as she slumped on the sofa, stretching out her long smooth legs. "Let’s enjoy our first day in quarantine. How about pancakes? Going on, quickly now. I'm getting hungry."

Harry promptly went ahead with preparing her request. As he moved around the kitchen, whisking a mix then handling a frying pan, Jess scrolled through her phone, paying him little attention. Then, as he finished the pancakes and offered a plate to Jess, she looked up.

"Lovely," she said, accepting the offered breakfast. "Before you eat yours, I want to see how quickly you can get hard."

Harry's erection had subsided while he was distracted cooking, and he was surprised by Jess' request.

"Go on. Stroke for me," she prompted.

Harry stroked himself as Jess watched, eating her syrup-soaked pancake. Her attention switched from her fork to his moving hand, as if casually watching TV. It didn't take long until Harry's cock was at the full extent of its hardness.

"Stop," Jess said simply, causing Harry to drop his hand from the length of his shaft. "Go eat your breakfast then."

"Thank you," Harry found himself saying.

"Sit on the floor while you do," Jess added.

She continued to eat as Harry got onto the floor by her feet. He ate, feeling her feet stroke across his back.

"While you're feeling so obedient," Jess pondered, "Why don't you come and kneel right here."

Harry gladly kneeled in front of Jess. She lied sprawled across the sofa, stretching her legs in wide arcs. Her toes pointed towards his face and stroked across his forehead and down to his lips. Harry remained unmoving, letting her do as she liked.

"Suck them," Jess commanded.

Harry opened his mouth, letting in her big toes. He wrapped his lips around and sucked. Jess moved her feet so he could have a turn with each toe. They all felt cold and delicate, and by the time Harry had sucked each digit on both her left and right feet they were all covered in his saliva. Jess pulled back and wiped her drooled-covered toes over his face.

"Now," she said, pulling her panties down, "I need to see how well you perform at other activities. Stay kneeling." She shifted forward and opened her legs wide. Her warm pussy was exposed right in front of Harry. "Lick my cunt."

Harry, still on his knees, bent forward and opened his mouth. He felt the warmth emanating from her flower. Jess' sweet smell greeted him as his tongue extended and began to pleasure her. Her taste fuelled Harry's growing erection. Her whimpers were all he could hear. He moved deeper. His face buried into her and his tongue stimulated her most sensitive area.

Jess stretched her legs out wider, trying to give Harry as much room to manoeuvre as possible. She lowered a hand and grabbed his hair. She could feel his gentle motions as he ate her out. Her fingers grasped his matted strands and she used them like reins to pull him closer. As Jess tugged, Harry submitted more. His mouth was dripping. Drool mixed with Jess' juices. And as he targeted her clit he felt her legs close around him, like an anaconda tightening its hold on its prey.

Jess' legs held Harry firmly in position. He could not retreat; he could only continue to pleasure her. His tongue worked doubly fast. He was pressed further into her. His nose was squashed against her. His breaths were quick and desperate, but all his attention was on her and the feel of her hips thrusting against him.

Jess was transfixed. Ecstasy gripped her as tightly as she gripped Harry. Both her hands now held his head. She had first massaged him, but as pleasure took hold of her she clung onto him like a vice. Harry ignored the pain of his pulled hair. His cock throbbed for attention, but all his focus was on Jess. Her orgasm was approaching.

Jess screamed. The pleasure had exploded suddenly out of her. The sensation between her legs burst out through into the involuntary yell. Her thighs gripped tightly. They clenched and shuddered. Her stomach rose and fell in deep heaves. Jess' entire body was overcome by an orgasm, produced by the work of her submissive patient kneeling before her.


2. A Frustrating Call

Harry's phone buzzed on the dining table. "Shit," he said, having got up to see the text he had just received.

"What is it?" Jess sat on the sofa, bathing in the afterglow of her orgasm. A wet spot had appeared on the material beneath where Harry had pleasured her. "I still have plans for you. I didn't tell you to stop kneeling."

"Sorry. It's my parents. They want to videocall." Harry came back to her and got on his knees again.

"You seriously want to talk to them and ignore me right now?" Jess looked at his cock, still hard, and ran her toes along it.

"I need to, Jess," Harry replied, trying to ignore the sensation. "I did tell them I was coming to stay with them today. It's the least I can do."

Jess sighed. "Fine. You'd better go and put some clothes on if you're going to be on video."

Harry stood up and started to head over to his bedroom before being interrupted.

"Hold on," Jess said. "I still want your bottom half naked."

"Yes, Jess."

*****

When Harry returned, just wearing a t-shirt, Jess was washing up. In only her bra, Harry wanted to just go over to her and grab her bare ass. But he resisted.

"Mind if I call them in here?" he asked, taking a seat on the sofa.

"Sure," Jess replied, turning briefly only to check out his soft cock. "Get hard before you talk to them."

"Seriously?" Harry didn't want his parents to notice anything strange was going on.

Jess just looked at him with a stone-cold glare. She didn't need to say anything; Harry knew he must obey. He took his cock in his hand and stroked, expecting a call to come through at any moment. Looking over at Jess and admiring her body had him hard in no time.

"Good boy," Jess said, finishing the washing up. "You can stop. Enjoy your call."

Jess went to her bedroom and Harry's erection faded. His parents called and he tried his best to cast thoughts of his sexy nurse out of his mind.

*****

It was impossible to ignore Jess, however, when she re-entered in her scrubs. Harry, giving only limited attention to his parents’ rambling concerns about the lockdown, laid his eyes on Jess.

She smiled and put a finger to her lips, silently shushing him. She squeezed her breasts under her top. Then she pulled it up slowly, revealing her stomach. Harry watched as her top was pulled further up until it was right under her breasts. Jess smiled, seeing him transfixed. Then she let her bare tits drop as she stripped her top off. Harry's cock stirred immediately at the sight of them.

As she approached him and kneeled between his legs, it grew completely hard. Harry, surprised by the move, brought his phone closer to his face so his parents wouldn't be able to see.

"Yeah some people don't seem to care about the rules," he said in agreement to his parents' continued ranting. He didn't give any sign that he wasn't alone, nor that his cock was throbbing at the teasing it was receiving.

Jess had ran her fingers up and down his thighs, sending shivers through his body. Next, she licked gently around his shaft, making him even harder. One hand fondled his balls while the other kept scratching along his thighs.

Then, Harry had to stifle a gasp as she sucked his engorged head.

"Yes I'm fine," he had to answer his parents as they questioned his sudden grimace. "Just felt like I needed to sneeze."

He could feel Jess smiling as she sucked his dick. Harry had a hard time keeping his phone still as her warm mouth tightened around him. She sucked hard and fast, not holding back. As Harry shifted in his seat, she moved to his balls. Her hand kept stroking his shaft as she took his testicles and sucked on them, popping them in and out of her mouth. Harry looked with panic down at her. The noise was noticeable and he thought his parents might hear. Only after he had tapped Jess on the head, trying to warn her, did she realise and stop. She gave a devilish grin to Harry, as if she loved how close they were to being caught, and resumed sucking his cock.

As Harry tried to pay some attention to what his parents were saying, he couldn't help but feel overwhelmed by the pleasure Jess was giving him. Then he heard a quiet whimper and looked down. She had a hand down the front of her trousers and was fingering herself. Her moans were so subdued and subtle that Harry was sure his phone couldn't pick them up. He felt them, however, in his cock. The soft vibrations coaxed him towards orgasm. Jess, caught up in her own pleasure, took as much of him in her mouth as she could. She descended then pulled up as soon as she began to gag. As she kept going, Harry moved his hand to the back of her head, feeling himself approaching the edge.

Jess, however, stopped sucking. She kneeled back and continued pleasuring herself, then with her other hand stroked him. Her bright eyes looked up at his and she mouthed a simple order - 'Cum'.

Harry hardly noticed what his parents saying. He could only focus on the sensations of Jess' hand moving up and down his shaft. His cock pulsed. Jess took her hand off him. His hips bucked. The arm holding his phone shook and he clenched his mouth shut to prevent an outburst of frustration as his orgasm rushed out of him without any stimulation. He tried to grab his cock with his free hand but Jess reacted quickly, holding his wrist back. Harry's cock throbbed. The sensation of orgasm filled him with its familiar waves, but its pleasure was replaced with frustration. Cum dribbled out of him. It pooled down his aching, twitching cock and over his balls. Jess giggled silently, watching the results of his ruined orgasm.

"No I'm okay," Harry reassured his parents. His reaction hadn't gone unnoticed. "Got pins and needles in my legs."

Jess smiled, amused by his attempted lies. She listened as he tried to say goodbye to his parents with no success. They both watched as his cock, still eager for pleasure, throbbed harder than before. Harry couldn’t interrupt his parents to hang up. And despite the release of cum from his ruined orgasm, he felt more aroused than ever. All he wanted was for Jess to bring him another fulfilling orgasm, which he realised she was bringing to herself. Her hand moved fast inside her trousers. Harry could hear the sound of its material moving. Jess looked at him and smiled wickedly, knowing how torturous she was being. Her eyes glazed over as her orgasm struck her. She convulsed, consumed by the pleasure which Harry could only imagine and look at longingly.

"Fuuuuuccckkkk," she whispered airily, causing Harry to hurriedly end the call before his parents could question the sound.

"Okay bye," Harry hung-up his phone. "Jess what the hell?"

"What?" she laughed, examining her soaked fingers. "I can't have a bit of fun?"

"You're so evil." Harry looked at the load of cum drying on him.

"And?" Jess smirked. "Did you want a real orgasm?"

"You know I do."

"We'll get there, I promise. I just wanted to see if I could ruin you properly. Now I know I can." Jess got up, grinning at the mess she had made. "Get up and close your eyes."

Harry did as he was told. He could feel his cock still pulsing. A drop of cum dripped onto the floor. Desperate to touch himself, he listened to Jess leave the room and come back a moment later.

"Hands behind your back," she said, promptly handcuffing his wrists when they were together. "Great, now I can trust you won't be touching yourself. I didn't want to risk that."

Harry strained in his bonds. The feeling of vulnerability had him throbbing, eager for Jess to dominate him more. She slapped his cock and laughed as it bounced.

"I'll just be a minute," she said. "But I want you to keep your eyes shut. And, if you really want to impress me, I want you to be hard when I come back. Imagine me sucking you if that helps. Understood?"

Harry nodded, not needing any help picturing her with his cock in her mouth.

3. A Medical Milking Procedure

"Open your eyes. It's about time for your final exam," Jess said, returning to Harry not long later. She was back in her full scrubs, looking radiant in the blue uniform. Her eyes fixed on his crotch. "Not hard? Well, not to worry, I'm sure that'll change. Come with me. Now."

Harry followed his nurse into her bedroom. Memories of the previous night and what had happened there had his cock stir in anticipation. After his ruined orgasm, he was desperate for more.

"Wait a minute," Jess ordered. "I just need to prepare a few things."

Harry stood and waited, aware of how prominent his growing erection was becoming. Without his handcuffs he wouldn’t be able to resist touching it. Jess moved around the room, getting a few things in order. She put a pillow on the middle of the bed, then threw a towel down over it. From a drawer she found a facemask and put it on before picking up a pair of disposable latex gloves. She pulled them on and up her wrists. When she turned to Harry, she looked ready for an operation.

"I'm ready for you," she said, temporarily unlocking his cuffs. "Please lie down on the bed."

Harry did as he was told, lying down with the pillow under his lower back. In this position his ass was propped up and, when Jess dragged his legs open and kneeled between them, he realised his asshole was exposed right in front of her.

Jess looked over him, observing every inch of his body. Her mask covered her mouth and nose, highlighting her pretty and glistening eyes. Harry felt his cock respond to her light touch as she stroked along its hard underside. The latex felt soft and smooth, a curiously different and pleasurable sensation to a normal handjob.

As soon as she had started, Jess stopped. "I've forgotten something vital," she said, getting off the bed. Harry watched as she rummaged through her drawers and returned with a familiar set of restraints.

"Jess you don't need to use those." Harry started to get up but Jess straddled him and pinned him down.

"It's for your own good," she replied, chaining his hands above his head and attaching them to the bed. Harry found himself letting her. Feeling tied down and submissive was, as he had come to learn, very arousing. "I need you to remain in position during this procedure. Understood?"

Harry nodded his head as Jess tied his ankles to the bed posts, restraining them so they were kept spread wide. Then she returned to her position between his knees. In her hand she held a roll of white tape which Harry hadn't noticed before.

"I have something important to do to you," she said. "And I can't have any distractions from you."

"Wait Jess—”

Harry was muffled as Jess forced his mouth shut and taped it closed. To make sure, she covered it with a few more layers.

"Perfect." She admired her trussed-up patient. "We can begin."

*****

Jess grabbed a bottle of lube and squirted it on Harry's cock. The situation felt familiar to him and he was hoping that might mean she would bring him to orgasm once again.

Jess stroked him, feeling his cock grow in her hands. She watched, her eyes gazing intently from her masked face. Her gloved hands ran so smoothly over the lubed-up cock. It wasn't long before Harry was squirming on the bed. But in his restraints he couldn't do anything but enjoy the pleasure.

Before he had a chance to near the edge, Jess stopped him. One hand gripped the base of his cock and the other fondled his balls gently before slowly moving down and massaging his taint.

"Don't think I'm some sort of slut here to bring you pleasure," Jess said, noticing Harry's want to be stroked again. "I have decided to perform a very specific kind of milking procedure."

Harry sighed with relief. He thought she might have decided to just tease him, or use him to bring herself to orgasm again. So hearing that she planned to milk him had Harry even more desperate for her touch. But what Jess told him next had him recoil with worry.

"I might assume that you know about the prostate," she said, letting her finger trail down to his asshole. "All men have it. And it's important to be massaged. It's good for your health." She applied more lube to her finger and slowly pushed inside. Harry winced as he felt the breach. "And I hear men can experience prostate orgasms. So I'll have to test that out."

Harry felt his body tense as Jess' finger slid deeper inside him. He hadn't expected her plan. And now he regretted being so eager to let her tie him down. 

Jess felt his body tighten and took his cock in her free hand. "Just relax, this will feel good."

The pleasure of her sensual handjob did help Harry to relax. She released her grip and let his cock lay across his stomach. Adding more lube, she ran her hand gently over his hard member. Each touch had him twitch in response. He would tense his muscles, lifting his cock up each time to try and reach her teasing fingers. Jess never gave him more than a gentle amount of pleasure. She would run her hand over his sensitive organ, let it throb, then hold back. Sometimes she would give more attention to the spot on the underside of his head, swirling a finger around in circles. Harry groaned whenever she targeted that area, and whimpered when she withdrew her hand again.

Meanwhile, Jess continued to probe Harry's ass. As she fingered him more, he was able to relax. The sensation submerged beneath the teasing to his cock. Then she found his prostate.

Harry groaned at the new feeling. It was a warmth that spread throughout his crotch and started a fire in his cock which fuelled an erection that felt harder than any he had had before.

"Mmmmmmmmm." He realised one long moan into his gag.

"Ooh, sounds like I've hit the spot," Jess purred, enjoying the control she had over him.

"Do you think you could cum just like this?"

She took her hand away from his cock and just focused on massaging his prostate. Harry could feel nothing but the touch of her finger inside him that caused his cock to throb as if it might explode at minute.

The orgasm which seemed to be building never quite broke forth, and soon Jess withdrew her finger, feeling an ache in her wrist from all the motions.

"Looks like you need some more stimulation," she said. "I have a few ideas that might help."

She stripped all her clothes off, putting on a show for Harry. Having missed her tits, he enjoyed seeing them again. Then, before resuming her position between his legs, she grabbed a new toy.

"Something to help really get at that spot of yours," she said, lubing it up.

It was black and silicone, bulbed and curved as part of its design to reach his prostate. Once thoroughly covered, Jess slowly inserted it. Harry felt its girth immediately. Being much larger than Jess' finger, it seemed to fill him completely. But he was receptive. And it didn't take much effort to slide it in in its entirety.

"Mmphhmmm." Harry would have said a long "fuck" if he could. The massager had reached his prostate and brought a return to the sensations that had his cock firmly erect once more.

Jess stroked him again, giving in to his muffled desire to be touched. She only lightly stimulated his cock, careful not to let her hand bring him towards an edge. Instead, she worked the prostate massage harder into him. As she did, she pressed a button and it began to vibrate.

Harry groaned again as the sensation rippled through his body. He could feel every pulse of pleasure in his prostate echoing twice as strongly in his cock.

Jess could feel his cock throb with pleasure. Every motion of her massager was bringing him towards orgasm and she realised he was about to cum. Her hand that had been stroking his cock stopped, instead shifting to form a tight ring around its base. She could feel every throb and pulse as blood pumped through him.

Harry hadn't even noticed how she had stopped stroking. All his pleasure still remained, building up from the vibrations against his prostate. His cock felt engorged and ready to blow. His eyes were screwed shut, too overwhelmed to pay attention to anything but the feeling of his orgasm rushing through him.

In one almighty moan of ecstasy he released. Jess felt the rush of cum coursing through his cock. She kept the massager working against his prostate. Cum spurted out in wave after wave. In his position with his hips elevated, Harry's cock was aimed at his face. The first squirt shot onto his taped mouth. The next down his neck. The third hit his chest and the rest oozed over his stomach.

It was an orgasm unlike any other. Harry felt as if every bit of liquid had been drained from his body. He hadn't even noticed how much he had covered himself with his own cum. Not until he had recovered a minute later and felt his juices drip down his chin.

*****

Jess had turned the vibrator off and slowly pulled out the massager, receiving no hint of discomfort from Harry who was so enraptured by the entire experience.

“How was that?” she grinned at him, visibly pleased at what she had accomplished.

Harry could only sigh, breathing deeply through his nose and nodding slowly. He was completely satisfied. He couldn’t move. Not that he’d be able to if he wanted, but all he wanted was to stay where he was, experiencing the blissful glow that warmed his body. Even the smell of his own cum, some of which still lay right below his nose on his taped mouth, didn’t faze him. He had been covered, and he could still feel his now cold juices sliding down the side of his torso. The ticklish sensation did nothing to pull him from his meditative state.

Jess began to clean up. With her gloves still on, she grabbed a damp cloth and wiped Harry down. She cleaned off the cum that had gathered around his stomach and chest.

“Now I really feel like a nurse,” she said to herself, before deciding to leave the semen on Harry’s mouth to serve as a reminder of her achievement. “I can safely say that your procedure was a success. It went perfectly all thanks to my expertise. Now you just need to do is rest a while.” She stood up and took her gloves off, then turned to Harry who looked up at her through half-closed eyes. “Prostate massaging is best done on a regular basis, so we may have to schedule you in for another appointment soon. But, for now, just lie back and relax.”

Jess left the room to clean herself up. Harry lied bound on the bed, still overwhelmed by his first full day in lockdown.


Locked at Home

"Want a tea break?" Greg asked his wife, peering into their living room to see her staring intently at the mess of papers strewn over their coffee table.

"That would be lovely," Helen replied, looking over at him and smiling. "Busy morning so far?"

"Not as busy as yours by the looks of things."

"That may be so. Put the kettle on and I'll join you in a mo."

Greg went back to the kitchen and started to make two cups of tea. As he waited for the water to boil, he checked his emails. He had setup his own work station at the kitchen with the added perk of easier tea consumption. Plus, since they had both been working at home for a couple of weeks, it had been essential to stay in separate rooms. They had both found out, in the drastic increase of time stuck together, that they both had a hard time keeping their hands off each other. So, when Helen came into the kitchen, having heard the kettle finish boiling, Greg instantly pounced on her.

"Hey!" she giggled as his strong arms wrapped around her waist and lifted her onto the kitchen counter.

"What?" Greg laughed in between bouts of ravishing his wife. His mouth kissed and licked and sucked around her neck and over her face, his hands ran across the tight material of her leggings and cupped her breasts beneath her blouse.

"We can't again! I'm serious, Greg, I have so much to do."

Greg reluctantly pulled away, now feeling his erection pressing against his trousers. "You could still work? Just lay back and let me do the work."

Wiping his slobber from her face, Helen shook her head and hopped off the counter. "Not today. Behave yourself for once." She looked at his puppy-dog eyes and gave him a peck on the lips. "Unlike you I'm swamped. Clean the house if you need something to do. And where's my tea?"

Greg went to finish making her the hot drink. Once Helen had returned to her makeshift office in the living room, Greg sat at his computer. Still no emails. Still no urgent work. Still feeling worked-up by their encounter, he watched porn on silent. At first thinking he'd be able to restrain himself by only watching, it wasn't long before he had to rush to the toilet. He closed the door and pulled up a video on his phone. Trying not to alert Helen, he jerked off and finished into the toilet bowl. Once he was finally relieved, Greg headed back to his computer.

*****

As he sat in the kitchen the next day, a knock on the front door woke Greg from a work-induced daze.

"Can you get that?" Helen called from the living room.

Having not been left a choice, Greg went to answer the door. There was no one there. Only a small brown box on the doormat. The postman must have hurried off.

"What is it?" Helen shouted.

"A parcel." Greg turned it over to check the address. "For me, apparently. I don't remember ordering anything."

"Show me."

Greg came back into the house and headed to his wife, who seemed to have made no progress since yesterday on her pile of paperwork.

"I'm sure I didn't order anything," Greg repeated, sitting down on the sofa opposite her.

"Well open it and see."

With a lack of any grace or dexterity, Greg ripped apart the tape that secured the box and tore open the cardboard. He tipped it upside down. Something shiny and metal landed with a heavy thud on the sofa.

"Is this—"

"A chastity cage?" Helen interrupted. "Surprise!"

"What's it for?" Greg couldn't help but feel dumbfounded as he examined the rings of hard steel that had a satisfying weight in his palm.

"You know what it's for. We talked about it."

"I think you talked about it . . ."

"You want to make me happy, right?" Helen's tone shifted from light-hearted to something with a hint of dominance.

"Well, of course, I—"

"Then you'll try it on for me."

"Really?"

"Yes." Helen sat back and crossed one leg over the other, as if waiting for a show to start. "I thought now would be a good a time as any to try. Seems as you'll rarely need to leave the house."

"Okay." Greg nodded his head, still looking at the cage sat in his hand and trying to imagining what it would look like on him. "Um, right now?"

"Yes. So pull down your pants."

Greg didn't want to test his wife's patience. With a few quick movements he had his cock out and hanging free. At four inches flaccid, he had no idea how it would fit into the cage. It looked like it couldn't be much more than two inches long.

"Go on," Helen encouraged him. "You need to put the ring on first. Get it over behind your balls."

With a little effort, Greg managed to get the ring of the chastity device on properly. The next part, however, didn't seem so easy. In all the inadvertent stimulation and the excitement of wearing the device, an erection had manifested which had grown to a larger size than usual due to the pressure of the tight metal band which encircled it and acted like a cock ring. At a good six inches long, Greg could not fathom how the rest of the cage could possibly fit on him. Especially not in this state. Even as he tried, it hardly covered more than the engorged head of his cock.

"Oh dear," Helen said, noticing his dilemma. "Looks like you have a bit of a problem. You'll just have to get rid of that erection. I suppose you should stand there and wait for it to go down."

Greg, who was no stranger to his wife's more dominant side, was happy to obey her. But the arousal of her commanding voice, along with the pressure of the ring around the base of his cock, meant that even five minutes later he was as hard and throbbing as before.

"Seriously?" Helen looked up from her work. "Maybe you should go and get some ice. Or . . . fine. You deserve a reward for going along with this all I suppose. Come here."

Eager to see what his reward might be, Greg stepped over to his wife and stood before her. She remained seated on the sofa. Her eyes lingered on the hard cock pointing straight out in front of her.

"Put your hands behind your back and enjoy this while you can," she said, reaching up and taking him in her hands. "Because soon you'll be locked up and sex won't be on your terms."

Greg groaned as his wife stroked him. The pressure inside his hard cock seemed to have increased exponentially due to the slow lead-up to her handjob. It was such a simple form of stimulation but it achieved so much, making his knees shake as he tried to keep his hands behind him.

"To make this reward even more special," Helen said as she kept stroking. "You get to cum in your favourite place."

With one hand occupied by his intense thickness her other fiddled with the buttons on her blouse. One by one they were undone and she pulled it apart, revealing the soon-to-be target of Greg's orgasm. He always liked finishing on his wife's tits. Something about being able to paint her in his sticky fluids really made the climax feel all the more special. And being able to watch the white load drip over the curves of her body created an erotic image that he could enjoy in the afterglow of his orgasm. Even now, despite her breasts still partially encased by her black bra, Greg could hardly hold out imagining them covered by him. In fact, they looked even larger because of the support, and the plunge of deep cleavage made for a particularly inviting target.

"Are you close, honey?" Helen asked despite already knowing the answer. The throb of his cock as it approached climax was enough of a tell-tale sign for her experienced hands.

"Fuuuuck, yesss," Greg groaned as he felt himself reach the edge.

"Then cum on my tits. Cover me with your load."

Helen stroked faster, her hands deftly working over the length of Greg's shaft and squeezing tightly at his sensitive head. He had to brace himself. His hands clenched hard and his knees struggled not to collapse. He felt an intense heat as his load erupted, sending strings of his white cum flying forth over Helen's bare chest. Her tits were covered by multiple shots. She looked down at it, smiling and amazed by how much of his cum now dripped down the curves of her tits.

*****

They both hurried to the bathroom to clean up, careful not to let any of the milky load drip onto the floor along the way.

"Time to lock up," Helen said as she washed the stickiness from her tits. "Go on. It shouldn't be so hard for you now."

Greg cleaned the tip of his cock and felt it softening more and more. He had brought the cage with him and found it now fit much more easily over his head. Still, it took a bit of effort to squeeze the length of his shaft into the cage, but once it had been properly put in place he attached the lock and secured it tightly.

Helen promptly took the key off him and examined the chastity device. Her fingers felt Greg's balls hanging loosely between his legs. She trailed over the hard metal that encircled his now soft shaft. As she gripped it, she smirked at the unfamiliar feeling. Reduced to a length of only two inches, it felt so incredibly small and different to what she was used to. Even Greg was amazed. The cock that always protruded from him and grew erect to six inches long was now firmly restrained behind its unforgiving steel bars.

"You look perfect wearing this," Helen commented as she continued to feel his cage. "Is it comfortable?"

"Surprisingly, yes."

"Well let's hope that's still the case when you get an erection. Do you have much work to be getting on with?"

"It's still slow today," Greg answered.

"Hmm," Helen pondered, still examining his locked-up cock with both her eyes and fingers. "In that case you can do some work for me. Understood?"

"What sort of work?"

"Anything I ask you to. Only by pleasing me will you have a chance of being let out of this. So why don't you make me a cup of tea. And this time you can bring it to me."

*****

Not knowing what he had got himself into, Greg got started following his wife's commands.

"It’s nice to know you're working in the kitchen where you belong, live a well-trained house hubby," Helen said, smiling as he entered the living room with her cup of tea. "Why don't you make some lunch for us too? Something nice for a change."

Greg made an omelette for them to share and they ate together in the garden.

"Wash the dishes then come back here," Helen commanded once they're plates were cleared.

When Greg returned and had sat back down, she got up and straddled him. "How's the cage, honey?"

"Fine," Greg said, unable to look away from the cleavage his wife was presenting him.

"What about now?" she asked as she began to grind against his crotch, feeling the hard bulge pressing into her.

"It's . . . okay." Greg couldn't stop his cock from reacting to his wife's teasing advances.

"Oh really? Are you sure it's going to be alright in its tiny little cage? How's it going to grow in there?"

Greg shook his head. He didn't know. His erection was growing – that much he could feel – but the sensation was prevented by the restraints of the solid metal. His cock throbbed and twitched as it normally would when hard, but it was still restricted to two inches despite feeling like it could break out at any moment.

"Stand up and show me it," Helen ordered as she moved back to her seat.

Greg stood up and pulled out his cock. They both looked with amazement at how it strained against its bonds. Helen ran her fingers over it, feeling where it bulged out between the metal bars. Even the tip seemed to be trying to escape. But it was all to no avail. Somehow the pressure of the cage increased Greg's arousal, and his stunted erection was maintained by the feeling of the metal pressing in around it.

"It really does suit you," Helen said, giggling as Greg's caged cock twitched in response to her wandering fingers. "The thing is, I think I prefer you like this. Do you know why?"

"No," Greg moaned as she fondled his vulnerable balls.

"Firstly, it means we can both be productive. Even if you've not got much on at work you can do all the chores around the house. And secondly . . . I know you masturbated yesterday. You're never very discrete, you should have learned that by now. So I think some time in the cage is warranted anyway. Maybe you'll learn to be less of a sex-obsessed horny boy. Don't you agree?"

Greg hung his head in shame. He hated having his wife find out about his masturbation sessions, so he couldn't help but feel that the cage was, as she said, a deserved punishment.

"Put it away and clean the house if you've not got any work to do." Helen stood up and headed back to the living room, calling back before disappearing, "And don't fiddle with that cage when I'm not around!"

*****

Greg made himself busy that afternoon. After reply to the only two emails he had received all day, he started dusting around the house. As he began on their bedroom, Helen walked in with a look of frustration.

"They've just called a last-minute meeting in half an hour," she said, approaching her husband and wrapping her arms around him. "I wanted to get off early but now I'll be stuck online for god knows how long. Come and keep me company, won't you? I'll be on mute most of the time."

"Of course," Greg said, kissing his wife.

"And how are you doing?" Helen asked, looking around the room to see his progress while also letting her hands wander down to the bulge in his pants. "Keeping busy? Keeping horny?"

"Yes to both," Greg gasped as she unzipped his fly and pulled his cage out.

"I'm not sure what I love the most," Helen pondered. "How obedient the cage makes you or how cute your cock looks in it. Do you want a treat?"

Greg nodded desperately and watched as his wife got on her knees. She leaned forward and kissed the exposed tip of his cock. Then she wrapped her mouth around the caged shaft and began to give a teasing blowjob. Greg groaned, feeling her warm breath surround his member while being prohibited from gaining any actual pleasure from it.

"Fuck," he said as his wife sucked harder. "You're so fucking cruel."

"Hey." Helen pulled back and smacked his balls. "You can't be rude to me now. This is a treat, remember? I thought you liked blowjob?"

"I do but—"

"No buts. And if you really want to experience one without a cage on, well . . . maybe you can get so hard your cock will break it open."

Helen stood up, smiling at the twitching, bulging, saliva-covered mess she had caused.

"I need to get back to work," she said. "Remember to come see me. I have something I need you to do."

*****

Still desperately worked-up from Helen's tortuous teasing, Greg was desperate to serve her any way he could if it would give him a chance to be unlocked.

"Help me move my stuff into the kitchen," she asked once he had come downstairs. "It'll be easier to sit at the dining table for my meeting."

Greg helped her, or rather he did everything for her as Helen sat waiting.

"Now kneel beside me," she ordered. "I want you to stay here during the meeting."

Greg obeyed, kneeling on the floor beside his wife who turned her attention away from him and to her computer. Her meeting started promptly and Greg had to stay silent as Helen talked with her colleagues. He zoned out after listening to ten minutes of business talk, and was only brought back to reality when Helen gently smacked his cheek.

"I'm muted," she said while still trying to appear as if she was completely focused on the videocall. "Kneel in front of me. Come on."

Greg had to shuffle under the kitchen table and be careful not to bump his head, and when he had got into position he looked up to see that his wife had pulled down her leggings and underwear. He knelt, looking at her exposed, shaved pussy.

"Help me get through this meeting," Helen said, parting her legs to let him in closer. "You know what to do."

As he listened to the muffled conversations of his wife's colleagues, Greg shuffled forward and began to lick her out. It was something he loved to do, if only because he knew how much pleasure he could bring her. Helen's immediate reaction granted him bursts of satisfaction. She shifted in her seat, whimpered involuntarily, and grabbed the back of his head to force him in closer.

Kneeling and feeling the tightness of his cage only served to heighten Greg's desires to please his wife. He basked in the knowledge that he could make her feel so amazing with only his mouth. His tongue darted in and out and up and down, drawing the alphabet against her moist lips.

"We need to make sure we're on the ball next month," Helen suddenly said, having to reply to a colleague's queries. "We don't want suppliers to consider our competition. If we can work a bit harder, we can, um, really make sure everyone is satisfied." She breathed deeply between sentences, struggling to concentrate on anything other than Greg's pleasing tongue.

One of her bosses asked Helen something so she again had to come up with a response: "We should finish that project soon. It should be quite a climax."

Greg grinned as he heard her talking, not sure whether she had deliberately tried to work innuendos into her answers. But he didn't care. He knew he was getting her close to an orgasm. He could feel it in the tensions of her body: how her toes curled, how her legs stretched, how her fingers grasped his hair.

"Make me cum honey," Helen ordered, having muted herself again. "I've not got long. I need to present something in a couple of minutes and you're making me want to fucking scream so make me cum. Hurry honey."

Greg worked harder to meet her demands. Knowing how desperately she needed him was enough to make the submission caused by his cage to seem worthwhile. Her thighs pressed tightly around him. Her pussy clenched as her orgasm began to break through. Her muffled moans of pleasure turned into ecstatic screams as Greg brought her to climax.

"Fuuuuuck, yes baby, keep going," Helen yelled, not caring about what her colleagues might be saying. "You're such a good submissive for me. Fuck."

Greg felt her hand pushing him off her and he crawled back out from under the table.

"You're doing a good job showing me how little I need your cock if your tongue can continue to do good work like that," Helen said, winking at her husband who looked frightened at the idea. "But you have been good today so maybe you deserve to be unlocked. Hmm. Later though. Thanks for getting me off. Now leave me alone to do this meeting."

Greg walked out, feeling his cock throbbing in its tight cage. The taste of Helen remained on his tongue as he looked back at saw her beginning her presentation with her wet pussy still exposed and dripping its juices onto her chair.

*****

"I have to admit, you've been very good today," Helen said as she watched her husband wash up. He had obediently made them dinner as instructed by her. "Do you want a treat?"

"Fuck yes," Greg replied, still feeling a strain on his cock from the intense teasing he had suffered over the course of the day. "Are you going to unlock me?"

"That remains to be seen. Keep up the good behaviour and maybe I will. I want you to come up to the bedroom when you're done. I'll be waiting."

Helen's words prompted Greg to hasten his washing up. His cock tried to get hard as he thought of what his wife might be planning. After rushing through the last of the dishes, Greg ran upstairs to the bedroom.

"Someone's eager," Helen said from her position lying on the bed as Greg bounded in through the door. "Like what you see?"

Greg did. He stood and stared at his wife looking absolutely stunning in her sexiest lingerie. Her breasts were displayed stunningly in her red lacy bra. A pair of black thigh-high stockings encased her legs. And a skimpy pair of red panties obscured the pussy that Greg could still taste in his mouth. The last thing he noticed was the delicate silver chain encircling her neck. Hanging from it between Helen's cleavage was the key to his cage.

"You're absolutely beautiful," he said.

"Why thank you honey," Helen said, smiling and beckoning him over. "Strip for me and come here. I know it's been a while since I've worn this. But I think you deserve it. You've spent all day in that cage and I've hardly heard a complaint from you."

"I just want to make you happy," Greg said, as he speedily removed all his clothes and approached the bed, lying beside his wife and hugging her.

"Aww I know honey."

They kissed and felt each other's bodies. Greg enjoyed the smooth feel of Helen's stockings and felt himself trying to get hard again.

"Will you let me out now?" he whispered into her ear, grabbing her juicy ass while his eyes gazed at the key hanging there within view.

"I'll release you on my terms, okay? Scooch up. I've got something else for you."

Greg shuffled up the bed and lied on his back with his head resting on the pillows. Helen straddled him, pushing his caged cock up so his balls were rubbing against the material of her underwear. Greg grunted at the slight discomfort, but he was eased as Helen made out passionately with him. Her warms lips pressed against his. Her tongue flitted around inside his mouth. Greg let her take control. She ran her hands over him and took hold of his wrists, lifting them above his head. Only when the cuffs clicked shut did Greg look up to see what she had done.

"You only had to ask," he said, testing the restraints and grinning at the surprise. His wrists were firmly cuffed to the headboard above him.

"I thought it might be hotter this way," Helen purred in his ear before kissing down his neck and across his chest. She sucked on one of his nipples, biting it gently and pulling.

"Ouch!" Greg yelled, feeling the tugging as he tried to lift his chest up in response.

"Sorry honey." Helen went to kiss Greg on the lips again before sitting back and slowly grinding against him. She looked at the cock straining in its cage and trying its best to break apart the metal bars. "Looks like someone want to be unlocked."

"So much," Greg groaned as she squeezed his balls. After only part of a day locked up, they seemed tighter, fuller, and more sensitive than ever before.

"Hmm, maybe. Maybe not." Helen grinned as she teasingly considered it. She traced her fingernails over his stomach and his thighs before circling his taint.

"Please, I'm so desperate."

"I can see that," she giggled, and only after playing with his cage a bit longer did she finally take her necklace off and bring the key to the lock. "I could keep you looked for the rest of lockdown if I really wanted. This is more than you deserve, so don't explode straight away. You really don't want to disappoint me when I have the key to your cock."

"I promise I won't," Greg begged. "Please, just please let me out."

"Okay, honey, stop squirming."

Helen circled the key around the lock, taking her time and teasing her husband. His cock looked like it was about to burst so she decided to finally take pity on it. She slid the key into the lock and turned it, watching it unlock and then taking it off. Greg whimpered as his throbbing cock pushed the cage loose. His shaft sprung out to its full length. Helen twisted the two-inch cage off the engorged head and gawped at the hard cock in front of her.

"You came this morning and you're already this hard?" she said in wonder as her hands trailed over the hot flesh.

"This is what you do to me," Greg groaned at the first real touch since the cage had gone on.

"I like it. And I think I'll keep the ring on. It makes you bigger!" Helen stroked Greg's cock and admired how hard he had instantly become, helped along by the tight metal ring behind his balls.

"Fuck that feel so good," Greg said in response to her hands.

"Oh yeah?"

"Fuck yeah. I don't think I'd last in your pussy."

Helen smiled and kept stroking. "Who said you're going to fuck me? You actually satisfied me enough with your tongue earlier. No, my pussy is off limits today. Maybe after a week longer in chastity you'll deserve to feel that."

"Fuuuck, I can't stay locked for a week."

"Why not?" Helen sped her strokes up. "You've done so well today."

"It's hard, especially when you're teasing me. I just wanted to grab the key so I could fuck you."

"Poor you. That's not a very nice thing to want to do to me though, so maybe you don't deserve any more pleasure from me."

Helen removed her hand despite the throbbing of Greg's cock.

"Fuck! I'm right on the edge," he said.

"Hmm? And?" Helen leaned over and kissed her husband, then scratched her nails across his chest. "Tell you what, I could just wait for you to go soft and lock you up. Then you'll stay locked for however long I want. But . . . I want you to agree to submit to me as your keyholder. Submit fully and completely, and I'll actually let you cum. Then I can lock you up anyway but you shouldn't be as horny or hard. Either way, I'm happy because you'll be locked and I'll have your key. But it's up to you whether you're going to cum today."

Greg didn't have a choice. His cock was already close to bursting and he couldn't imagine how frustrating it would be to return to the cage in this state. Either way, he realised, he wanted to submit to his wife. In any way she wanted.

"Let me cum, please. Be my keyholder. I'll do anything."

Helen grinned and wrapped her hands back around his thick shaft. "Exactly what I wanted to hear. I think you've made the right choice."

Before doing anything else, she reached over and grabbed a vibrator from her bedside cabinet.

"Oh fuck," Greg said as the toy was turned on and he heard the buzzing.

"What? I don't see why this should only be used on me." Helen started stroking and pressed the vibrator against Greg's balls, sending a new feeling of pleasure rushing throughout his sensitive member.

"Mmmmm," he groaned, feeling amazing from the dual-sensations of his wife's hand and tool.

"Fuck, you're dripping." Helen noticed the string of precum leaking from the tip of his cock. "Let me clean that up for you."

Keeping the vibrator against his balls, Helen leaned over and kissed his cock. Her tongue darted out and licked the drop of precum from his engorged head. As Greg moaned, she wrapped her lips sensuously around him. All she needed to do was suck on the top two or three inches of his cock. That, along with the vibrator, was enough to make his cock pulse as he felt himself about to burst.

"I'm gonna cum," he groaned in ecstasy.

Helen removed her lips and resumed stroking. Her hand moved hard and fast over his entire length. The vibrator sent waves of pleasure across his throbbing shaft and coaxed the cum out of his tight balls. Helen brought him over the edge and Greg shot his load all over his stomach. It was hot and powerful, launching across his entire torso in long white ropes. The ring of the chastity device seemed to increase the pressure in a way that it broke out with such an astounding intensity. His cock felt as if it was being drained dry. The vibrator helped his balls to be emptied while Helen's hand squeezed any remaining cum out of his shaft.

“Wow!” Helen exclaimed at the intense display of potency. “How can you keep that all inside you? I thought you’d still be empty from this morning.”

“This is what you do to me,” Greg said as he felt his load sliding down the sides of his torso.

“Well I’m very impressed.” Helen got up and grabbed some tissues. She cleaned up the cum still dripping from his softening cock. “It just makes me curious about how much you’ll have stored up after a whole week in chastity.”

“I don’t know if I could handle being locked for that long.”

“Stop complaining, and stop struggling,” Helen said as she started to put the cage back on his now flaccid member. “Just let me lock you up like the good little submissive you are.”

“Fuck,” Greg sighed. Still handcuffed to the bed and with his wife straddling him, there was nothing he could do to stop her. Instead he had to remain still so the cage could go on more easily. He didn’t want to risk it pinching his foreskin.

“Perfect.” Helen slid the lock back in and twisted the key, securing the cage back on. She marvelled at how small Greg’s cock had once again become. “It really does suit you. Don’t you agree?”

“I guess so.”

“Well, it doesn’t really matter what you think about it,” Helen said as she put the key back on the chain around her neck. “I own your locked little cock. And now I think about it, perhaps I’ll keep locked up for the rest of lockdown.”


Virtual Dominance

"Can you repeat that, John?" the company manager, Al, asked. I watched his mouth move a moment later, distractingly out of sync with his voice.

"I said the reports will be in by next Wednesday," I repeated, this time almost shouting at my screen. The twenty or so faces that stared back at me in their little boxes froze in various grotesquely distorted images. I waited, unsure if anyone had heard me this time around. If I lost connection again I might throw the monitor out the window. Working at home had its perks, but they couldn't make up for the awful broadband in my house.

"Okay that's great," Al finally responded. "What's your update Dominique?"

I leaned back in my chair, glad that the focus was no longer on me. I tuned out what was being said and scrolled through my phone. After a few weeks I thought I might have gotten used to working from home, but in reality it was terribly dull. There were more needless meetings, more time-wasting, and more scrutiny from our manager who hardly trusted us to work efficiently without him breathing down our necks.

"Anyone got any final points before we finish up?"

I turned my attention back to the virtual meeting, glad to hear it was nearly over. It was already after five. We had run over yet again.

"In that case you can all sign out," our manager said, evidently enjoy how he could hold us all online, waiting for his word to let us leave. "Have a good weekend."

One by one everyone signed off the videocall and I promptly followed. It was Friday evening. Finally time for a beer.

I stood up and rearranged my boxers. The only room in my house that had a halfway decent connection to the Wi-Fi was the cramped little spare bedroom in which I had never got round to installing curtains or blinds. As a result, the late afternoon sun warmed it up to a ridiculous degree and the stagnant summer air outside provided no ventilation through the open window. Fortunately, there was no one around to see me working in my underwear. There was no need to wear sweaty suit trousers; all I needed was a smart shirt on top to create an image of professionality for my colleagues. They all had no clue I was chilling in my boxers throughout our meetings.

I went to the kitchen to get a chilled beer then returned to my little office. As I sat down at my computer to shut down, I received an invite to join a new videocall. It was Dominique. What did she want? If it was anyone else I might have feigned innocence and pretended not to see her invite. It was outside of work hours, after all. Yet, while she had to report to Al, I had to report directly to Dominique. So it didn’t seem like I had much choice other than to answer her. But there was something else that compelled me, not just because she was my boss.

I wouldn't quite say I had a crush on her, but there was certainly something about her that had me offering to help her at any opportunity I could. Maybe it was just how she stood out in an office of mostly middle-aged careerists with nothing interesting to say unless they were discussing work. Being only a couple of years older than me, I couldn’t help but respect her for getting fast-tracked into a more senior position than others. Even if it did make me feel slightly inadequate and unaccomplished. If not for the fact that it risked making my office life awkward, and potentially breaking certain rules on office relationships, I would have asked her out a long time ago. But she didn't know that. So I was happy to play the role of helpful colleague to her.

"Hello, John," she said, sounding surprisingly severe.

"Hi Dominique, what's up?" I looked at her image fill the screen. It was the view I had missed most from being in the office.

Her pretty face was framed by glasses which highlighted her sparkling eyes. Her dark hair was pulled back in her usual, professional ponytail. And she had a blouse on, one which I knew was just about transparent enough to show the outline of a bra, if only I was with her in person. Under her desk I imagined her wearing one of her usual pencil skirts that hugged her ass so amazingly. But the image evaporated as I was thrown off by the stern look she was giving me.

"You've been a bad body haven't you," she said.

"Um, sorry?" I didn't know how to respond. Was this even a work call?

"I saw you in your boxers."

"What?"

"That's right," she said. "You didn't sign off from the meeting. When you stood up you gave mea lovely display of your lovely blue boxers."

What the fuck? How did she see? She got the colour right so she couldn't be lying. But I was sure I logged out. Maybe I . . . shit. I only minimised the group call! The host had ended it now, but I must have remained on the call up until that point.

"I'm so sorry Dominique." I didn't know what else to say. "Did anyone else see?"

"Lucky for you everyone had left before you stood up."

"Good, good." I breathed a sigh of relief. If it was only Dominique who noticed I might be in the clear.

"Oh don't bless your lucky stars yet," she retorted. "I took a lovely picture of you showing off your bulge." She showed me her phone screen, on which a photo proved her right. There was no denying it. That was me, standing in my boxers.

"Why did you take a picture?" I asked, panicked.

"I thought it might be funny to send Al. I'd love to see his reaction."

"Dominique, what the fuck?" My heart raced. "Don't do that."

"Oh? Why not?" She was smirking now. Somehow my panic was amusing her.

"Come on, Dominique. That's not funny. You know how he's like! He'd probably fire me if he saw that." I usually got on with Dominique. It helped that she was close to my age and always managed to be an understanding boss, allowing a sense of comradery to develop in the office. But she still had to do what Al said. And he could be a bastard sometimes.

"If you don't want to risk it, you'd better do what I say."

"What do you mean?" I started to realise she might be trying to blackmail me.

"I mean, if I tell you to stand up you will stand up. So do it."

She barked her command and I felt compelled to follow it. I sprung out of my seat and my chair rolled back.

"And there we are," she said, peering at me from behind her glasses. "Didn't bother putting anything on after the meeting?"

"I, err, no."

"Well, no need to put anything on now. Quite the opposite in fact. I want to see your cock."

My heart pounded at the sudden request. "Dominique, seriously? I can't. We can't. It's . . . unprofessional."

"How can you say that when you spend our meetings sat in your boxers? You've clearly thrown professionality out of the window already. But I suppose it's up to you. I do wonder what Al will say on Monday."

"Wait, no, okay."

I couldn't believe I was actually going to do it. I grabbed the waistband of my boxers and slowly lowered them. Somehow, knowing we were separated by a screen helped me to ignore the reality of my situation, that I was stripping in front of my boss.

But I still felt her eyes piercing me through the monitor. They watched intently as my trimmed hair was revealed. Then the base of my cock. And finally I pulled my boxers down completely and exposed the full length of my cock.

"Well well," she said, examining my member. "Is that all?"

"I, what?"

"I want to see how big you can get. Or do you need some help with that?"

I just stood there in only my shirt and watched as she rolled back in her chair. She stood up and I stared. Her long slim legs ran up to a small black thong. Nothing else helped to cover what lay beneath her underwear. Maybe this situation wasn’t all bad.

"I thought I'd try out your method of working from home," she said, slowly unbuttoning her blouse. "And I have to say it is much more comfortable like this."

I could only watch as she slowly revealed her body. Her black bra hid a pair of tits that I had never imagined I would see in person. She was amazingly busty for an otherwise slim figure. I couldn’t stop an erection developing as she stood there in her underwear.

"That's better," she said, looking at my hard cock and grinning. "Have you been dreaming of seeing me like this?"

"Yes." I couldn't help but tell the truth.

"Well enjoy the view while you can. Why don't you make the most of it and stroke yourself for me."

I didn't need telling twice. My cock was already desperate to be touched and it responded gratefully to the feel of my hand around it.

"Does that feel good?" Dominique asked me. She was sat back at her desk, hiding the lower half of her body but giving me a better view of her bra-clad tits.

"So good," I moaned in response, trying not to think too much about the fact that my boss was watching me masturbate.

"In that case why don't you stop. Stop!" She had to bark her command as I first hesitated, not wanting to stop my self-instilled pleasure. "Slap yourself in the face."

I paused for a moment but noticed her stern look and brought my hand to my face.

"Harder than that," she said. "I need to hear it."

I slapped my cheek harder, hearing the sound echo around the room as my face stung. I could see the red mark in my image on the screen.

"Better," Dominique said. "But you need to learn to follow my instructions without hesitation. And all of them. Otherwise we can terminate our little arrangement here. Understood?"

I nodded. "Yes."

"And while we're together like this, you had better call me Mistress. Okay?"

"Yes, Mistress," I replied, not wanting to get on her bad side. The evening hadn't gone as I'd expected, but I didn't care. I wanted to serve her.

"Then you had better show me how well you can follow my orders. Slap your balls."

"Dominique, that'll—"

"Quiet!" she yelled, enraged by my protest. "Do not argue. Just do as I say.”

I braced myself and tapped my balls, feeling them swing like a pendulum beneath my hard cock.

"That didn't look like it hurt very much," Dominique said. "Don't hold back. Slap them harder."

I did what she told me to do and brought my hand down in an arc to swat them, groaning out loud at the resulting discomfort that shot into my stomach.

"Good. Five more time."

Not wanting to disappoint her, I slapped my ball five times and didn't hold back. Each hard smack caused me to grunt in pain and by the fifth I was doubled over, having to hold onto my desk for balance.

"Very good," Dominique said. I could see her smiling at my self-induced pain. "I think you've deserved some stroking as a reward. Go on."

I stroked, still feeling the throb of discomfort pounding through my balls and stomach. The pleasure of my masturbation felt strangely different alongside that dull pain.

"Keep at that pace," Dominique ordered. "Do you want to go faster?"

"Yes, mistress," I said, enjoying being able to gaze at her tits while masturbating.

"Well tough. Stop stroking."

I reluctantly pulled back. For the second time, she had stopped me before I had a chance to properly get going. If she was intending to tease me, it was certainly working.

"Do you have any tape in the house?" she asked. "Duct tape, preferably."

"Yes, Mistress," I answered, feeling sure I had some around.

"Go get it. And be quick. I don't want your erection to be gone when you get back."

I quickly ran out the room and to my tool cupboard. Certain there was a roll of tape somewhere buried inside, I rummaged around. It maybe took a minute before I found a roll of duct tape and hurried to return to Dominique. But I stopped outside my office door, realising that my erection had subsided while my attention was on the frantic search. I decided to stroke myself, just enough to bring back a rush of blood to my cock. It didn't take long until I was fully hard again and I rushed back into the room to see Dominique still there waiting for me on my computer screen.

"I told you to be quick," she said, sounding disappointed. "Did you at least get the tape?"

"Yes, Mistress." I showed her the roll and stood back in position so my webcam framed my body.

"And you're still hard. Good. But did you have to stroke yourself to keep it up? Don't lie to me."

I looked at my feet sheepishly and nodded. "Yes, Mistress."

"I didn't say you could stroke. Give me ten slaps to your face as punishment."

I did as commanded, glad I didn't have to target my balls this time. I smacked my right cheek five times then did the same with my left. Having learnt not to hold back, I was left with a stinging heat to my face. My cheeks had turned a rosy-red.

"Don't disobey me again," Dominique said. "Are you wearing socks? Or did you remove those along with your trousers?"

"I am, Mistress." Despite the heat, I hadn't bothered removing my socks. My bare legs served to keep me sufficiently cool.

"Take one off," Dominique commanded.

I pulled one off my right foot, feeling how sweaty it had become just from me sitting in this stuffy room all day. But I didn't have any idea what she wanted to do with it.

"Now stuff it in your mouth."

She barked her order and I knew I couldn't hesitate. The smell of my used sock penetrated my nose as I brought it to my face. I must have visibly grimaced as I opened my mouth, because Dominique smirked at my response. I pushed the damp fabric in. It felt strangely rough and unpleasant, drying out my mouth. I was able to fit most of it in. The smell was less of a problem now that I could taste the saltiness of my sweat.

"Now get a piece of tape and put it over your mouth. I want to see you nicely gagged."

I ripped off a strip of duct tape and pressed it over my lips. It effectively held my sock in so I was unable to push it out with my tongue.

"How about a couple more strips?" Dominique pondered. "Make it really secure for me."

I did just that, placing two more pieces to make the gag harder to remove. I made sure they were longer strips so they could cover my mouth and jaw from between the bottom of each ear.

"Excellent. How does that feel?"

"Mmph mphmssh." I tested out the gag, finding it incredibly effective.

Dominique laughed. "You can just nod now. That's fine. I just don't want you arguing again. Got it?"

"Mmm." I nodded.

"Excellent. Now . . . what do you want to do?"

"Mmpphh," I played along with her teasing demands, not really knowing what I wanted. Only to please her.

"Well, slave, I don't care what you want. Understood? For now, just stroke for me. That's all you're good for I suppose."

I stroked, grateful for the chance to touch myself. My cock was still hard and desperate for it, and I couldn't help but groan at the pleasure of it.

"Oh you like do you?" Dominique asked. Her hands had disappeared under her desk. "Would you like it more if I joined you?"

I nodded, letting myself accelerate my strokes as I thought of what her fingers might be doing.

"The thing is, slave, seeing you there obeying my orders . . . it turns me on. More than you could imagine." Dominique leaned back in her chair. I could see her arm moving as she touched herself, masturbating just as I did. "Knowing that you will obey me even when I'm not there, that just makes it so much better for me. I mean, you live on the other side of the city from me, isn't that right? And you've so gladly given up your time to serve me even though you can only see my on your computer screen. Do you know why?"

I shook my head, gladly continuing to stroke.

"Because you think it'll all be worth something. As if your good behaviour has a promise of a reward." She ran a hand up her body, bringing it to her breasts. As she squeezed her bosom through her bra a burst of excitement ran through me. "You think you'll get something in return. Like seeing my body. Or like cumming. Is that right? Don't lie to me."

I nodded. I had to. She was completely right. The imagined picture of her naked body had occupied my mind not only since she had stripped off her work clothes, but long before. In the office, who could help but think of what lay beneath. And my orgasm . . . surely that was a given now? I would explode for her and she could bring herself to a climax fuelled by my obedience. And now my eyes were affixed more firmly on her as she brought her hands behind her back.

"So you'll want to see what's under here then," she said as she fiddled on the clasp. She unhooked her bra but held it in place. As my strokes sped up to a furious pace I could see the straps hanging loosely at her sides. "Well you've got pay for that reward. So stop stroking."

With a reluctance that seemed to shatter a sense of desire which dominated my entire body, I pulled my hand away from my aching cock. I held both arms at my side despite the seemingly magnetic pull of my yearning member. It was worth it, at least, for the sight that beheld me as Dominique removed her hand and let the bra drop to the floor. Her breasts seemed to occupy the entire rectangle of my computer screen. They were so round and smooth and voluptuous yet looked as if they defied the law of gravity. I cursed the limits of my broadband for letting them be displayed in anything other than a high-definition resolution. As I stared and admired her amazing tits my cock seemed to pulse and beg for my hand to return so it could truly experience the pleasure of the view.

"If not for your gag, slave, I think your jaw would be hanging open," Dominique said, laughing. "Is this torturous for you, finally getting to see these and not be able to stroke?"

I had to nod. She was absolutely right.

"Aww, poor slave," she purred, running her hands over her breasts and giving me a show. She squeezed and pinched. She pressed them together, creating a deep dark valley of cleavage. Then she lowered a hand down to her crotch, still hidden below the table. "See, I can masturbate as much as I want. And all you can do is watch. Fuck. Mmm. Do you know what would feel better than my fingers right now? Your tongue. Why don't you keep watching. Imagine kneeling before me and pleasuring my wet pussy with your mouth. And pinch your nipples while you do. Then maybe you can get some sort of stimulation while you watch and think about that."

My nipples were hard between my fingers as I pinched and pulled. Unable to stroke, or do anything else without her word, I was driven to playing with them as hard as I could. And seeing Dominique topless made it worth it.

"Mmmm," she purred. "I'm getting close, slave. I'm going to let you stroke, okay? But you will not cum unless I tell you. Understood? If you disobey me you'll have to prepare what you’ll say to Al on Monday."

I gladly stroked again, hard and fast. Seeing Dominique getting so worked up helped immensely. Her eyelids fluttered. Her chest rose with deep breaths. Her breasts seemed to swell and glisten with sweat.

"Fuuuck," she moaned. "Get close, slave. Get right on the edge of orgasm."

Seeing her so enveloped by pleasure threatened to make me cum immediately. She gazed at me from behind half-shut eyelids. She inhaled and exhaled with breaths that shook my body with ecstasy. I had to slow down and keep my strokes shallow, staying away from my sensitive head.

"Keep stroking. But do not cum yet."

She repeated her command and I obeyed, but it was excruciating. I had to reduce my strokes to their shortest and lightest capability. Every fibre of my body wanted to bring myself to climax. It wouldn't take much. Only to bring my hand another inch up to the head. Or just to speed up my strokes along my shaft. Or even just to tighten my grip ever so slightly. But no, I held back. I had to.

"Mmmmmm, yes." Dominique's arm was a blur on my screen. I knew I was close to whatever sensation she was feeling right now, but I didn't let myself falter. Her command was more important than my pleasure. "Fuuuck, I'm cumming," she screamed in a burst of orgasmic joy. Her moans echoed through my computer. Her head was tilted back. Her orgasm overtook her and all I could do was stay on the edge.

"Stop stroking, slave," she said once she finally recovered. "You've impressed me so far. Take off your gag. Rip it off – don't be gentle."

I grabbed the edge of the strip of tape, having to peel the end free with a fingernail, and pulled it off. The other strips didn't come off so easily, and I was left was a hot stinging sensation around my mouth when they were both off. I eagerly removed the sock that had been stuffed inside my mouth the entire time. It was soaked with my saliva and my mouth was left feeling dry. But it was a relief, at least. And I was glad to exercise my jaw.

"Do you still want to cum for me?" Dominique asked, still laying back limp in her chair.

"Yes, Mistress," I croaked.

"I'll let you, slave, but it will come with a price. For now, I won't tell you what that price is. But it's entirely up to you whether you take my deal."

"I want to cum, Mistress." I didn't care what the price was. My cock needed release.

"You'd better get stroking then," she commanded. "I haven't got all evening."

I stroked, encouraged by her words and the sight of her as she also resumed masturbating.

"You'll always be after me," she said. "So you get one orgasm while I'm on my second."

The pleasure was already nearly too much for me to bear. Within a few strokes I was once again near the edge.

"I'm gonna cum, mistress," I moaned, overwhelmed by the sight of her watching me intently as she fingered herself.

"You have permission to cum, slave," she gasped as her own pleasure began to take effect once more. "But catch your load in your other hand so it doesn't go all over your computer. Don't want to get sticky keys now do you?"

I couldn't hold back any longer. And after her permission there was no reason to. My cock grew thicker as the cum breached the floodgates. Despite her warning the first shot sprayed over my keyboard. I readjusted my aim and the rest of my load shot out in a few quick spurts that splattered into my palm. I had it cupped and waiting. A pool of my warm load filled it completely.

In my state of climax I had hardly noticed Dominique's own cries of pleasure. As I emptied the last of my load into my hand her moans shook my body with a new pleasure. That of submission.

"Good, slave, good," she panted, shuddering as her climax faded. "Now, a question of the cost."

I had forgotten about her offer. How could I pay for an orgasm?

"I know no better way than to eat the product of your pleasure," Dominique said, filling me with a sense of dread. "Don't you agree?"

"Mistress, I—"

"Silence, slave. I'd order you to put that gag back on but . . . well, that wouldn't work with what I'm asking. So do it. Now. Or I can go about sharing that lovely photo of you."

I looked at the white pool in my hand. Never before would I have considered eating it. But, for Dominique, how could I say no? Even in the clarity of my post-orgasm state, I wanted nothing more than to please her. My submission was all I needed to compel me to bring my cupped palm to my mouth, pour it in, and swallow. It went down surprisingly easy. It tasted, somehow, good. As if Dominique's commands would make anything seem satisfying. As I gulped down the final mouthful, I looked down at my empty palm and then over at Dominique who was smiling at me.

"Well well," she purred. "You've proven yourself to be quite the slave. For now, it might be best to keep this little arrangement of ours between the two of us. So I suppose you're safe from Al. But . . . you're not safe from me. How about we schedule another meeting in for Monday?"

I couldn't say no. Not out of fear of her sharing the photo, but out of a desire to please her unquestioningly. I looked at her gorgeous body and tried to cement the image of it in my mind as she began to get dressed. "Yes, Mistress."


Tied and Teased

"I'm bored." Amy slumped onto the sofa, falling gracelessly on top of her boyfriend who happened to already be there.

"Ouch!" Kyle exclaimed. The body laying over him was pushing his back against the arm of the sofa and the hard frame beneath the cushioning pressed painfully into his shoulder blade.

"Sorry," Amy sighed, letting him reposition before returning to lie flat on his recumbent figure. Her limbs hung over him and her chin rested against his heaving chest.

"It's okay."

"I'm just so bored."

"You said." Kyle pushed a lock of brown hair out of his girlfriend's face and looked into her sparkling green eyes.

"I know. I'm just really bored. Like, really really really bored."

"Want to watch a film?"

"We watched a film yesterday." Amy sounded exasperated as she rolled her eyes dramatically. "And we watched a film the night before. And the night before that. And, wait, no. We binged a whole bloody series that night."

"So?"

Amy glared at him then inhaled slowly, building up to a melodramatic outburst: "I can't take it anymore!"

Kyle pulled her up by the armpits to bring her face closer to him. "We can always do other stuff..." He kissed her, and for a moment their lips melded together in a wet and hot embrace.

"We did that this morning." Amy pulled away temporarily. Her hand stroked his face gently.

"We're allowed to do it more than once."

"I'm just tired," Amy said, contrary to the movements of her body which had begun to grind against Kyle's crotch. The erection poking through his jeans was less than subtle.

"What do you want to do then?" Kyle asked, trying not to focus on the feeling of her body pressing against his hard member.

"Just chill I guess."

"And do what, watch a film?"

"Hey, no." Amy poked his chest teasingly. "I just wanna, I don't know. Try something different."

"Like what?"

"Hmm."  Amy sat up and moved back off Kyle's crotch. She let her hands wander down the sides of his body. They lingered around his crotch, where the tent in his pants was plain as day. "Get this out," she said, tapping on the tight material.

"You don't need to tell me twice." Kyle, galvanised by her apparent change of mind, unbuckled his belt and pulled down his fly. Amy didn't get off him or give any leeway, so it was impossible to push his pants all the way down. Instead, he had to just pull his hard cock out so that the waistband of his underwear pressed up against his balls.

"Is this for me?" Amy took it in her hands, her fingers wrapping tight around it. She felt the blood pumping through the shaft as it grew bigger.

"It can be," Kyle sighed in response to the sensation of her cool skin on him.

Amy stroked it gently. "Hmm. Now that it's out and excited, what do you think we should do with it?"

"I have an idea of where it could go."

"Oh? Where?"

"Somewhere warm and tight. And wet. Or at least it will be if I have anything to say about it."

Amy grinned, considering it for a moment. Then she pursed her lips. Her hands loosened their grip, letting the hard cock flop onto Kyle's stomach. "Actually, I wanted to try something different. We've got all evening so may as well make the most of it."

"What are you thinking?" Kyle sat up, curious as to his girlfriend's plans.

"Remember that time last month?"

"What time?" Kyle looked at her inquisitively.

"You know...with the rope. You enjoyed that, didn't you?"

"Yeah. A lot."

"Good." Amy leaned forward and kissed him. "You trust me, right? Like properly trust me?"

"Of course I do. But, um, to do what?"

"Say if I tied you up and blindfolded you, would you trust me to be responsible?" Amy couldn't hide a shy grin.

Kyle gulped, but his throbbing cock gave away his true feelings towards the thought. "Fuck yes. Definitely."

"Then I have an idea. Get my massage table and bring it up here. I'll get everything else."

*****

Kyle pushed their coffee table to the side to make way for Amy's massage table which he had brought up from the basement. It had gone unused for a while, collecting dust since Amy had given up her side job as a masseuse. But now she had an idea of how to use it. And Kyle couldn't help but grin in excitement.

"Is it ready?" Amy called from upstairs.

"Just about." Kyle finished locking the legs in place. He grabbed the table and shook it hard, glad to see it was still just as secure and stable as he remembered.

"I'll just be a minute. Keep your eyes closed until I say."

Kyle shut his eyes and waited. He stood by the table. He could feel his cock stirring in anticipation. Then footsteps coming down the stairs had his ears prick.

"Take your clothes off." Amy's voice appeared surprisingly close. "But keep your eyes shut."

"What are you hiding from me?" Kyle asked, intrigued by her secrecy as he began to strip down to his underwear.

"You'll see, just be patient."

"You don't make it easy for me to be patient."

"Well take this off so we can hurry up." Amy tugged at her boyfriend's underwear.

"Okay okay." Kyle pulled them down and stood naked. He struggled to keep his eyes shut, eager to see what was in store for him. "Can I look yet?"

"Hmm, no." Amy giggled as she moved behind him. "Let me put this on you."

Kyle felt the soft material of a blindfold being placed over his eyes. "I'm starting to like this already."

"I have more things for you. Just you wait. Now lie down on the massage table."

"Make me," Kyle smirked.

Amy slapped him lightly on the face. "Hey! You wanted me to dominate you, so you'd better follow my orders. Okay?"

Kyle smiled at the serious tone of his girlfriend taking control. "Okay."

"And wipe that smile off your face!" She smacked him again, harder this time. "Go on. Get on the table. Lie on your back. Now."

Kyle lied flat on the table. The soft padding sunk and shifted and the metal frame squeaked as he got into position. But the table remained secure as he lied back, comfortable and relaxed in his darkness. The blindfold completely restricted his vision.

"Now hold still," Amy said. "I'm going to tie you down. Sound good?"

"Sounds very good."

Kyle felt soft leather straps start to be pulled over his ankles. Then one tightened over his chest. Another looped around his wrists. Each strap was attached to the table and cinched tighter, pinning Kyle down with only enough slack to allow him to move each limb an inch left or right.

"You're already so hard." Amy trailed a finger along the underside of Kyle's cock. It twitched at the touch. "I'm tempted to just jump on top of you and fuck you."

"Mmmm, please do," Kyle moaned, feeling a shiver run through his body in response to the light touch.

"The thing is, I'm genuinely worried that the table might collapse if I did that, and tonight isn't simply about fucking. Okay? And before we move on, do you want to see me?"

"Of course."

Amy removed Kyle's blindfold and stood beside him, allowing his gaze to take in the red lingerie she had put on. The bold colours of the bra and panties hugged her curvy figure perfectly and her newly applied makeup gave her an elegantly seductive visage.

"When did you buy that?" Kyle asked, having never seen the outfit before.

"A while ago. I wanted to save it for a special occasion. That may as well be now."

"It's stunning. You're stunning."

"Why thank you darling." Amy stroked his cock gently, as if rewarding him for the compliment. "But I'm not sure you'll appreciate it so much later."

"Why?"

"Because you're tied down now," Amy replied, tightening her grip. "You have nowhere to go. You are all mine. And I can imagine the sight of my body might start to drive you wild when you realise that you won't be fucking it tonight."

"Fuck, don't be so mean." Kyle's head dropped back as he felt the pleasure rising in his body, only to be shattered by a smack to his balls.

"You'd better learn to be more appreciative of me. I'm giving you attention. You hardly deserve that. So, do you want to behave for me and be a good little pet?"

"Yes. Okay."

"Good. Because I'm putting your blindfold back on."

The black material returned Kyle to darkness as Amy's hand withdrew from his cock, leaving it straining and throbbing for more.

"What are you going to do to me?" he asked. The extent of his helplessness had been fully realised as he tested his bonds to no avail. And Kyle had no idea what his girlfriend might have cooked up for him.

"Just sit tight," she said. "Or, err, lie tight. I'm going to get a couple more things."

Kyle listened to her leave the room. She padded around the kitchen. Then ran upstairs. A moment later her footsteps signalled her return. Something in her hands clinked around.

"What is that?" Kyle asked, tilting his neck to try and see under his blindfold.

"Hmm? What? Oh, nothing."

Amy kissed him to distract him. Her ploy was successful. Kyle gratefully received the warmth of her lips on his, and the feel of her fingers wrapping around his cock would have been a happy accompaniment if not for the fact that her hand felt as cold as ice.

"Aaaah," Kyle exhaled, his entire body clenching as she continued to grip him in the icy vice.

"What?" Amy laughed and removed her hand, only to place something even colder on Kyle's taut stomach.

"Is that an ice cube?" Kyle shivered.

"Yes it is. Now do me a favour and keep still. I don't want it to fall off."

Amy returned her hand to what Kyle now realised must be a bowl of ice cubes. She grabbed another and moved it over his body, holding it delicately between her finger and thumb as if she were a painter brushing smooth strokes across a canvas. The ice moved in curls over Kyle's skin. It twirled around the cube still sat precariously on his belly and which had begun to melt. Water dripped in lines down the sides of his stomach. Amy continued to wet his skin with her icy touch. She took it with long strokes down his legs. As it melted, the grip became less secure. Eventually, once there was just a small chip remaining, she placed it in his belly button where it slowly formed a pool.

"That's very cold," Kyle shivered again as the icy water drip all over him.

"What a surprise," Amy laughed again, taking out another cube. "Remember to keep still."

She softly placed it on the flat of his forehead and left it there.

"Do you want me to stroke you now?"

"Please," Kyle answered, careful not to tilt his head too much.

"Hmm, okay."

Amy gripped his cock, but only after chilling her hand again.

"Fuck," Kyle said.

"You said you wanted this?" Amy smirked as her icy fingers began to jerk his needy cock.

Kyle didn't respond. The discomfort wasn't enough to undermine the pleasure that he was so desperately craving. He just waited, embracing the cold grip and hoping that Amy's fingers would soon start to warm up. But she didn't relent. Nor did she provide him with any relief, as with her free hand she took another ice cube and pressed it against his balls which had pulled up into his body. The skin was tight as the ice melted slowly on them.

"Fuck, please stop!"

Amy pulled both hands away. "Aww, sorry. Was that painful?"

"Not too much."

"Let me kiss it better."

Amy leaned forward without warning and wrapped her lips around his red cock. He groaned as her mouth enveloped him. The sensation was strange. His shaft still felt freezing yet her tongue and gums were so pleasantly warm. He shivered, hardly noticing the ice cube fall off his forehead. The one on his stomach had long since melted. Amy continued to suck him as he swelled inside her mouth. All the discomfort from her previous torment soon faded. Kyle couldn't help but buck his hips as the blowjob drove him wild. Immediately, Amy pulled away.

"Someone's enjoying themselves too much," she said, before noticing the ice cube resting on the table beside his ear. "And you've dropped something! Naughty boy."

She slapped Kyle's balls and he grunted.

"Now I'm not sure if you should get your reward."

"Please, Amy."

She began to stroke him again. Warmth had returned to her fingers so Kyle moaned in pleasure.

"Like that?"

"Mmm, yes."

"Do you want to cum?"

"Fuck yes."

"Do you want to see me?"

"Yes."

"Hmm." Amy kept stroking. "Which would you prefer? To cum, or to be able to see me?"

Her question had Kyle pause. But as much as he wanted to release the load that had been building inside him, he knew which answer she wanted. And he was in no position to displease her.

"I want to see you," he answered.

Amy removed her hand from his cock and pulled his blindfold off. She smiled at him as his bleary eyes adjusted to the sight. His throbbing cock, having been so close to cumming, wasn't helped as he took in the view once again. Her tits looked especially amazing, and all Kyle wanted to do was reach out and grab them. But his wrists remained firmly bound to the table.

"You made the right choice," Amy said, running her hands over his chest and feeling it rise and fall with each breath. "I wasn't going to let you cum anyway."

"The sight of you nearly made me cum."

Amy pinched his nipple lightly. "Hey, stop trying to flatter me."

"Sorry."

"Do you like what you see then?" She twirled on the spot and bent over to show him her ass. Then, facing him, she fondled her tits teasingly, tugging on the straps of the bra and showing off the cleavage between her two breasts.

"So much."

"Good. But I hope you've seen enough because I'm putting your blindfold back on."

Before Kyle could complain his view returned to black.

"I've got one other thing for you," Amy said. "Then I'm just gonna have a bath."

"You're leaving me like this?"

"Well of course. We've got all evening. And besides, you'll have something to occupy your time."

She pushed something small and metal against the underside of Kyle's balls, then tied it with a loop of string around his shaft.

"What's that?"

"I thought that while I'm gone you can still have some sort of stimulation." She pressed a button and the item began to vibrate. "You get to use my bullet vibrator for a change. I don't need it anymore, not now I've got my new toy. Remember? The pink g-spot massager I ordered? It's waterproof so I'm gonna go relax and test it out. While I'm having fun, you just try and stay aroused for me. Okay?"

"I wish I could use your massager on you." Kyle tried to sweet talk his girlfriend, but she wasn't having any of it.

"Not tonight. You know what you've signed up for. Actually, take this." Amy leaned on the table as she did something. A moment later, she stuffed a material in Kyle's mouth. "I could leave you guessing as to what that is. But you may as well know, it's my panties."

"Mmmph."

"You were talking too much, you left me no choice!"

"Mph."

"Stop complaining." Amy tied the string tighter so the vibrator was pressed harder against his taint. "And you had better not cum while I'm gone. If you do, I might just leave you here overnight. Got it?"

Kyle nodded his head.

"Good. I don't know how long I'll be. That'll depend on how good my toy is. But just lie back and relax. I'll see you later."

Amy kissed Kyle on the cheek and left him alone. Tied and gagged in darkness, he could do nothing but feel the gentle vibrations purring through his hard shaft.

*****

Kyle listened to the sound of the running bath as he tried to distract himself from the stimulation between his legs. He didn't think it was enough to make him cum. Maybe if it was attached to his shaft. But after all the teasing he had endured he didn't want to embrace the pleasure too much. He couldn't risk being taken over the edge. The intense throbbing of his cock was enough to make him worry that it was still a possibility. And as Amy turned off the running water Kyle could hear and feel nothing but the subtle drone that drove him wild. Eventually the intensity started to subside. The constant vibrations became numbed. His cock softened despite the persistent stimulation.

Then his ears picked up a new sound. Dulled through the ceiling above him, Kyle was sure he could hear the reverberations of Amy's new toy. It whirred like a fan in a distant room. The power it had to been heard from this distance and through multiple walls had Kyle imagining how much pleasure it could be bringing his girlfriend. And as he pictured her, naked in the bathtub and with the massager pressed against her clit, his cock hardened once again.

For what seemed like an hour at least, Kyle remained bound to the table forced to listen to the distant vibrations. It did turn off occasionally, before inevitably returning. How much could Amy take? How many times had she been able to bring herself to orgasm? The more Kyle imagined it, the harder his cock became. He groaned into the panties stuffed in his mouth. He shifted as much as he could in his bonds. He could only submit to the early signs of an orgasm. The warmth that filled the base of his cock. The swell of his erection. Only after groaning and shuffling to no result but the squeaking of the table did Kyle realise that Amy's vibrator had been quiet for a while now. The sensation of his own orgasm also began to subside, partly forced by his own attempts to distract himself. His cock relaxed again and he waited, trying to think of anything but the wet drop of precum he could feel against his stomach.

"That better only be precum," Amy said, making Kyle jump as he hadn't heard her come downstairs. The vibrations had been too distracting.

"Mmmph." He nodded his head.

"Just teasing. I know you would have made a much bigger mess if you came." She ruffled his hair. "Good boy. I was wondering if you'd be able to hold it in. I know I wasn't. You'll be pleased to know that my new toy does its job well. Very well indeed."

She removed the panties from Kyle's mouth. "Good," he rasped.

"Guess how many times I came."

"I don't know."

Amy turned the bullet vibrator off and removed it, then began to stroke his cock which quickly grew to its full size. "I said guess."

"Um, four?"

"Um, no," Amy mocked, stroking absentmindedly. "More."

"Really? Ten?"

Amy laughed. "I'm not inhuman! It was six. And wow, each was better than the one before. I only stopped because the water was getting cold. And I was missing playing with your cock."

"It feels good," Kyle moaned.

"You think I don't know that?" Amy removed her hand. "Anyway, I'm quite satisfied now. I could happily leave you here."

"Please don't! I'm desperate!"

"Desperate for what?" Amy asked cheekily, her hand returning to pleasure him.

"To cum."

"Well you'd better shut up if you don't want my panties in your mouth again. You're starting to annoy me."

That immediately quietened Kyle, who couldn't risk losing his chance to cum.

"We've got all night," Amy said. "I don't want it to be all over as soon as you squirt your mess. I'm tempted to keep you like this anyway. All night. All of tomorrow. Maybe a few days. Would you like that?"

"I'm not—"

"I said be quiet!" Amy smacked his balls. "Just nod or shake your head. Seriously though, if I make you cum will you stay locked down for me? Just a bit longer. Like an hour or two. Tops. Maybe three. If you're getting uncomfortable I understand, but I love having control of you like this. Do you like the idea?"

Kyle nodded. He loved the idea. Although once the horniness had been drained from him he couldn't be sure the sentiment would still be true.

"Good. Maybe you deserve a reward for being such an eager and obedient little slave."

Amy removed Kyle's blindfold. He stared at her body. She was completely naked. It was a sight he was used to, but the surprise of it had his jaw agape as he eyes flitted over every curve. He stared at her pink pussy, which looked as if it had been immensely satisfied during Amy’s bath. Even her perky ass and tits were a welcome sight. And one that had his cock clenching as it nearly burst from excitement.

"Whoa there, not yet." Noticing the spike of pleasure, Amy stopped stroking. "I didn't expect that reaction! Do you prefer this or the lingerie?"

"This." Kyle relaxed again, his cock still throbbing as his eyes continued to wander over her.

Amy moved around the table so she was standing at the head. She leaned over, kissing Kyle's chest while her tits hung like pendulums over his face. Her nipples grazed his cheeks. He was able to take one in his mouth. Amy purred as he sucked and tugged at it. She let him as her hands pushed forward over his skin, across his chest and down his stomach towards his crotch. They both wrapped around his cock and stroked. They held him firmly. He groaned.

Amy worked both hands as if she was moulding his flesh, massaging it adeptly to work out all the built-up pressure. As she felt Kyle react to it, his body tensing up and his mouth falling open, she fondled his balls with one hand.

She stroked along the entire length of his shaft while feeling the balls between her fingers. As Kyle shifted his hips, trying to move them in time with her motions, she gripped him by the bottom of the shaft as she continued stroking. The ring of her thumb and index finger encircled him tightly, causing the blood to pulse harder through him.

Her tits remained hanging over Kyle's face, but he was too overwhelmed by the touch of her hands to pay them attention. He could only lie still, submissive to his bondage and his girlfriend whose hands were bringing him closer and closer to an orgasm which had been building up the entire time that he had been tied to the massage table.

"I want you to cum," Amy said. It was an order that flicked a switch in Kyle's body. Somehow all his pent-up energy just needed that simple command to be allowed a release. He groaned, eyes shut, as his body shook. He was a slave to the sensations that ensnared his engorged cock.

Amy stroked fast with both hands, not holding back. They enveloped every inch of his throbbing shaft and squeezed tightly as the cum shot out.

"Yes baby," Amy said. "Cum for me."

"Euurgghh."

Kyle couldn't stop the intense release from shaking his body with a fit of pleasure. His groans filled the house. His cock pulsed in waves. His body tried to break free from their bonds to respond to the climax but it couldn't. The cum just continued to shoot out. The white load sprayed over his stomach. He was covered by it, and Amy made sure to push every last drop out.

"Amazing," she said finally, stepping back and admiring the load. Kyle just gasped, trying to catch his breath. "I'd better clean you up."

Amy grabbed some paper towels and mopped up the mess.

"Are you okay?" she asked, noticing the silence from her boyfriend.

"Yes, just overwhelmed."

"Good. Because you've agreed to stay tied up for me. I'll leave you to recover for now. Then I hope you'll be ready for another round.


Sexually Distanced

Lexi scanned the street, trying to spot her Tinder date. What did he look like again? She checked her phone and pulled up his profile.

Chris. 24.

A childish grin smiled back at her. A ruffled mop of dirty blonde hair and green eyes. When she had swiped right on him a couple of days earlier, Lexi hadn’t been sure whether his slightly unkempt look was more off-putting or attractive. On one hand, he could be someone who didn't bother combing their hair or getting it cut regularly. And that might not be a good indicator for how he managed in other aspects of his life. On the other, it did give him a bit of a surfer vibe. She could get on board with that. As long as his body matched the vibe.

Lexi sighed and returned to stare down the street. She had been waiting ten minutes already, but not because Chris was late. Lexi had surprised even herself with how unbelievably eager she was to meet someone new. It had been weeks since recent events had allowed her out to do just that, so now that it was possible to grab a coffee again her dating life might finally undergo a revival. Even being able to use the opportunity to dress up nicely put Lexi in a good mood. She had chosen the red polka-dot dress that had been hanging in her wardrobe for months, desperate to displace the worry that it would go unworn for the rest of summer. And after so long being holed up at home, the simple process of doing her blonde hair nicely brought her a thrill of pleasure. She never would have expected to find so much joy in returning to such trivial aspects of her daily routine.

With so few people out and about compared to normal, it wasn't difficult to spot Chris strolling over to her from the other side of the street. Lexi squinted to check if it was him, then, realising that she was quite obviously glaring at him and he must have noticed, she blushed and looked down at her phone. He remained visible out of the corner of her eyes, eventually coming close enough that she could hear his strong steps tapping on the tiled ground.

"Hi, Lexi?" Chris asked, stopping two metres in front of her.

Lexi put her phone into her handbag, looked up, and smiled. "Hi Chris! Yes that's me. How are you?" She examined him, glad to see that her reservations could be put behind her. He did look just like his photos. But even better, it seemed. The slight distortions of the camera lens had evidently served to hide a natural charm that was now evident from the first smile he gave her in person.

"Great, thank you," Chris replied. "I hope you've not been waiting too long."

"Oh not at all, I just got here. Shall we get a coffee?"

They entered the cafe Lexi had been waiting outside of, still keeping their distance, and gave their orders to the masked barista behind the counter. They paid and took their coffees out, all the while keeping a level of casual chitchat going.

"Should we head to the park?" Lexi asked, carefully readjusting the lid of her disposable cup.

"Sounds good," Chris said. "I've been there many times in the last few weeks."

"Oh? Should we go somewhere different?" Lexi started to head towards the park.

"No no. Not at all. Its familiarity is quite comforting, I suppose."

As they wandered down the street and into the mostly deserted park, Lexi began to get a bit tired with all the small talk. Especially as it seemed to rehash all the conversations she had had with guys online over the last few weeks. How have you coped being stuck at home? What do you miss most? Have you started a new hobby? All these questions seemed to constitute an endless cycle of boring dialogues which Lexi was disappointed to be continuing with Chris.

"Have you met anyone from Tinder yet?" Lexi asked as they took a seat at a table in a picnic area, deciding to try and dig them out of their verbal roundabout. She was also careful to sit diagonally across from Chris, keeping as large a distance between them as she could. The entire park seemed mostly deserted and she was happy that they could talk freely without having to moderate their conversation.

"No," he said. "You're the first. With the easing of rules I’m sure more might come out of the woodwork. What about you?"

"Same here," Lexi replied with a hint of despair in her voice. It was partly from feeling sorry for herself. She would have loved to meet more guys. And hearing Chris’ possible self-admission to being a serial dater threw her off. "It's understandable I suppose. Not everyone wants to take a risk."

Chris cut in. "But even now people are reluctant. I don't really understand. I just want to get back into the world. You know?"

"Of course, but people need to be sensible. As much as I'd love to just head to a club and have fun, it’s important to think about what others might be going through."

Her comment got Chris' attention and he shuffled up the bench to sit directly in front of her. "Sure, sure…so what sort of fun do you miss having?"

Lexi leaned back slightly, wary of his proximity to her. But she couldn’t prevent her heart from throbbing in response to the smirk he gave her. Despite his dismissal of her concerns, it was so endearing, and alluring, and it took all she had to resist leaning over to kiss him. "Oh, just the usual. Drinking, dancing…one-night stands. That sort of thing." Her sudden rush of arousal gave Lexi no inhibitions to turn on her flirting game.

"Well," Chris hesitated, looking Lexi up and down and letting his eyes be drawn to the cleavage made visible by her low-cut summer dress. "I'm sure we could do all three of those back at my place."

Lexi, taken aback by his upfront suggestion and the earnestness of his tone, laughed. "I don't think that would be allowed if we can't stay at a distance…especially because I'm likely to trip and fall on you if we try to dance."

"I am serious though." Chris looked at her with raised eyebrows. "I'd say it's worth the risk."

Lexi didn't consider his offer for more than a moment. As much as she would have liked to jump in bed with him, it wouldn't be right. She was someone who could be plagued by guilt for the simplest things. Even picking up dropped change off the floor had her panicking that she had stolen from someone, and they might return at any moment to berate her. No, she decided. Her desperate pussy could wait. Public health would have to come first.

"I'm sorry if you've got your hopes up," Lexi said, noting the look of disappointment on his face. "But thanks for the offer."

Chris nodded slowly and sipped his coffee. As Lexi embraced the silence, she looked around and noticed how alone they were. An idea popped into her head.

"We can still do something," she said, subtly moving a hand down to her thighs.

"What's that?"

"A bit of fun." Lexi smirked and her lips parted in a silent moan. She shuffled in her seat and smiled, knowing that he still hadn't noticed what she was doing. "Look under the table."

With a furrowed brow, Chris leaned over. The first thing he noticed were the panties hanging around Lexi’s ankles, draped over her sandals. His eyes traced over the length of her long legs, which looked impossibly smooth and sun-kissed. But he forgot them immediately when he saw her thighs part to show her hand gently rubbing her very visible pussy.

"Fuck me," Chris exhaled, staring at the drops of moisture dripping from her pink lips.

"As much as I like the idea of that, we can't do it today," Lexi sighed as her fingers ran over the softly shaved skin and around her noticeable wetness. "But we can try and make up for that."

"Fuck." Chris was still in awe, and his neck was still craned to see under the bench despite the growing ache it was suffering from. "I want to be inside that."

"No," Lexi said more firmly. "If you really want a chance to fuck me, sometime in the future, you need to do what I tell you. Prove that you can follow some rules at least. Okay?"

"What do you mean?" A muffled voice from under the table replied.

"If I'm showing you this, you had better show me yours. Got it?"

Chris swivelled back up into view. His cock had grown within the confines of his jeans. But he was still well aware of being in a public space. He looked around but thankfully couldn't see anyone.

"We're fine." Lexi noticed his look of worry. "If you get it out for me…I'll show you something else.

She ran a hand over her breasts, tugging slightly at the material that kept them covered. Chris gulped. He stared as she teased him with glimpses of her flesh, while still denying him of a full view, and he knew that he had to do as she asked if he was going to see more. He unbuckled his belt, unbuttoned his jeans, and readjusted his hard cock. He had to pull down his underwear and pull up the shaft so its head could poke out the top. With a bit more work he brought his entire cock out into view, with his balls pushed up against the thick shaft by the elastic of his underwear.

It was Lexi's turn to look under the table. Still fingering herself gently, she smiled when she saw it.

"Fuck," she gasped. "How could you keep that contained?"

"You didn't make it easy," Chris replied, starting to stroke himself. There was a strange thrill to doing it out in the open. But he still had to keep checking over his shoulder.

"Enjoying the view?" Lexi said as she watched him staring off into the fields beside them.

Chris turned to her. "There's a view I'd much rather be seeing."

"Oh really?" Lexi smirked and fondled her tits through her dress. "What? These?"

Chris stared and nodded. He stroked faster, enjoying the feel of his cock in the gently cool summer air.

"You really want to see these?" She pinched her nipples through the thin material, making them hard.

"Fuck yes." Chris gazed at the outline of her nipples poking through the dress.

"Do something for me first then," Lexi purred, continuing to finger herself.

"Whatever you say."

"I want to watch you squeeze your balls."

Chris was surprised by the request, but if it meant seeing her tits he didn't care. As he kept masturbating, he handled his balls with his other hand.

Lexi had bent over to see. "Oh you can squeeze harder than that. Go on."

Chris squeezed, his fingers feeling the two balls under the loose skin. He put a bit of pressure on them without aiming to hurt himself.

"If you really want to see my tits you'll have to squeeze harder than that."

"But that'll hurt!"

"Exactly. A little bit of pain will make the pleasure a more worthy reward."

"Fuck, okay."

Chris squeezed harder, his hand completely encasing his balls. He put more pressure on them until the discomfort had him wincing.

"Harder," Lexi ordered, still watching intently.

Chris gripped them tighter. Why he felt so compelled to do so he didn't know. All he wanted was to see Lexi's tits. He squeezed and pulled on them. He groaned at the sensation that ripped through his stomach. The hand stroking his cock had all but stopped as he braced himself for the rising pain.

"Okay stop!" Lexi said, sitting up again and noticing the strain on his face.

Chris released his balls and sighed. The throbbing of his still erect cock matched the throbbing of pain pulsing through him.

"Think you deserve your reward now?"

"Yes please," Chris groaned, slowly stroking himself again to ease the pain.

Lexi smirked and teasingly ran a finger over the curve of her breasts, leading it into the deep cleavage between them. She tugged at the hem of her dress, pulling it down and revealing more of her braless tits. Then she pushed one sleeve off her shoulder, shortly followed by the other. The dress hung around her body. It was held up only by the curves of her breasts. As Chris stroked faster, enthralled by the slow striptease, Lexi smirked at him.

"Do you really want to see these?" she asked despite knowing what his answer would be.

"Yes," Chris responded, letting his hand run faster over his desperate cock.

"Then get right on the edge of cumming for me. I want you to explode as soon as you see these amazing tits."

"Fuck," Chris exhaled. He sped up, feeling every stroke grant him so much pleasure. His eyes were still firmly affixed on Lexi's tantalising chest. Her breasts were nearly fully visible already. The dress only just covered the top of her areolas. It wasn't long before Chris was a few strong strokes away from an incredible orgasm, helped by his imagination of what lay beneath. "I'm gonna cum."

"Shit. Someone's coming." Lexi suddenly whispered, looking into the distance behind Chris with a panicked expression.

"Fuck." Chris scrambled to stuff his leaking cock back into his pants. It ached as he had to push it back down then button his jeans up to secure it. When he looked around, with a flush of red burning his cheeks, he couldn't see anyone. "Wait, where?"

Lexi, who had continued to finger herself throughout his display of pure anxiety, grinned cheekily. "Maybe I didn't see anything after all…"

Chris tutted and shook his head. "Seriously? Why would you do that?"

"It was funny! Besides, I have an idea." She rearranged her dress and stood up, placing her panties on the table where they remained as she walked off. "Come with me. I'll show you."

*****

They took their coffee cups over to a bin then headed away from the picnic area. With his cock uncomfortably hard in his pants, Chris shuffled after Lexi who had veered off down a nature trail. He readjusted his jeans and tried to lessen the pressure on his cock while keeping an eye on her amazing behind. The skirt of her dress swished around with each step, showing a teasing hint of her bare ass.

"Where are we going?" Chris called after her.

"Somewhere a bit quieter."

Lexi strolled down the path, which became more and more enshrouded by trees, until she decided on her location of choice. She pushed into some loose bushes and hiked a bit of a distance off the trail. Following close behind, Chris was eager to keep up, imagining what might be in store for him.

"Take all your clothes off," Lexi ordered, having turned around at what she thought was an appropriate spot. They were completely surrounded my trees. They couldn't see more than a few metres in either direction, but that meant no one could see them either. Nevertheless, Chris was unsure about getting naked so out in the open.

"Are you sure?" he asked, coming to a stop two metres from her.

"Do I really need to ask again? If you do, I promise I'll take everything off. Just like you. How does that sound?"

Chris didn't need telling twice. He almost ripped off his shirt he was so eager to see her full body. His shoes and socks were then chucked off. His jeans and underwear came next, and once he was standing fully naked in the cool air his cock also rose to stand at attention.

"Excited are we?" Lexi said, noticing the hard shaft and wanting so desperately to feel it. She also smiled at the sight of his toned body, which fortunately matched her secret hopes. "Well, I guess promises are promises."

Lexi pushed off the straps of her dress and, without the same teasing as before, she simply let it drop onto the floor. Her blonde hair caught the sunlight and shimmered where it fell across her chest, marking the curves of her breasts with glimmers of gold. Her tits themselves appeared wonderfully buoyant in the glow of the day. Together they made the top of her torso look almost twice the width of her waist, and the hourglass figure had been completely hidden by the dress. Her small hard nipples that had before poked through the thin red fabric now became erect again in the open air. And when Lexi fondled her breasts, feeling an urge to seize them now they were free, she purred like someone unbelievably grateful for the touch.

"They're incredible," Chris said, letting himself stroke again as a way to fully appreciate the view.

"They are? Or me?"

"Oh, you, of course—"

"And who said you could start stroking?" Lexi glared at him while her hands continued to caress her body.

"Right, sorry." Chris stopped despite his cock throbbing for more attention.

"You wanted to break distancing rules so now you need to follow my rules. Got it? Just stand there and watch me."

Lexi moved one hand down to her pussy. It was still wet from her early fingering, and it welcomed the return of her touch. She slid her fingers in and out. She gasped as she began to fuck herself, feeling two fingers penetrate deep inside. Her other hand continued to grope her tits. It pressed them together, moulded them, pulled their perky nipples. Then it moved down her side and around the back. With a noise that dissipated into the rustling leaves she slapped her bare ass.

"Fuck," she groaned. "I wish I could spank you just like that. In fact, do it for me. Slap your ass."

Chris slapped it, creating a similar noise to the one Lexi had produced.

"Now the other cheek," she said. "Really make it burn."

The next smack stung more, but Chris found that it helped to instil life into his erection.

"Good. Now you may join me. Stroke."

"Thank you," Chris found himself having to say. The need to stroke was immense, and the satisfaction of wrapping his fingers around his cock again was all the greater because of Lexi's previously enforced prohibition.

"Do you still wish you could fuck me right now?" Lexi asked, using both hands now to pleasure herself. One stimulated her clit while the other delved deep inside.

"So fucking much," Chris replied, feeling like his hand was inadequate compared to what her hands were doing.

"Well tough. This is the best that you get right now. Just keep stroking. Imagine my pussy around your cock if that helps."

Chris stroked. It was all he could do. That, and watch as Lexi pleasured herself. The risk of being outdoors didn't matter to him. Instead, the pure and unfiltered sight of both of them masturbating in front of each other, completely naked and hiding nothing, reduced their inhibitions completely and gave them both a new rush of adrenaline. There was no reason to be ashamed. No reason to be scared. They could stroke and finger just as they liked.

"What would you do if you could touch me?" Lexi asked, her fingers sopping wet.

"Anything," Chris replied. "Everything. I'd fuck you so hard, that's for sure."

"Oh? I'd have to make you lick me out first. How does that sound?"

"I'd do it. I'd make you cum."

"You would have to make me cum. I might not fuck you if you couldn't. In fact, you would have to keep licking until I told you to stop. Maybe I'll decide you can have a reward after, I don't know, my fifth orgasm? How does that sound?"

"So fucking good. I'll do anything you say." Chris had accelerated his stroking to an intense pace, spurred on by the images that Lexi was painting. He also couldn't help but be absorbed by the sight of her wet pussy. It literally dripped as her fingers slid in and out. Drops of her juices pattered against the hard dry ground.

"You'd better," she said, feeling her orgasm approaching. "Because I want you to stop. Take your hands off!"

Chris tore his hands away. His cock twitched as he contracted his pelvic muscles, feeling on the edge of climax once more.

"Just watch me now," Lexi ordered.

Her hands worked in a flurry. Her eyes shut as pleasure took hold. Her back curled as she clenched her thighs together. The feel of her pussy reaching orgasm almost had Lexi toppling over.

"Fuuuuck," she gasped, furiously rubbing her clit.

The drops seeping out of her turned into a spray of juices. She squirted onto the leafy ground as she moaned uncontrollably.

"Oh my god," she said, fingering herself to the limit of her orgasm. Once she stopped and panted, recovering and realising what had happened, she looked at the dark earth in front of her. "Wow. I don't usually do that."

Chris didn't care. The display had made his cock throb angrily, desperate to experience what Lexi had just felt.

"Please can I stroke now," he asked, not caring that he had to resort to begging.

"Fine, but slowly." Despite her orgasm, Lexi could already sense the rising feeling of desire between legs once more. "You will cum on my command. And I want to watch."

"Thank you." Chris stroked, moaning in pleasure.

"Tell me, where would you want to cum? If you could fuck me right now." Lexi joined him with her soft whimpers, feeling her sensitive clit with her teasing fingers.

"I want to feel how tight your pussy is. I'd fill you up so much."

"Oh really? And what about if I jerked you off? Would you not want to cum on…my tits, say? And stroke faster now. Really enjoy it for me." Lexi began properly fingering herself again. The thought of his load shooting onto her was enough to build her arousal again. It didn't matter if she still felt slightly sore from the previous stimulation.

"Fuck yes." Chris stroked harder, encouraged by Lexi's own masturbating. "You don't know how full my balls I feel. I'd probably cum all over you if you touched me right now. Your tits…your face."

"Yeah imagine it for me. Imagine cumming all over my pretty face and get to the edge."

"Fuck. I'm already there."

"Stop then."

Chris forced his hand off again. He was becoming used to Lexi's edging. And for how worked-up he was getting, he was happy to do as she asked. In fact, he was beginning to worry about what might happen once he finally climaxed. All the blissful feelings that enveloped his body now would be drained away in an instant.

"I'm glad you're so compliant," Lexi said, biting her lip as her pussy began dripping again. "Good thing you can follow my rules, even if you're happy to break the governments. Why don't you pinch your nipples. Go on. Tug them hard."

Chris did as she said. He pinched his nipples with both hands, partially mirroring Lexi who was doing the same with one. Her other hand remained with its fingers buried between her wet pink lips.

"Do you want to stroke again?" she asked.

"Will you just make me edge again?" Chris was happy just providing stimulation to his nipples for now. He wasn't sure his cock could handle much more teasing. It might explode before he could stop himself.

"Don't worry." Lexi smirked. "I think you deserve your orgasm this time. Go on. Stroke."

Even as his fingers wrapped around his thick shaft, Chris felt himself getting close to the edge again.

"Fuck," he gasped. "I'm already so close."

"Just hold it right there," Lexi whimpered, her own fingers quickly rubbing herself. "I'm gonna cum with you."

Chris slowed down. His hand gripped tightly, moving so carefully over the length of his shaft. He gritted his teeth. Any faster and he would have burst.

"Mmmm," Lexi moaned. Her eyes were fixed on Chris' throbbing cock. Its head was red and bulging in his tight grip. He couldn't hold on much longer.

"Please," he pleaded. "Please can I cum now."

"Fuck. Yes." Lexi shuddered, her second orgasm about to force its way out of her. "Show me how much you've got. Cum for me!"

Chris stroked himself over the edge, his hand so tight around his shaft that the pressure seemed to explode out. His cock shot like a cannon. Cum spurted in long ropes, crossing the distance between him and Lexi and spraying her on the chest. She gasped as each shot splattered over her smooth skin. She gasped at the unexpectedness of it. And the feeling had her own orgasm release in a rush of energy which forced her to scream out loud: "Fuuuuuuck."

Chris' next pulses didn't reach so far. They sprayed all over the ground between him and Lexi and created bubbling pools of white. Slowly, they dripped off the layer of dried leaves and soaked into the soil. Some seeped into the ground that had already become dark from Lexi's juices.

"Well, fuck," Lexi said, breathing deeply and looking at the mess on her. Chris' load was dripping over her breasts. One string hanged from the end of a nipple and slowly drooled down towards the ground. "I think this counts as breaking the distancing rules! That wasn't very sanitary of you."

Chris stared at the results of his powerful orgasm, not feeling bad about getting some of his load on Lexi. In fact, he adored the sight of her standing there with the lines of white sliding off her tits.

"Sorry," he managed to say, despite feeling otherwise.

"Not to worry, I'm okay."

Lexi knelt down to rummage through her handbag, eventually pulling out a sanitising wipe. She cleaned herself off, making sure to get every last drop that had painted her chest and breasts, then stuffed the soiled cloth into a plastic bag to be disposed of later.

"You're very naughty," she said, grabbing her dress and putting it back on. "I should report you for breaking the rules."

"I didn't mean to," Chris said sheepishly, looking at the lines of cum shining on the ground, like a snail trail that led from his feet to hers. "It was hard enough keeping away from you. I wanted to be the one making you cum."

Lexi smirked. "I suppose I should take it as a compliment, seeing how much you had in store for me. And, well…you can still think of yourself as the reason for my orgasms. Being able to watch you and have you obey me…that did really turn me on. So, thanks for providing some entertainment at least."

"Are you going?" Chris asked, thrilled by what she had said but disappointed to see her begin to head back to the path.

"Yep, end of the date I'm afraid."

"Can I see you again?"

Lexi looked back and considered for a moment. "If it means you won't be taking other girls back to your place, I guess I could help to keep you satisfied."

Chris grinned as he watched her disappear into the undergrowth. He stared into the distance for a moment before remembering that he was still naked in public. After hurrying to put his clothes back on, he rushed back to the path and couldn’t see anyone around. Not even Lexi. Chris headed home, leaving behind the puddles of his cum to slowly dry on the cracked ground.


Undercover Dominatrix




Prologue

The man swung helplessly from the ropes that bound him to the ceiling. His naked body was contorted so he was forced into a hogtied position, his knees bent and his arms tied behind his back. He watched the floor move away from him as a mechanical pulley system hoisted him up until he was suspended at seven feet above the tiled floor. He was already drooling from the ring gag that held his mouth open.

"I don't think I've ever seen someone so vulnerable, don't you agree, Goddess Demeter?" A redhead stepped into his eyeline, her body encased in a tight purple latex catsuit that exaggerated every curve of her slim body.

"Oh, absolutely, Goddess Artemis," answered the blonde who came to stand by her partner's side. She was wearing a matching outfit, and despite the heeled boots that added some height she wasn't quite as tall as the redhead, though her incredibly voluptuous ass and tits made up for it.

"I could play with him all day if I wanted."

The bound man watched as the fiery-haired dominatrix, Artemis, stepped beneath him and slapped his cock which had been hanging limply from his body, pointing down to the floor. The strike was gentle, making him grunt quietly, but it did the job of sending a wave of arousal through him that was enough to make blood rush through to the shaft that she was examining like an antique in a museum.

"There we go," she said. "It doesn't take much to get him excited."

"I'm not surprised when he gets to watch the two of us have fun with him." The blonde, Demeter, joined her partner standing under him, but her hands reached up to a different part of his body. "Though he should learn that we're not just here for his pleasure."

She flicked both his nipples, making them hard, and then she pinched them, causing a groan of discomfort to echo out from his gagged mouth.

"Is that too painful for you?" she asked, pulling them unrelentingly.

"Mmmpphh," the man tried to answer.

"What's that, slave?" The blonde twisted his nipples, not giving him any mercy.

"Oh, don't be too harsh on him, Demeter," the redhead then interrupted.

"Hmm, fine."

The man sighed with relief as his nipples were finally given a break from the torture.

"Maybe he does deserve some pleasure to go along with that pain." Artemis reached up to his cock which had grown fully erect from the excitement of being dominated by the two gorgeous Goddesses. "Does that feel better?"

"Mmmmmm."

The man moaned as she began stroking him, her hand sliding smoothly up and down his hard shaft. She knew exactly how much pressure to apply, how tightly to grip him, and how fast to stroke to make him quiver with pleasure. Even in his restrictive bondage, his limbs shook in response to the extreme delight of her touch.

"He's getting so excited already," Demeter said, marvelling at the sight of his cock throbbing in Artemis' hand. "Fuck, it's turning me on so much. It's not fair that he's the only one who gets to feel good."

The man could only watch, looking down at the two women as he continued to be stroked, amazed at the sight of their beautiful latex-clad bodies. He was even more surprised, and thrilled, to see Demeter embrace Artemis. She touched her partner's breasts and ass. She kissed her neck. She even felt down between her legs. And all the while, the redhead didn't take her hand off the man's cock, nor did she slow down. But she moaned with pleasure as Demeter touched her, even though their outfits didn't allow access to where she really wanted to get touched.

"Are you trying to distract me, Demeter?" she asked, staring up at the cock but very much enjoying the attention she was receiving.

"Why would I do that?"

"I won't be able to keep stroking him if you continue with this."

"Oh, what a shame...but I'm sure he won't mind."

The two women kissed, and with the passionate embrace Artemis let her hand slip off the cock above them so she could return the favour and touch the busty blonde.

The man stared at their performance. His cock was throbbing, desperately wanting to be touched again, but the sight of the two women making out almost made the frustration worth it. The glossy purple latex made their ass cheek look so plump and inviting, especially as they grabbed each other's and squeezed. They almost began grinding together at one point, becoming so worked-up that they needed some stimulation, but they were able to keep their composure and soon turned their attention back to the man suspended above them.

"Mmm, did you enjoy that, slave?" Artemis asked him, grinning at his cock that was still twitching with excitement.

"Mmhmm." The man nodded.

"Would you like us to continue? Or...would you prefer I stroked you again?"

It seemed like an impossible choice for the man, who desperately wanted to have the best of both worlds.

"Stop teasing," Demeter then said. "I think he deserves both."

The blonde this time was the one to grab his cock and stroke, satiating his desires. She also turned to Artemis, put her arm around her waist, and pulled her close so that they could kiss again. His cock swelled in her hand as he watched.

The more she stroked and the more they kissed, the more the pleasure inside him grew. He moaned softly every time her palm swirled over the tip of his cock, and before too long he was drooling uncontrollably from the ring gag.

"Look at that," Demeter said, reaching out to catch a string of saliva as it dangled towards the floor. "Thank you, slave."

She coated his cock with the saliva, using it as a lube to stroke even more easily so as to increase the pleasure he was feeling.

"Fuck this." Artemis stepped away and out of sight for a moment. "He's not the only one who should be having fun."

She returned with a large wand vibrator. It buzzed loudly when she switched it on and placed the head against her crotch. Despite the latex, the vibrations did their magic and provided her pussy with incredible pleasure.

"Want to share?" Demeter asked, biting her lip at the thought of what the toy could do to her.

"Of course."

The redhead grinned and the two women resumed making out. With their bodies pressed together, Artemis held the vibrator between them. As they kissed they shared the sensations it sent rippling through the thin latex of their costumes. They grinded with more intent, knowing that nothing was going to stop them from getting what they desired.

Demeter kept one arm reaching up to stroke the man's cock. It was leaking precum now as he felt his orgasm growing nearer, encouraged by the crescendo of moans coming from beneath him. A drop gathered at the tip then fell down onto the bridge of Artemis' nose.

"Oh wow," she said, wiping it away with a finger. "Look at this."

"Gimme!" Demeter took the redhead's finger in her mouth and sucked the precum off, the taste heightening her pleasure. "Mmm, that tastes good. Fuck...I'm close. And it looks like he's about to cum."

"So am I," Artemis answered. "This vibrator is...wow...so powerful."

"He's going to burst right over us." Demeter grinned, looking up to see the cock pulsing in her hand. "Fuck...slave, do you want to cum?"

"Mmmhmmmm," the man moaned desperately, feeling himself approaching the edge as the blonde continued stroking.

He stared at the two women, watching their bodies writhing as they too neared orgasm. Every part of him needed to cum, to release everything that had been building inside him, and he saw his cock pulsing thicker than ever as it pointed down at the Goddesses and at last shot the first rope of cum over them.

It sprayed across their faces, white and hot. They had turned to look up at it, welcoming it all as their own shared climax struck them, thundering through their bodies from where the vibrator continued to buzz. Another shot of cum struck Demeter across the forehead. She laughed, both in amusement and from the extreme sensations overcoming her, and she directed his cock towards Artemis, who received another spray that hit her chin and splattered down the front of her latex catsuit.

More and more cum shot out, covering their faces then dripping down over their necks and curves of their breasts. The man was utterly spent, and when Demeter finally let go he could only let his head drop as he swung gently in his bondage, completely drained of energy.

"Fuuuuck," the blonde said at last. "That was incredible."

"I know." Artemis switched the vibrator off. "I can't believe I hadn't used this wand before."

"Me too. And look how much he enjoyed it."

"You've got some in your hair, Demeter."

"So have you!"

"Here, let me just..."

Artemis scooped some cum off her partner's forehead. Then she sucked it off her fingers and gave a moan of satisfaction.

"Mmm, yum."

"That's enough fun, Artemis," Demeter said, stepping out from under the man. "I reckon he wants to be let down now!"

Once the redhead had finished licking her fingers clean, she went to help the blonde with the mechanism. Together, the two Goddesses lowered the man to the floor then untied him. They removed his gag but he was too speechless after what he had witnessed and experienced that he just lay there trying to gather his strength.

"There's a shower through there," Demeter said to him, pointing to a door. "Thanks for visiting Club Olympus."

"Yes, and thank you for your cum," Artemis said. "You're welcome back any time."

The Goddesses strode off, leaving him to recuperate. When they walked down a corridor and were finally out of earshot, they laughed for a moment about how easy he had been to dominate before Artemis remembered something she had been wanting to tell her friend.

"Oh hey, I hear there's a new girl in the club interviewing for a place here."

"Another stripper?"

"No, silly, I mean as another Goddess."

"How exciting!" Demeter beamed, always thrilled about having someone else to join their ranks. "I do hope Madame Hera goes easy on her."

"You know just as well as I do that she won't."

"True...I wonder what name she'll get!"

"Actually, I recommended one to Hera: Goddess Athena."

"Athena..." Demeter thought about it and seemed to like the idea. "We've not had an Athena before. It's got a good ring to it."

"Exactly. But anyway..." Artemis quickened her pace as she saw a drop of cum drip from her hair and onto her chest. "Come on, Demi, I need a shower."


1. Dominant in Olympus


1. The Brief

"Come in, Lara."

The detective stepped into the dusty office and closed the door behind her. Swirls of dust were lit up by the shafts of light as they penetrated the battered blinds that did a poor job at blocking out the grim view of the grey city outside.

"Glad you could finally join us," her sergeant bellowed from behind his desk. His rotund belly heaved as he exhaled.

"Drug dealers won't arrest themselves," Lara answered as she pulled up a chair next to her partner, Jim, who was on time as usual. 

"They won't if you always arrive late to a deal," he joked, causing Lara to roll her eyes in exasperation before releasing her long dark hair from its hairband. Throughout her long shift it had become more and more messy as strands escaped the hold of her tight ponytail, so she was glad to get rid of the distraction.

"Enough," the sergeant barked at the two detectives sat across from him. "Petty street dealers are the least of your concern now. I've chosen you two for a new operation, so you'd better not make me regret my decision."

"I'm all ears, sir," Jim said. "My stack of paperwork was looking low anyway."

"What's the op?" Lara asked.

"First of all, our discussion does not leave this room." The sergeant leaned forward, his speckled grey hair and stubble highlighted by the dusty daylight. "Only the three of us and a few higher-ups are to know of it. Can I trust you both to keep your lips sealed?"

"Yes, sir," Lara and Jim said in unison.

"Good, because in a few weeks media-mogul Lorenzo Diamante will be attending a private party in the city, and we have reason to believe there will be a major deal going down. Drugs, money. Heaps of both. Or at least that’s what we hope."

"So you want us to bust in and arrest him and his cronies?" Lara crossed her arms and leaned back, enjoying the thought of putting Diamante in cuffs. For too long his smug face had been plastered on the news and across the internet as he grew his small business into a worldwide conglomerate. But the rumours of drug trafficking related to his faux philanthropy were the most horrific attribute of his. And now there was confirmation that they were true, it was about time that he was brought to justice.

"It won't be as simple as that," the sergeant said. "We'll need to do more than just arrest him. We need evidence of his entire operation, otherwise this'll all be a waste of time. So you'll both have to go undercover. Jim, you'll be a guest at the party."

"Sounds fun," he said, running a hand through his ever-messy hair. "I'll have to get my tux cleaned."

"And what about me?" Lara asked.

The sergeant looked at her. "Have you heard of Club Olympus?"

Lara shook her head but Jim answered, "The titty bar downtown?"

"Of course you'd know that," Lara interjected.

"Hey, I've never been."

"It's more than a strip club," the sergeant said. "They provide other services. Premium, exclusive stuff. Possibly illegal but we've never had enough dirt to bother with them. But from what we've found out, the party will be hosted by Club Olympus. And we need you on the inside." He gave Lara a serious look, and it took a moment for her to realise what he meant.

"Wait, you want me to go undercover as a stripper?"

"More than a stripper, I believe. Erm." He hastily looked down at a document on his desk. "More of a high-end escort. Providing services such as bondage, obedience training, something called CBT? The list is quite extensive."

Jim laughed. "You're going to be a dominatrix!"

"What!" Lara's eyes widened. "How can I be expected to do that? Sir, you can't be serious?"

"Sorry, Lara," the sergeant said. "I very much am."

"But why me?"

"Frankly, there's no one else in the department who has the, let's say, physical qualities that would make them convincing in the role."

"Take it as a compliment, Lara," Jim said. "He's saying you're the hottest one in the office."

"But, I..." Lara tried to protest. "What about Katie? She's hotter than me, and blonde! I know for a fact most of the other detectives would fuck her. I know I would."

The sergeant shook his head, all the while maintaining an unrelentingly straight face. "She's married, and has three kids. It wouldn't be right to ask her to be unfaithful."

"So because I'm single it's alright for me to fuck random guys just to maintain a cover?"

"Sounds like you won't just be fucking them," Jim laughed again.

"At the end of the day, it's up to you," the sergeant leaned back and kept his judicial gaze on Lara. "But this may be the only opportunity to catch Diamante. You'll only be undercover for a couple of weeks, a month max. You're a brilliant detective so I know you'll pull off the case. Diamante has gone unchecked for too long. His drug empire has led to the deaths of thousands. He profits off the most vulnerable and needy members of society. We need to put a stop to it."

Lara looked at the floor as she considered the proposition. She could spend the rest of her life catching petty thieves and drug addicts with no control of their lives, and the interminable cycle of depravity in the city would continue. Only through big takedowns of people like Diamante could real change be instigated. And if lives were on the line, there was no real decision. It was what she had her gun and badge for. It was what she had dedicated her entire life to: saving others.

"Okay," she said, looking at the two men. "I'll do it."


2. Infiltrating Olympus

Two weeks later and Lara was once again sat at a desk, this time across from her hopefully temporary new boss. 

After all of her documents, forged by a specialist in the police department, had been checked and approved by the front office staff in Club Olympus, getting an interview was easy. As it turned out, not many girls sought out applications for the role of professional dominatrix. While the strip club was well-known in the city, the other services it provided were not. The goings on involving the wealthiest members of society was more of an open secret. There was even a more discrete entrance for those clientele looking to stay away from the prying flashes of paparazzi.

So, when Lara strolled in one quiet morning and asked to apply to be a dominatrix, she was immediately given an application form. It was a plan devised between herself and Jim—be bold and upfront. And it worked. Her fake passport was taken for copying, she filled the form in, then she was invited up to be interviewed.

She was led through the club by one of the bouncers, a man who seemed to be three times wider and at least a foot taller than her. They passed through the main dancefloor where only a few girls twirled around stripper poles or strutted across the stage in what was no more than a skimpy two-piece bikini. A handful of patrons watched from the various seats around the room. Lara tried not to stare at the tits of one topless girl who was in the middle of giving a lap dance to a suited man. The entire scene was bathed in a soft golden light. Alabaster pillars supported the surrounding upper balconies with designs like those found in Ancient Greece. Lara realised that it was all part of a single theme, centred around the name of the club. The green palm leaves, recliners, and mosaic flooring were all extra details which contributed to this modern and hyper-sexual recreation of Mount Olympus. And if that was the intention, who were the gods?

Lara's question was answered when she was brought upstairs to a private office and introduced to Madame Hera.

"I run the day to day business around here," she said, beckoning away the bouncer and sitting behind her desk, before gesturing to Lara to take a seat. "Most of that comes down to managing the girls. And you want to join us do you?"

"That's right," Lara answered calmly, examining the Madame. 

She seemed almost ageless. Her composure and frame were that of a woman in her forties, perhaps, yet her skin was flawlessly youthful. Her hair, fairer than Lara's, was held up in an impossibly weaving series of plaits, and she wore a flowing deep purple dress that allowed only a modest view of her large breasts. She looked like royalty. And Lara felt increasingly intimidated as she sat across from the Madame. 

The undercover detective had opted to wear a tightly-fitted blouse, sheer only enough to show the outline of her bra, and a short black skirt. The choice had been difficult. She didn't know what strippers or dominatrixes wore to interviews. Her attire was at least professional while still indicating that she wasn't completely naive. It showed off her curves and her long legs which were thankful for the rest after walking up to the office in her heels.

"But I understand that you are not here to be a stripper," the Madame said, looking back with shrewd eyes. "May I ask how you came to know about our high-end services."

Lara regurgitated the story she had concocted with Jim: "I've been a professional dominatrix for the last three years. One of my clients mentioned your club, after having visited the city on a business trip. I can't give his name of course. My services are completely confidential. But anyway, I was intrigued. And I recently moved here for personal reasons. As I'm sure you can imagine, I had to sacrifice my client base in the move and it can be hard to build it up again from scratch. So when I remembered what Club Olympus provided, it seemed like a no-brainer." Lara had to hold back a sigh as she finished her rehearsed speech. But despite the relief, she couldn't tell whether the Madame was convinced. Her steely gaze had remained unflinching.

"Confidentiality is only second to pleasing our clients," the Madame said. "So I'm glad you have experience within the industry. Some of our other applicants are loose-lipped hookers or college girls who have only just found out they like handcuffing their boyfriends to bedposts. I have to say, you may have a position to fill in our little operation. We have an event coming up in a couple of weeks and we're a little short staffed. If you can start right away you'll have some time to get used to how things work around here. Does that sound fair?"

"Very."

"And you should understand that downstairs is for the rabble. The men who walked in for a cheap lap dance or, if they're lucky, a quick blowjob are not the same as the men who experience our services upstairs. In fact, the girls are different too. As a Goddess, you won't be mixing with the strippers. Understand?"

"Of course."

"Good. Back to confidentiality then. I don't know your name. And you will only ever know me as Madame Hera. The office staff have dealt with your records and given you the all clear, so that's all I need from them. From now on, whenever you are at the club or working for the club, you will go by a different name. How about...Goddess Athena? And just so it's clear, while you are a Goddess of this club you are not allowed to practice any other sex work or domination for money. We don't want clients recognising you. So, Goddess Athena, is that all clear?"

"Crystal."

"Good. Before we confirm your role, however, I need to know you're a worthwhile addition to the club and not just wasting my time." The Madame tapped a bell on her desk, one that wouldn't be out of place at a hotel reception. No less than a minute later, a young woman with fiery hair tapped at the door and walked in, wearing nothing but a bathrobe. "Ah, Artemis, this is Goddess Athena. Would you take her to the dressing room and have her ready to join you for your eleven o'clock."

"Of course, Madame." The redhead looked Lara up and down then gave her a half smile. "Am I showing her the ropes?"

"You shouldn't need to." Madame Hera looked at Lara. "She says she's well experienced. Introduce her to how the club works, but let her be the primary for your session. I'll inform the client that he'll be getting two Goddesses for no extra cost. Go on then. Unless you're having second doubts, Athena?"

"No, Madame." Lara stood up.

"Good. Then do a good job and don't make a fool of Artemis or the club. I'll speak with you when you're done."


3. Under Covers

"Have you been shown around already?" Artemis asked as she led Lara down a long corridor, the floor and walls a shining red and white granite.

"I got a look of downstairs earlier," the detective said as she noticed the flashes of flesh that indicated that her companion was most likely naked under her robe.

"We don't mingle with the girls downstairs, or the patrons. We have a separate entrance, actually, I'll show you that later."

"Is Artemis your real name?" Lara realised it could just as much be her actual name as her Goddess title.

"I'm Goddess Artemis," she said, smirking at Lara. "And you are Goddess Athena. We'll leave it at that. Come on, this is the dressing room."

Artemis a door into a wide open room lined with lockers and benches, almost like one used by a sports team. But along one wall were a series of chairs and vanities at which to apply makeup; one corner seemed to have a large shower area with next to no chance for privacy; and taking up another side of the room were a series of railings from which an assortment of clothes of all sizes, styles, and colours hanged.

"Do you need a shower first?" Artemis asked.

"Oh, um, no."

"Okay, you will after though. And, just to be clear, some clients are quite anal about their demands. In the future you might need to be clean for them. Are you shaved?"

"Yes." Lara had made sure to get herself completely groomed before going undercover. A couple of hours at a beautician’s had left her nails neatly done, her hair fresh and glossy, and her skin completely waxed and smooth, including around her crotch.

"Good. Assume that's the default and keep it that way. We only have one regular who actually asks for bush. Demeter was volunteered to cover that request thank god, I like feeling clean. Anyway, let's get into costume. I'll show you what to choose."

Artemis took Lara over to the racks of clothes and began to search through the myriad options.

"It's important to choose the right outfit to meet the client's desires. The guy we'll be seeing today is a regular. He's an easy one, actually. All he wants is some good old-fashioned bondage, bit of spanking. And, I guess most importantly, he wants to cum at the end. Overall, it's nothing compared to some of the guys we get. Here, take a look. These are the more classical dominatrix outfits. You choose one. I've already got my favourite."

Lara was almost mesmerised by the amount of shining latex on display. There were other colours on display further along, but today she would start off simple. Her fingers ran over the smooth material. She tried to imagine what would look best on her. Only when her fingers rested on the drawstrings of a corset did she feel drawn to a piece. She took it off the rail and placed it against her body, trying to imagine her torso fitting into it.

"Good," Artemis said, seemingly impressed by the choice. "It'll match mine, which isn't a bad thing. I'd say you just need some black underwear and boots and you'll be all set. We'd better get changed though so you need to hurry. Not long till curtain call."

Artemis loosened her robe and let it drop to the floor, amazing Lara by the display of her completely naked body. The dominatrix didn't seem phased about being naked in front of a stranger. Instead she started to dress herself in her chosen outfit. Lara had a hard time tearing her eyes away from her amazing breasts. The detective searched around for the other items that had been suggested to complete her look, then joined Artemis in the dressing area, which was no more than a few stools, coat hangers, and mirrors. 

As Lara stripped, she knew that any display of shyness wouldn't help convince anyone that she was a professional dominatrix. Instead, like Artemis, she had to embrace being naked in front of a stranger. Besides, very shortly she could be fucking a random man. Any inhibitions had to be banished.

"Looking good," Artemis said as she finished pulling up her thigh-high boots. They were red and shiny, just like her panties and corset. The outfit, as she had said, completely matched Lara's apart from the colour. And as Lara struggled to reach round the back of her own black corset, Artemis came to help. "Here, let me do that."

"Thanks. I'm used to slightly easier gear," the detective said, trying to embrace her undercover role.

"What sort of stuff do you usually wear?"

"Oh, um, a catsuit usually. It can be a tight fit, but at least it's only one piece." Lara felt her stomach compress as the corset was drawn tighter. 

"That's fair." Artemis huffed as she pulled again. "Okay, that ought to do it. Have a look in the mirror."

Lara examined herself, in awe at the unfamiliar sight. Her body had never before looked like this. Her breasts almost popped out over the top of the corset. They had never appeared this big. Her exposed thighs looked gorgeous in contrast to the dark boots below and the panties above. She had to admit, she loved the sight.

"Happy?" Artemis asked.

"Very."

"Artemis and Athena," the Madame's voice sounded from a before-unseen intercom. "Sparta room in five minutes."

"Shit," Artemis muttered. "I'm just gonna put some eyeliner on. Usually we'd spend a bit more time applying makeup but we need to hurry. You can do some now if you want, but I'd say you look good. It's better not to be excessive anyway."

She tottered over to a makeup table, leaving Lara to continue examining herself in the mirror as her nerves grew. Up until now, it had felt like a game of dress-up. But, now, that was all going to change. The operation was all down to how well she could perform.

In the preceding two weeks, Lara had tried to cram as much research in as she could. She almost felt like she was in college again, trying to rush the endless amount of revision before a crucial exam. But instead of reading academic books and studying past papers, her time was occupied by an endless stream of porn. And, where she found the audiovisual form limiting, she turned to smut. The abundance of videos and books she could find online was astounding. The range of kinks and fetishes she had never heard of before were bewildering. But, at the heart of it all, the endless portrayals of dominant women were, she thought, amazingly attractive. Whether they were dressed all in latex, wielded a whip like a professional, or held a man by his balls, Lara couldn't help but imagine herself in those positions. And despite technically being on the job as she trawled some of the filthiest parts of the internet, she had brought herself to orgasm more than any other two-week period in her life.

Yet she knew all those fictional and hyperbolised representations would do nothing to meet the reality of stepping into the thigh high latex boots of a real-life dominatrix. Or at least, she didn't think so. And in a few minutes she would find out.

"Ready to go?" Artemis called from the door, waking Lara from her daze.

"Yes, yes I am."

The two walked out into the corridor, Lara pacing a couple of steps behind Artemis.

"How long's the session?" the detective asked, trying to distract herself from the butterflies causing a frenzy in her stomach.

"Only an hour. Or maybe less if he cums before. He's not one who likes to stick around with the post-nut clarity, if you get what I mean."

"Right."

"Really, the club is a great place to be a dominatrix. Before their session with us the only person the client sees apart from the bouncers is the Madame. She discusses business with them, and money. She goes over their kinks, safeword, and all that stuff. Then tells us before we go in and start the session. So we have nothing to worry about apart from the performance."

As they rounded a corner, Madame Hera was waiting for them by a door.

"Hercules is still his safeword, Artemis, and nothing is different with his kinks," the Madame said. "So give Athena a guiding hand here and there, but remember that she needs to take charge too. Okay? He's all yours. Don't disappoint me."

She seemed to direct her last statement more at Lara, who gulped as she watched the Madame walk away.

"Ready?" Artemis said with her hand on the door.

Lara nodded, and followed her into the Sparta room.


4. Proving Her Worth

"Follow my lead," Artemis whispered as they strode into the room, their heeled boots echoing around the walls with each tap against the hard floor. "Someone's very lucky today, Mr Jenkins," she declared to the man sitting waiting for them.

There wasn't much in the room apart from a bed, on the end of which the client was perched. "Yes, Goddess," he replied.

"You're being visited by two Goddesses today," Artemis continued, standing a few feet in front of him. "And yet, you're already being disobedient. You do remember me, don't you slave?"

"Yes, Goddess Artemis."

"It's all well and good that you remembered my name, but you didn't seem to remember a little rule that we made last time."

The client looked at her for a moment, then after a realisation struck him he rushed off the bed and got onto his knees. "Sorry, Goddess."

"I told you to be waiting on your knees next time you saw me. At least you remembered with some prompting, but this isn't good enough. I might have let it slide, but...I'm not so sure Goddess Athena will be so easy on you. See, when I said that it's your lucky day, I made a mistake. Because now you've got to deal with the fury of my fellow Goddess. So, Athena, what do you think we should do with him?"

Lara stepped up next to Artemis and looked down at the man on his knees. He kept his gaze averted, staring blankly at the floor. The business suit he wore indicated that he had just come from work, or was perhaps just on a break, and he had the greying hairs of someone needing a distraction from their mid-life monotony.

"Strip, slave," Lara barked, not sure of what else she could ask of him. "I need you feeling vulnerable."

"Yes, Goddess," he said as he hurried to take off his clothes. His fingers fumbled at his shirt buttons, as if overcome by excitement.

"Good idea, Athena," Artemis said. "It will make spanking all the more painful. Why don't you go choose your favourite instrument while I keep an eye on him."

Lara followed her gesture towards a discrete cabinet at the side of the room. Inside was an assortment of bondage equipment and toys. What Lara assumed she was looking for was something to spank with. And her fingers were soon wrapping around the handle of a paddle, one which almost looked like it could be used for table tennis.

"Perfect," Artemis said as she returned. The client was completely naked and still on his knees. His cock, about five inches long, was already hard. "Stand up slave. We need to give your ass a punishment."

"Yes, Goddess." He got up, stretching out his naked body as he stood up straight.

"Keep your hands at your sides and take your punishment," Artemis ordered, before turning to Lara. "Athena, you know what to do. Count them out loud so he doesn't lose count."

"Of course, Artemis. I want to see him squirm."

Lara felt the words come naturally to her, just as the paddle in her hands felt as if it was where it belonged. Her fingers gripped its handle comfortably as she brought it up. She looked for a moment at the client's ass. White, large and exposed, it was right there waiting for her to punish it. In one large arc she aimed the paddle and brought it down upon his flesh.

"One," she said as the man grunted.

"He can take more than that," Artemis commented. "Can't you, slave?"

"Two." Lara struck again before he could respond. "Three."

"Look at his cock." Artemis ran a hand over it. "Throbbing even harder than before."

"Four. Five. Six."

"Maybe it deserves to be touched."

"Seven, eight."

"As long as his punishment continues."

"Nine. He's starting to turn red. Ten. I want his ass to burn." Lara couldn't help herself from goading him; she was consumed by her role as dominatrix. "Can you take ten more, slave? Eleven, twelve, thirteen!"

The client grunted as the spanking continued. Meanwhile, Artemis stroked his needy cock. Soon, the involuntary noises expelling from his mouth could no longer be put down to the pain or the pleasure but the combination of the two as his ass and his cock received more and more attention from the two Goddesses.

"Fourteen—silence slave, I don't want to hear your whinging—fifteen, sixteen." 

"You'd better listen to Athena, slave. You don't want to piss her off." Artemis strolled over to the cabinet then returned a moment later with a ball gag. "Perhaps this will help him behave."

The client let her gag him, and he was grateful for her hand to return to his cock while Lara continued to spank him.

"Seventeen. Eighteen. I like to see him silenced. Good slave. Nineteen. Twenty."

The client's hands, firmly at his sides, clenched hard as he endured his torture. When Lara paused, satisfied by the shade of red covering his ass, Artemis took her hand off his throbbing cock.

"I think that's enough of that," she said, watching it bouncing for more attention. "What should we do with him now, Athena?"

"Lie on the bed, slave. What do we have to bind him, Artemis?"

Artemis grinned at the suggestion and went to the cabinet while the client lay on the bed facing up.

"Let's tie him spread-eagle." Lara had seen the position countless times in the various media she had consumed, and now she was keen to try it out in real life.

Artemis returned with a bundle of chains and cuffs and passed some to Lara. "These will do the job. I'll take his feet; you do his hands."

"Spread your arms and legs," the detective ordered, examining the handcuffs she had been given.

The two dominatrixes bound the client limb by limb to the corners of the bed, while his hard cock indicated the enjoyment he was receiving from it.

"I think he's just about ready to explode. Athena, do you want to play with his cock this time?"

Lara crawled into the bed and straddled the client. "Oh I think I do. But he's not off the hook completely."

She slapped the hard cock in front of her. It bounced side to side then she slapped it again, causing the man beneath her to grunt. Her fingers tapped his balls and she felt his body squirming. Then she stroked his shaft, curious about the feel of the warm, hard cock. A few weeks ago Lara would never have dreamed of being in this position, controlling a man through sexual pleasure and pain. But now, looking down at his vulnerable body, the reactions on his face, and the pulses of his tortured cock, she wanted more of it.

And as Lara continued teasing the helpless client, Artemis moved in beside her. On her knees, she leaned over to Lara and began to kiss her neck. At first Lara flinched, not expecting the intimacy from her fellow domme, but as the warmth of the lips caressed her skin she began to embrace it.

"You can finish him when you want," Artemis whispered into Lara's ear, too quietly for the man to hear. "I'm going to get myself off. He likes when a girl does that in front of him."

As she sensually murmured, Artemis reached a hand down to her pussy, pulling down the red material of her panties so she could access it. Lara, meanwhile, had to ignore her own feeling of arousal. She continued to work on the client's cock while Artemis moaned in pleasure beside her. The detective stroked harder and faster until the unmistakable groans of a male voice on the verge of orgasm filled the room.

"Make him cum, Athena," Artemis purred as her own orgasm overwhelmed her. "After all his punishment he...ah...he deserves it."

But as the cock throbbed in Lara's hands, so close to releasing its load, she remembered something she had seen time and time again in her pornographic research. If she wanted to prove herself a worthy dominatrix, she had to take initiative. She had to take control. And why should her slave get everything he wants?

"You're a lucky slave, because I'm going to allow you to cum," Lara said as the cock clenched, about to shoot its load. "But you won't enjoy it."

She let go. Her hands drifted to her sides as she watched the fireworks. Artemis was too caught up in her own pleasure to notice the ruined orgasm taking place beside her. The cock bounced angrily, straining for more stimulation. Then it shot out a burst of cum. It continued to pulse, each time sending a string of white hot cum over the client's stomach. All the while he was moaning through the ball gag that filled his mouth. His arms and legs pulled against their bonds. He covered himself until his cock dropped limp and drained.

Lara smiled at the mess she made, then her heart sank as Artemis looked and realised what had happened.

"Athena...you..." she stammered, staring at the mess of cum and the client's look of agony on his gagged face.

"What did I—" Lara didn't know what had happened to change the mood, but her heart raced hard and her cheeks burned hot.

"Just, let me finish up. Go take a shower."

Lara climbed off the bed, feeling in a daze. What had she done? Nothing, surely. She had been told to make him cum, and that's what she did. Was it so bad that she had ruined him?

The detective left the room, not seeing what was taking place behind her. She drifted back to the dressing room, stripped her clothes off, and took a shower, trying to think about anything other than what trouble she might be in.


5. The Verdict

Despite the shower having no curtain or anything else to separate Lara from the rest of the room, she didn't care. No one else was around. She just let the warm water wash over her while completely unable to stop worrying about what might happen next. But, when the doors to the dressing room opened, Lara panicked and jumped out of the shower to grab a towel.

"Don't mind me, honey," the arrival said with a trill voice. The young blonde, short and buxom, strode across the room in her yoga pants and sports bra as if she was ready for a session in the gym. "Oh, you're the new girl, right?"

Lara wrapped the towel around her, trying to cover her tits and pussy. "Yes, I'm La—um, Athena. Hi."

"Hey, I’m Demeter." The Goddess began to strip down by the racks of clothes. "Did you just finish your first session?"

Lara nodded and, as she dried herself off, felt compelled to share her experience with Demeter. Despite having only just met her, Lara needed to go through what had happened and try to work out what she had done wrong.

"Oh, so you ruined Mr Jenkins?" Demeter said after having listened to her story intently. "That's, erm, did no one tell you to stick to the specific kinks listed by the client? I know he just likes a full orgasm at the end."

"I thought I'd make it a bit more interesting..."

"Aww honey. I'm sure it'll be okay. The hardest thing about this job is knowing how far off script you can go."

"Are you sure it'll be okay?" Lara went to change into her clothes and Demeter dressed into a complex set of blue lingerie.

"Well, it'll depend on what Hera says." She noticed the downtrodden look on the undercover detective's face and went over to hug her. "You'll be fine, honey."

"Thank you."

At that moment the Madame's voice appeared over the intercom. "Demeter to the Corinth room. Athena, to my office. Now."

"You'd better hurry," Demeter said, giving Lara a nervous smile that didn't help at all to ease her nerves. "You don't want to keep her waiting."

"Thank you, Demeter. I hope your session goes all right."

Demeter, looking amazing in her bright lingerie, walked with Lara out of the changing room. "You're very kind, honey, but this guy just likes being mummified while I sit on his face. Easiest job ever. I do hope I get to see you again."

The potential implication of Demeter's final statement sent another pang of worry through Lara, even as the short domme reached round for another hug. Caught off-guard, Lara returned the embrace then said goodbye. She watched Demeter's ass as she walked away. Then, taking a deep breath, she went to find her way to Madame Hera's office.

*****

"Athena, take a seat."

The Madame's greeting was no less icy than the first time Lara had met her. She was surprised, as she averted her gaze from the intense eyes of her new boss, to see Artemis sitting at the side of the room. She was still dressed in her red dominatrix outfit. Her arms were crossed and her face seemed to share the look of worry that Lara felt was visible upon her own.

"Do you know what you've done?" the Madame asked.

"No, I—" Lara didn't know where the sentence was leading, but she was still cut-off abruptly.

"I gave you explicit instructions. I told you the rules of this club. Meeting the express needs of our clients is of paramount importance. But, tell me, what did you do?"

"I made him cum, as I was told."

"There is a big difference, Athena, between a full orgasm and a ruined one. Artemis, did you ever tell her that Mr Jenkins likes ruined orgasms?"

The red-haired dominatrix, who had until this point been silent, answered with a shy shake of her head. "No, Madame."

"So, Athena, tell me why you did it?"

Lara felt herself blushing. It was like she was being told off by an old headmistress. "I thought it would make it more interesting. I thought he'd like something different."

"Well you thought wrong. Not only did you ruin his session with us, you ruined the trust he had in our club."

"I'm sorry, Madame." The shame that consumed Lara was intense. She felt ridiculous that she had gotten into this situation, and that she had likely gone and blown the operation because of her one little experiment.

"Apologies are not—" The phone on the Madame's desk rang and she answered it after a huff of annoyance. "Yes? … Yes. Okay." She put the receiver down. "Artemis, go to the waiting area and see what's going on. Then come back here straight away."

"Yes, Madame." She promptly got up and left, leaving Lara to sit there awkwardly.

"Mr Jenkins is still hanging around," the Madame told her. "Let's wait and see what compensation he wants. Then I'll decide what to do with you."

Lara gulped as she thought she saw a sly smile encroach on the Madame's thin lips. The two waited in silence. The detective dared not break it, lest she received more verbal reprimanding. Fortunately, Artemis returned not long after.

"Speak, girl," the Madame barked. "What did he say?"

"He, err," Artemis remained standing and looked between her boss and Lara, whose heart was thumping as she awaited the verdict. "He said he hadn't experienced that before—what Athena did—so he was quite shocked by it. But…he said that he's glad she helped him discover it, because he loved the feeling of her being in charge of his orgasms."

The Madame looked blankly at her while Lara absorbed what was being said.

"Oh, and he asked if he could have Athena for his session next week."

Artemis stood for a moment more, awkwardly, as she waited for her boss' next command.

The Madame seemed to be carefully contemplating what to say, and Lara held her breath until she did. "Go home, Athena. When I know what to make of this all, expect a call. I have your number."

"Yes, Madame. Thank you, Madame." Lara got up and went to leave, hearing the Madame's shrill voice ringing behind her.

"Don't you have a client to fuck, Artemis?"

"Yes, Madame. Sorry."

Artemis rushed out and tapped Lara's shoulder as they both headed down the corridor.

"Hey, I'm so sorry that all happened. I should have been more explicit about all the rules."

"Artemis, it's okay." Lara smiled at her, noticing a genuine look of regret on the dominatrix's face.

"I really hope you can keep working here. I did tell the Madame everything you did. The good stuff, I mean. You were so natural, commanding, you'd fit right in."

"Thank you."

"I really mean it. I'll try and keep putting a good word in for you, if the Madame will listen. We need more girls like you."

For the second time that day, Lara felt the arms of a dominatrix wrap around her in a hug. She was shocked but quite touched by the displays of warmth that these girls showed. She would be sad to never see them again.

"You'd better get to your session," Lara said, prying the redhead off her. "I don't want you getting in trouble because of me."

"Okay." Artemis smiled at her. "Thank you. I hope I'll see you soon."

Lara left her and managed to find her way to the back entrance Artemis had spoken about. A bouncer showed her the way, accompanying her down an elevator which led into an underground garage. Lara walked herself out past the sparse assortment of parked cars. The quality of some seemed good indicators as to which the club’s clients owned. Stepping onto the street and glad to be back in daylight, Lara went home.


6. Moving Up

Despite having only spent a couple of hours in Club Olympus, Lara was exhausted when she got back to her inner-city apartment. She slumped onto her bed, still wearing her slightly slutty interview attire, but was disturbed by a phone call. Was it Madame Hera already?"

"Hello?"

"Lara, where are you? What happened?" Jim's voice burst through her phone.

"I'm at home," Lara replied slightly groggily.

"You were meant to call when you were done. Did they invite you for an interview?"

Lara hadn't realised how little her partner knew. "Yes. I had it already. The Madame wanted to see me straight away."

"Really?! You've met the Madame already? How is she?"

"A bit of a bitch. She wanted to test me, too. Like, in a practical sense."

"Wait, are you saying you've already done a session? With a client?"

Lara sighed and replied in the affirmative, then dove in and told Jim everything that had happened with her potentially losing the job already. She glossed over some of the details relating to the actual session, despite his surprisingly strong fixation on what she had to do as a dominatrix.

"So now I'm just waiting for a call. I'm sorry, Jim, I might have blown the operation already."

"Hey, don't blame yourself. Sounds like you did great. You might still be in the clear."

"Let's hope so."

"Take the rest of the day off, Lara. Let me know as soon as this Madame calls you."

"I will do."

"I'm still working on a way to get myself into the party. So don't worry, we'll catch Diamante one way or another."

"I know. Bye, Jim."

"Bye, Lara."

*****

Lara awoke early the next morning to find a voicemail waiting for her on her phone. She played it, instantly recognising the tone of Madame Hera.

"Athena, one of the girls is ill and I need someone to cover her session today. Come in at midday, unless you're no longer interested in working with us. I'm giving you one more chance, Athena, so don't test me again."

Lara got out of bed, beaming. It was just what she wanted to hear. Another opportunity to prove herself. Another opportunity to slip back into a pair of leather boots and dominate a helpless victim. Whatever the session would involve, she was going to prove herself capable and remove any concern the Madame might have.

The detective remembered to call Jim back, who seemed a bit more reserved by her return to the club.

"I hope you're not being put in danger, Lara. I don't want this Madame to screw you over somehow."

"Jim, relax. It's the clients who are in danger of me." Lara smirked as she pictured herself spanking Mr Jenkin. "It's the most fun I've had at work for a while. I'll be fine."

She said goodbye and got herself ready, changing into her gym gear as she had witnessed Demeter do the day before. When she drove back to Club Olympus, she remembered the underground garage she had exited from, and when she entered it today she was let in by a pair of bouncers who knew to expect her. One accompanied her up the elevator and Lara made her way to the changing room. Inside, Artemis was relaxing on a couch, wearing sweatpants and a tank top. She looked up and beamed at Lara when she came in.

"Hey you!" she greeted cheerily, rushing up to hug her. "I was so happy when I heard you were coming back."

"Hi, Artemis. Do you know if the Madame wants to see me?"

"She told me to take care of you. I guess I'm like your tutor now, haha. Your session is at half twelve so you've got a bit of time. Come chill with me. I just finished a session. My next one's this afternoon so I thought I'd just wait around."

Artemis sat back down and made room for Lara.

"What was your session like today?" the detective asked, wanting to learn more about the range of services the Goddesses provided.

"Oh, where do I begin? This guy loves anal. Being pegged, that sort of thing. So, anyway, I was fucking him from behind and he was making these squeals like a pig. His dick was hard but flapping around. And as I'm ramming this strap-on into him over and over again, he suddenly starts to shake. Like his entire body. Then, guess what? He starts to cum! I hadn't even touched his dick, but he's just cumming all over the bed. And I didn't even realise at first. I couldn't see. But the sounds coming out of his mouth were crazy. Anyway, I'm all worn out by that. Hopefully the next sesh isn't too hard."

Lara intently paid attention to her story, loving every detail of it. "That's crazy!”

The two women sat chatting for a while, passing the time and getting to know each other better. Lara was careful not to give away too many details of her personal life. Though it was hard to hold back when Artemis was so charismatic. They were only interrupted when two new girls walked in.

They looked like they could be sisters. Both appeared exotically Mediterranean: tanned olive skin, perky tits, hair darker and thicker than Lara's. One was slightly taller than the other, and they both strolled over in matching cocktail dresses as if they had just been to a party.

"Is this the famous Goddess Athena?" the taller one said. "I'm Goddess Enyo. This is Goddess—"

"Eris," the other interrupted. "We heard what you did. What a naughty naughty girl."

"Hi," Lara greeted. "Has everyone heard what happened?"

"All the girls upstairs know," Enyo said.

"Secrets don't stay secret for long up in Olympus," Eris continued. "How was the pegging, Artemis?"

"Fine, thanks." Artemis didn't reply so enthusiastically. In fact, her smile was quite obviously strained.

"So, Athena, we hear you've got Mr Tyler." Enyo smirked with her arms crossed. 

"Shit," Artemis whispered.

Lara looked at her. "What is it?"

"He's a handful," Eris laughed. "But I'm sure you'll be great. You are a pro, after all."

"I'll explain before your session," Artemis reassured the now worried detective.

"No you won't." Enyo came over and pulled her up from the couch. "The Madame wants to see you."

"Really? Now?"

"Yes. Better hurry."

"Okay okay." Artemis was being ushered out the door but she managed to look back and give a final piece of advice for Lara: "Athena, wear something simple. You won't need it for long."

The door was slammed shut behind her and the two sultry girls returned to Lara with seductive smiles. Enyo sat on her left, Eris to her right. Their hands touched her back and her thighs, stroking the lycra of her gym pants.

"So, Athena," Eris purred in Lara's ear. "Want to have some fun? We love exploring with new girls."

"What do you mean?"

The two tanned girls leaned across and began making out right in front of Lara's face. Their hands slid further up her thighs. Despite this abruptness of their advances, she found herself getting turned on. But then she caught sight of the time.

"You ever had a girl eat you out?" Enyo asked. "What about two at the same time?"

As much as the thought could have had Lara submit to their offer, she knew she couldn't be late. Any excuse for Madame Hera to fire her had to be avoided.

"I really need to sort myself out before my session."

"Aww, please stay," Eris begged with a teasing, childish tone. "We'll make it so worth your while."

"I'm sorry." Lara managed to push their hands off her and stand up. "Maybe another time."

She was able to get to the clothes racks without any further distractions by the two girls, who had turned their attention to each other once Lara had rebuked them. Their mouths were clamped together with sloppy kisses, their hands groped the others' ass and breasts, and their moans of lust echoed through the room as Lara tried to focus on selecting an outfit.

She looked at the options, unsure of what to do considering Artemis' advice. What was so special about this client? Why was she expected to strip naked immediately for him? She thought of what Demeter had worn yesterday: her blue lingerie. It was quite a complex set, she remembered, but perhaps something simpler was an option. A strikingly red duo of bra and panties caught Lara's eye. When she stripped down, thankful to see Enyo and Eris still distracted on the couch, she found the lingerie fit her perfectly. Her tits were neatly encased in the lacy bra. Her ass looked great under the red stripe of the underwear.

"Athena, to the Mycenae room."

The Madame's voice announced through the intercom its short message, leaving Lara no time to second-guess her choice of attire. Barefoot, she went to leave the room but found herself being followed by the two other girls.

"Be firm with Mr Tyler," Enyo said.

"He's a strange one," Eris teased.

"What are his kinks? His limits?" Lara asked, getting slightly annoyed by them almost stepping on her heels. She reached the door labelled 'Mycenae' and paused outside.

"That would be a spoiler," Enyo smirked. "Madame wants to see what you can do with your famous experiments. So you're going in blind. Good luck!"

"And don't forget our offer," Eris winked. "We both want a taste of you."

Unperturbed by the suggestion, Lara turned away from them and opened the door.


7. Worship for a Goddess

Despite all her free time that morning, Lara had only been concerned about pleasing Madame Hera and making up for her mistake. What she hadn't done was mentally prepare herself for her second client. It was her first time on her own, too. So when she looked up from closing the door behind her and saw the man already kneeling on the floor, she was almost surprised to see him there waiting so attentively. His eyes met hers. She looked at him, surprised by his youth and the overall attractiveness of his stubbled face and muscular body, which was completely visible as he was only wearing boxers.

"Do not look at me, slave," Lara commanded once she realised that he was waiting for her to begin the session. "I am Goddess Athena. I'm glad to see you already on your knees and ready for me."

"I have been well-trained, Goddess," Mr Tyler answered, his eyes fixed on the floor.

Lara slowly approached him, trying to stall as she thought of what to do with him. Somehow, she had to work out his kinks and not cross his limits, while not just asking him directly. 

"May I ask who trained you?" Lara circled him slowly, observing his toned body.

"Goddess Nyx. She lets the other Goddesses play with me sometimes."

Nyx? Lara hadn't even heard of her before, which didn't help the situation. "Hmm, stand up. Let me get a good look at you."

The client stood up. He was a couple of inches taller than Lara, but she still felt dominant over him as he followed her command so obediently.

"Did Goddess Nyx train you to wait like that, on your knees and nearly naked?"

"Yes, Goddess."

Lara smirked at the bulge in his boxers, the result of his arousal. It was clear as day. All she wanted to do was grab it. And why shouldn't she? Her hand reached down and felt the bulge. It was hard. Not hard like an erection, but solid as metal. Lara hid her surprise at what lay beneath his underwear, and he remained unflinchingly looking at the floor.

"Take your boxers off. Show me it." 

As to what it was, Lara had a strong suspicion. And as the waistband was pulled down to reveal the shining steel of a chastity cage, she smiled at the sight of it. The solid tube of metal, only a couple of inches long, completely encased his cock. Only a glimpse of his tip was visible, and his balls hung loosely below. Chastity was one of the genres which fascinated Lara the most when she researched her dominatrix role. The idea that a man would willingly give up his chance for an orgasm and that a woman could so easily control his chance of release amazed her. And now she could be part of that fantasy.

"Is Goddess Nyx your keyholder?" she asked, remembering the terminology, her fingers feeling that warm metal.

"Yes, Goddess."

"Good. Because I'm not in the mood for making anyone cum today. What I can do is try to make your cock as hard as it can get in that cage. Does that sound like fun to you?"

"Yes, Goddess."

Lara kneeled. She didn't think it the most appropriate position for a dominatrix, but she wanted to tease him as much as possible. The thought excited her, knowing how torturous she could be to him. As her hand cupped his balls, she held out her tongue and licked them. Then she traced over the metal of his cage. The client must have been well-trained; he hardly squirmed an inch as Lara began to suck on his caged cock. Her lips wrapped around it, feeling how warm and thick the cage was. It was strange, being so smooth and short. She moaned gently as she sucked him. She smiled as she felt him shift slightly and the chastity device strained from his attempted erection.

"I wonder what I should do with you next," Lara mused as she stood up, satisfied by the visible discomfort on the client's face.

"I was told you would be my dessert."

"Excuse me?" Lara was baffled by his sudden comment.

"Goddess Enyo and Goddess Eris, I just ate with them. They said you would be dessert."

He indicated to the table set to the side of the room. On top of it: a can of whipped cream and a bottle of honey. Only then did Lara realise what the plastic sheets on the bed were for. 

"We'll indulge your little fantasy," she said, trying to think of what to do next. "As long as you continue to behave. Understood?"

"Yes, Goddess."

"Good. Now, how is your caged little cock feeling?"

"It's uncomfortable, Goddess. You made it so hard."

"So will it be too painful for you if I showed you my tits?"

Lara didn't wait for a response, she simply unclasped her bra and took it off in one smooth motion. Her perky breasts were set free. Her nipples were hard with arousal. She played with them as the client watched, staring at the smooth curves and bountiful flesh that looked so amazing in her hands.

"You are beautiful, Goddess."

Surprised by the compliment, Lara was thrown off-guard. "Oh? I—be quiet, slave. I don't want to hear anything else from you. Wait by the bed."

She went to fetch the honey and cream then brought them over to where the client was now waiting. Rather than tease him too much, she pulled off her panties then lay down on the plastic sheets covering the mattress. Completely naked and positioned beneath him, she was surprised how in control she still felt. The chastity cage was a visible reminder of her power. And the client's obedience as he was told to kneel between her legs did more to satisfy her dominant needs. His eyes were drawn to her exposed pussy in front of him.

"You'll only be allowed to touch me there if you continue to be good," Lara said, wielding the can of whipped cream in her hand. She shook it, then squirted a dollop on her taut stomach. "Eat it, slave. And be gentle."

The client bent forward, his hands either side of Lara for stability, and licked the cream. He took greater mouthfuls of it, consuming until he was sucking at Lara's skin. She shivered at the sensation. But something about it was exhilarating. And as his tongue lapped at her bellybutton, where some of the creamy whiteness had dropped into, she couldn't help a moan escape from her parted lips. But rather than wait for him to finish off the remaining smears, she squirted more cream onto herself. She circled her tits in two large spirals then finished the delicious artwork with a large dollop on each nipple.

"Continue, slave," she ordered, letting him move further up her body.

Before he finished, she took the honey and dribbled it in a golden lattice upon her body. Some dribbled down her sides. The rest was quickly lapped up. Her next squirts were aimed at her legs. The client had to shuffle backwards. He licked the long lines of honey up the smoothness of her legs. One side, then the next. Lara gasped as his tongue got closer to her pussy than it had before. The experience had turned her on to an unbelievable extent. She grabbed the cream again and pointed the nozzle between her legs.

"Eat it."

The slave, more voraciously than before, dove into the whiteness and lapped it up. His tongue was soon poking into the crevices of Lara's sensitive pussy. He was finding every last bit of cream, and all the while she was moaning in pleasure. She couldn't even tell if there was any left. But she didn't care. She put a hand on the back on the client's head and forced him in deeper. After all this anticipation, she needed him to pleasure her. Seeing Artemis masturbate the day before, then being propositioned by Enyo and Eris, had built up a need inside Lara which she hadn't realised until she felt the man's tongue on her. And inside her.

Her legs wrapped around his back, trapping him. His jaw worked hard. His tongue targeted her clit. Lara was frozen in ecstasy as her orgasm quite suddenly overwhelmed her body and she released all her tensions. The plastic sheets crinkled beneath her. The muscles in her legs loosened. The client came up to breathe, a smile on his face from his success.

"Slave!"

A voice barked from across the room. The client jumped off the bed and fell to his knees. Lara nearly did the same, feeling as if the word had been directed at her.

"Goddess Athena, has he been well behaved?"

Lara looked at the woman who had entered without being noticed, and who she was sure she hadn't seen before. The tall blonde looked like an intimidating figure. Her hair was held in a tight ponytail, and her body was encased in the black latex of a tight catsuit. It all made Lara feel more naked than she physically was. With messy hair and skin sticky with cream and honey, the detective was still recovering from her orgasm. 

"I—yes. Very well behaved."

"Good. Did you enjoy your dessert, slave?"

"Yes, Goddess Nyx," the man on his knees said.

The blonde walked over to Lara, her high-heels passing inches from the client. "You can go clean up," she whispered. "I'll take over the session with him."

Lara just nodded, feeling violated by the penetrating blue eyes that scanned her naked body. She hurried out of the room, forgetting the bra and panties still on the floor, and practically ran to the shower.


8. Perks of the Job

Eris and Enyo were still hanging around when Lara barged in. They watched as she ignored them, instead making straight for the shower. Her tits bounced as she waddled through the dressing room. A string of honey drooled down from one of her nipples.

The warm water was a welcoming sensation. She let it wash over her, not caring about getting her hair soaked. Her hands rubbed her wet skin. The cream washed off easily; the honey needed some scrubbing. But before she could pay attention to that, she felt two more pairs of hands on her.

"How was Mr Jenkins?" Enyo purred, wrapping her hands around Lara's waist.

"Looks like he had a delicious time." Eris' hands moved up to Lara's tits.

The two girls had stripped down without the detective realising, and now they flanked her, letting the water splash onto their tits.

"He enjoyed eating out, but I enjoyed it more." Lara's reply was impromptu: something inside her had stirred, perhaps awoken by the client's tongue as it brought her to orgasm. Whereas before she would have turned down the two girls' advances, she now embraced them. 

"It's a rite of passage," Enyo said, squeezing Lara's ass. "Nyx gets all the fun being his keyholder, and all us other girls have to entertain his other fantasies. But it sounds like you made a way to enjoy yourself."

Eris moved her hands around her thighs. "Why don't we show you some more perks of the club?"

Lara gasped as her pussy received the exploring, pleasuring hands. "Girls, I—"

"Shhh." Enyo kissed her, shutting her up easily.

Lara shut her eyes. The soothing embrace of the water merged with the gentle hands and lips of the two girls. Even as Eris pressed her mouth against her pussy, the sensation was both delicate and passionate. It was nothing like Mr Jenkins' attempt. And every kiss, every lick, every suck made her knees quiver, her heart race, her pleasure rise. Lara didn't know what to do with her hands. She just ran her fingers through Eris' hair. And as Enyo brought her lips away to instead focus on Lara's tits, the detective leaned back against the wall, utterly consumed by the attention these two girls were giving her. 

As their pleasuring hands and tongues continued, Lara's orgasm rose towards a brink of explosion that shook her body and had the rest of the room turn invisible. Her attention was on nothing but her climax. It grew and grew. Warm like the steamy shroud that covered her from the shower. And in one almighty shudder it burst forth. She cried out, unintelligibly. The warmth pushed out from deep inside.

Slowly, her eyes opened and light returned. Enyo and Eris had already grabbed towels and were drying themselves when Lara remembered where she was. The dressing room was still empty, fortunately. She shuddered at the thought of the Madame walking in a few moments ago. Was this sort of thing even allowed? Lara didn't know.

"I hope you enjoyed that," Enyo said as she pulled her dress on.

"A proper welcome to Club Olympus." Eris winked, sliding her shoes on.

The two girls waved goodbye as Lara finally got out of the shower, her heartbeat only just returning to a normal rate.

*****

Artemis found Lara as the detective finished getting changed. The redhead walked in naked, her tits covered in cum, and hurried to the shower. 

"How was Mr Jenkins?" she asked, washing the stickiness off her.

"Not as bad as he was made out to be." Lara came over to her so they didn't need to shout over the sound of the shower.

"He's okay, but a bit of a shock if you're going in blind. And I'm sorry about Enyo and Eris. I hope they didn't harass you too much. They can be more of a handful than most of our clients."

Lara smirked, deciding not to tell the redhead about what happened. "They weren't that bad. Just...quite upfront. Are they, um, related?"

Artemis shook her head and laughed. "We jokingly call them the twins, but no they're not related. Well, not as far as us girls know. But they are an inseparable package. They do all sessions together. For the rest of us that's a rarer treat, doubling up, but I always enjoy it. My session with you was fun."

Lara smiled at Artemis and studied her pale body. Her hair had turned a dark, deep crimson as it became soaked through. The water rushed in fountains over her tits. Drips speckled her round ass. Lara had to try hard to resist reaching out and grabbing it.

"Do you fancy a few drinks tonight?" Artemis asked, noticing the wandering eyes on her body. "Me and Demy are going out to a bar."

"Demy?"

"Oh, Demeter. Have you met her?"

Lara remembered the short, cheery blonde. "Yeah, I met her yesterday."

"She's the only other girl I'm close to," Artemis said as she grabbed a towel and stepped out of the shower. "Which is ridiculous, considering I still don't know her real name. We don't want to risk breaking our contract with the club. The Madame would have a right fit if we knew each other as anything other than Goddesses. But I'm sure even Goddesses enjoying getting drunk once in a while, so as long as we keep our Goddess names I'm sure we're fine. Anyway, I'd love for you to come along."

"I'd love that too, Artemis." 

Lara caught herself beaming with joy. The last thing she had expected to gain from her undercover mission was a new friend. Maybe this would help her to enjoy herself more throughout her role as a dominatrix. And, frankly, she felt like she needed a drink or two after these first couple of days.

"Oh, and you can call me Artie."

"Okay, Artie."

*****

The Goddesses chatted and laughed a while until Madame Hera burst into the dressing room without warning wearing a flowing white dress.

"Artemis, do you have another session today?"

"No, Madame."

"Then go home and get some rest. You've got Mr Anders tomorrow at nine and Mr Malek at eleven. Go on."

"I'll message you the name of the bar," the redhead whispered to Lara before scurrying out the door.

"Athena, Goddess Nyx told me about your session."

Lara stood up, awaiting the feedback. But rather than critique or praise, the Madam skipped past that stage.

"You'll be contracted as a Goddess, now, just like the others." She passed over a document and a pen. "I expect this to be signed by tomorrow. Return it to me in the morning, then you can be put on rotation and I'll have a timetable for you. Everything clear?"

Lara smiled. Against all odds, she had been successful. Everything was going smoothly. "Yes, Madame."


9. Not the Final Climax

For nearly two weeks, Lara was consumed by the dominatrix lifestyle. Every day she went into a new session with a grin on her face. Her heart fluttered as she thought of all the excitement of the next hour and all the ways she might enforce her control over a man. And not only were these sessions filled with excitement, her life outside the club had been revitalised. Since her drinks with Artemis and Demeter, at which the three Goddesses preceded to get utterly smashed and were thrown out of at least two bars (Lara's memory was hazy as to a potential third), her friendship had developed with both of them and they preceded to meet up a few more times outside of Club Olympus. Their discussions were filled with gossip of their strangest sessions and weirdest clients. They were able to let loose about Madame Hera and all their gripes towards her. The other Goddesses were often subjects of their jokes, particularly Enyo and Eris who continued their teasing. Lara kept her encounter in the shower with them a secret, but she had a suspicion that the twins must have had their share of fun with the other girls at one point or another, Artemis and Demeter included.

And throughout all that, Lara kept in regular contact with Jim, who had continued to stake out and research the club and its links to Diamante's criminal empire.

"There haven't been many developments," he said over the phone on the evening before the party. "But everything will come down to what happens tomorrow. We need to get some dirt on him. As long as your cover is secure, I have confidence that we'll nab him for good."

"My cover is more than good. I'm actually enjoying it, Jim. And the compensation is great."

"You're still being paid for it?"

"Ooh yeah. I don't handle the money, but you wouldn't believe how much gets transferred to me at the end of each session.”

"Yes, well, you better not spend it. That'll soon be property of the government."

"I know, but if the cut I get is only a fraction of what some of these clients pay towards the club, the place must be getting tens of thousands every night. If not hundreds."

"Keep your records clean. It'll be a good paper trail for us to use when we want to seize Diamante's assets. Have you seen anything else going on? Anything dodgy?" A hint of concern was clear in Jim's voice.

"Not that I can see. The girls all seem cool with their work. The pay’s good. They're treated well. No reason for them to complain. And the clients are never in a position to put up a fuss anyway. Everything is pre-approved by the Madame too. I just follow the kinks I'm told to satisfy."

"Good, I suppose. Look, I need to go. My cover for the party is all sorted so I suppose I'll see you in there tomorrow."

"I'll look out for you. See ya, Jim."

*****

On the day of the party, Lara had only one session. She had her client mummified on the floor, an operation that had taken much longer than expected, and she stood over him like the Goddess she felt she was. Although naked—as he had requested—she was much less vulnerable than him. His body was completely encased by a layer of plastic wrap under a sealing cover of black tape. He was completely enveloped by it, apart from his cock. His face had enough holes to breathe through his nose, but his eyes were covered and his mouth taped shut. Even his ears were sealed, preventing little more than a muffled sound as Lara padded around him.

Throughout the mummification process, the client's cock had remained erect. Lara had deftly left it untouched. Putting him in bondage came first before the teasing. Now, after a few minutes where he remained helpless on the floor, it hung limp on the black tape. The soft, pink appendage stood out so clearly against the dark, shining material.

Lara looked at it, wondering what to do next. As much as she found this particular kink fascinating, she felt that it left her very little to do. The only thing to pay any attention to was his cock. And so that was what she did.

She knelt beside him and ran a finger over the soft flesh. It stirred almost immediately. Her index finger trailed over it again, from the bottom of the shaft to the tip, then lifted off. She repeated this a few times, each one causing the cock to swell more and more. With every touch, it tried to lift up and follow her finger as it moved off again. Soon, the six inches stood fully erect and ready for more teasing. So, Lara sat back and laughed.

She waited a moment, knowing there was no rush. She played with her dark hair, twirling it around and letting it fall over her breasts. She even played with her pussy, gently examining herself and masturbating only enough to build her excitement.

After a few minutes the erection began to subside. Before it could lose too much blood, Lara stretched her legs out and ran her feet over it. The shaft returned to life. Lara gave it a teasing footjob. She stroked it for just a moment before letting it drop from her curled toes. Then she grasped it again. Endlessly she repeated this cycle, never letting the cock rest but never letting it get at all close to a release of pleasure.

When Lara got bored of that, she shuffled over and straddled the mummified man. His cock was red and throbbing and she eagerly took it in her hands. Its warmth was exhilarating. The rushes of blood could be felt in her fingers with his every heartbeat. She stroked him, enjoying the feeling of his body squirm beneath her as she gently fed him this much-needed pleasure.

As her hand moved over his shaft and Lara stared at the cock in front of her, almost looking as if it were floating amidst the sea of black material surrounding it, she came to a realisation: in the last two weeks as a dominatrix, she hadn't fucked anyone. Not a man, at least, and her work hadn't left her any time to try dating. Plenty of client's had given her oral—she had made sure of that—and there was the time with Enyo and Eris in the shower, but somehow she had not yet felt a real cock inside her during one of these sessions. The revelation had surprised her. It wasn't something she had avoided, just something she hadn't thought about. Maybe it was just the luck of the draw with her clients' chosen kinks. Artemis had certainly fucked plenty of them; she was happy to retell those stories. It was only by chance that Lara hadn't had the same opportunity. And as she thought more about it, she realised she now couldn't think of anything else. She wanted a cock inside her. She needed a cock inside her.

The mummified client's muffled protests as Lara let go of his cock were soon stifled as she inched forward and lowered her pussy over him. Her warm lips pressed against his shaft, pushing it against his stomach. She rocked back and forth, stroking him this way until the feeling became too much for her. Her arousal had grown intense. She couldn't wait anymore.

Slowly, Lara lifted herself up and pulled the cock into position. It throbbed. The head was pointed right for her vagina. She lowered down and let it penetrate her. She moaned. It slid further in. She dropped all the way down until she was sat back down on the client's lap, his cock buried deep inside.

It felt so incredibly thick. The sensation, Lara realised, was something she missed. And as she began to ride him, her moans echoed through the room just as loudly as his. 

Her hands pushed against the floor on either side of the client's chest. Her knees were positioned astride his waist. All she had to do was fuck. Her hips rocked back and forth. They slid his cock in and out. The head was pushed right against her clit, sending rushes of pure pleasure running through her body in electric convulsions. 

"Fuuuck," she groaned as her orgasm rose quite suddenly. Lara didn't care how loud she was being. Her client couldn't hear much anyway.

She rode him harder and faster. Soon, her arms moved to her tits and fondled them as she sat up straighter. Her natural lubricant had soaked his hard cock and she could now bounce up and down on it with ease. Nothing could stop her from slowing down. The hard fucking was all she wanted. All she needed to bring her to the edge. And she felt him get there too.

His cock clenched hard inside her. She knew what its pulses were doing. She could feel the warm loads of cum being shot inside her. And it was the final bit of pleasure, the coup de grace, to send her into the ecstatic throes of climax.

Lara rode him hard as all her pleasure seized her body and shuddered through. But she kept fucking; she needed every bit of sensation. The deep warmth exploded from within, just as the cock inside her continued to convulse and feed more of her desired stimulation. Every inch of it thrilled her aching pussy with a vibrant excitement. Lara's eyes were slammed shut. She was possessed by her orgasm, even as it began to fade.

The moans of the client, whose sore cock was still buried within Lara's pussy, gently beckoned her awake from the orgasm-induced daze. She flopped off him and lay on the floor, just feeling her chest rise and fall with each breath. Happy contentedness flurried through her. This, she thought, was the best end to a session ever. The rest of her time undercover should perhaps be committed to repeating this feeling.

*****

Later that day, as the setting sun painted the walls of Club Olympus a dazzling violet, most of the Goddesses had gathered in the dressing room. Lara, having hung around since her session earlier, sat chatting with Artemis and Demeter about what they might wear and how they might do their hair that evening. They were all waiting for Madame Hera to arrive and tell them about the party. When she did, flanked by two tall bouncers, she looked upon her subjects as befitting her role as Queen.

"Listen up, there's been a change of venue for our party. Transport has been organised for you downstairs. Before you go, I have to ask that you leave your phones with Dom and Jed here. They'll look after them. It's a request of our sponsor, who as I'm sure you're all aware will not want to be disappointed."

The two bouncers moved around the room, collecting phones into a transparent plastic bag. As they passed between each of the dominatrixes, only receiving complaints from Enyo and Eris who were reluctant to give up their possessions, Lara panicked. She had no way of knowing where she was going, and soon she would lose her only way to call for backup. Would Jim be able to find her? There was no time to dwell on it; the two men were soon upon her. Lara gave a friendly smile and handed over her phone. She watched it being carried away then fell in line with the other girls as they began to make their way downstairs. Whatever this party was going to be like, Lara knew she had to remain embedded undercover.


Epilogue

Jim, half-dressed in a tuxedo as he readied himself in his apartment, became flustered as he received a call from the sergeant.

"Jim, what's going on?"

"Sir, I haven't been able to reach Lara. She said she’d make contact before the party, but there’s been no word from her."

"You've not heard? The party, it's not at the club. Our intel was off. Club Olympus is still hosting it, but they've changed venues. It's at a private yacht. The Diamond Empress. And guess who owns it."

"Diamente, the narcissistic son of a bitch."

"I hear all the girls have been moved there. You'd better get ready. You can't be late for the party."

"I won't be, sir. I need to check Lara's alright."

"Not just that. The yacht is moored in the harbour, but it won't be for long. Turns out the party is a 3-day cruise. You'll be cut off from support for a while so do not blow cover. That'll be the last thing you'll want. Make contact with Lara, then lay low. Don't risk the operation or your safety."

"I'll find Lara, sir. But if we can, we won’t ignore Diamante. We'll get enough evidence to put him away for good."


2. Dominant on a Cruise

1. A Second Detective Undercover

A cab dropped Jim off at the edge of the harbour, out of sight of any spying eyes. The detective moved through the shadows of shipping containers and cranes overhead. Burnt yellow lights blared across his path. Glistens on the night-time sea shone at his side. Seagulls clattered from the battered sea rocks and jumped up each time a wave struck across their perch.

In the distance arose Jim's destination: the Diamond Empress. The opulent superyacht stood out amidst the shadows of cargo ships and the miniature pleasure vessels dotted around it. A white hull was somehow illuminated brilliantly under a dark, cloudless night. And somewhere inside, Jim hoped, was his partner.

For two weeks Lara had been undercover as a dominatrix at Club Olympus. It was a role she quickly found herself fitting into. But their operation—aiming to find proof of the media tycoon Lorenzo Diamante's drug trafficking operation—was building up to this one party, hosted by Club Olympus and, hopefully, the right place to find hard evidence of Diamante's criminal dealings. At the last minute the venue had been changed to the Empress, and Jim had lost contact with Lara. Only by infiltrating the party did he have a chance to find her, and hopefully bring Diamante to justice.

Two bouncers stood at the gangway, barring Jim's entrance.

At their request, he gave the name of his cover: "John Byron." They found him on the guest list and he was let through, after handing over his baggage to be checked. They assured him it would be taken to his cabin.

A few operations undercover had Jim well-prepared to adopt the mannerisms and charisma he needed to find out all he needed. But as he entered the Empress he felt his guard drop, just for a moment.

"Welcome to the Diamond Empress, Mr..." A woman greeted him with a sparkling smile and bright emerald eyes. Her red hair was full and voluptuous, but Jim's eyes were instead drawn to her body which was decorated by a lattice of leather straps which ran from her thighs to her neck and only just covered her crotch and nipples.

"Oh, um, Byron. John Byron," Jim mumbled, trying not to stare at her almost-bare breasts.

"Please follow me. The first night of the cruise is all about settling in. All guests can indulge in our complimentary drinks and other...pleasures."

She turned and led Jim through the narrow corridors of the ship. He was eager to follow with his eyes mesmerised by the butt cheeks clenching and releasing as the woman stepped down a set of stairs.

A door was opened and they stepped through into what could only be described as an atrium that was somehow both a casino and a stripclub. Cocktails were passed around the players at their games: poker, blackjack, and craps. All the staff were women, and all wearing the same short blazers and cocktail skirts as uniform. And amidst it all were a series of four stripper poles, all in use. Jim was drawn to the display of legs and tits and asses on display as the women stretched and curled and pirouetted around.

"Before I leave you, Mr Byron," the redhead said, turning to the detective. "Club Olympus hopes you enjoy the voyage, and all our guests receive a complimentary dance. Oh, Sapphire?"

A stripper answered her call. All she wore was a simple pink g-string. Her large tits, with pierced nipples, swayed as she walked over. 

"Does this gentleman want a dance?" she asked, swishing her strawberry-blonde hair.

The redhead looked at Jim for his answer. Knowing that he was undercover and had to keep his ruse up, he nodded his head.

"Excellent," Sapphire said. "Follow me, sir."

She took him by the hand and strolled from the atrium and down a corridor, dark and secluded. They went into a private room. It was small, with only a table positioned in front of the comfortable-looking armchair.

"Take a seat," Sapphire said as she closed the door.

Jim, feeling a twinge in his pants as she walked over, found his eyes glued to her tits. Glistening with pink glitter, they were impossible to look away from.

"Do you like the view, sir?" she asked, swaying her hips and beginning to dance in time with the electronic music throbbing through the speakers overhead.

Jim nodded, finding himself tongue-tied.

"You can touch if you want." 

She suddenly moved forward and straddled him, pushing her crotch against his erection and moving his hands to her tits. 

"See? It's better this way."

"Yeah...fuck," Jim gasped as she rubbed against him, putting pressure on the cock straining against the constraints of his pants.

"You like that?"

"Mmm."

"You know...Club Olympus is a bit more relaxed than other strip clubs." Sapphire ran a thumb under the waistband of Jim's pants, lightly scratching his stomach with her long nails. "And as you'll be with us for a couple of days, I don't see why you shouldn't be given a proper welcome."

Jim knew what she meant. As her fingers worked on his belt, unbuckling it, he found himself helpless. If he put up a struggle, he knew Sapphire might go and tell the other girls about the strange guest who didn't want a bit of fun. And either way, his cock was desperate to be released from its confines. Jim lifted his ass off the seat so his pants could be pulled down. His cock, hard from all the teasing and grinding, was happy to be set loose.

"Mmmm, wow, you're so big," Sapphire purred as she got onto her knees and stroked him.

Jim didn't care whether she was just saying that to make him happy. He was proud of his six inches and all he could focus on was the pleasure of the stripper's fingers grasping it so delicately yet firmly. He was surprised, too, when she suddenly leaned forward and took him in her mouth.

"Oh my god," he moaned and squirmed as his cock disappeared down her throat.

Demonstrating a lack of gag reflex, Sapphire took in his entire length with complete ease. She pulled up then pushed down, stimulating him completely hands free, while her tongue lapped against the underside of his shaft. She bobbed up and down. The head of his cock never quite left her mouth. She only ever paused to catch her breath for a moment before descending again, keeping up an unstoppable blowjob that had Jim shuddering as he found himself about to climax after only a couple of minutes of stimulation.

"Fuck," he groaned. "I'm, fuck...Saph...I'm."

The stripper didn't care what he was trying to say, but she could feel his cock begin to pulse and swell to its thickest size. She plunged down over it and held its entire length in the tight warmth of her mouth. Even as Jim began to buck his hips, she didn't release it. She simply moaned sensually as cum was shot down her throat. Powerful convulsions ran through Jim's body and out of his throbbing cock. He released everything into her until he was completely drained.

Sapphire swirled the warm load around in her mouth, tilted her head back, then swallowed. Jim watched in a daze as his cum disappeared down her throat.

"Welcome on board," she said with a smile.

Jim just sank back, thinking. Perhaps it was a good thing this had happened. Besides, he now had the clarity of mind to conduct his investigation and look for Lara without being distracted by all the sensual revelry on the cruise. With that thought, he decided to probe the stripper while he had her alone.

"I know Club Olympus isn't famous for just being a strip club," he said leadingly. "Are all its services available on the cruise?"

Sapphire smiled at him as she sat on his lap, avoiding his softening cock, and put an arm around his shoulders. "There's a lot on offer on this cruise. If you're referring to the Goddesses...you'll have to talk to the Madame. I wouldn't have pegged you for a kinky guy. But I'll feign ignorance and say I don't know much about what they get up to. I am just a lowly stripper."

She pouted and fluttered her eyelids before standing up.

"I had better get back to work," she said, checking her hair in a mirror hanging on one of the walls. "But I'll let the Madame know that you're interested."

Jim watched her leave then followed her out a minute later, after making sure his clothes were still in order and not completely dishevelled.

*****

The detective re-joined the main party, and for around half an hour enjoyed himself with a couple of drinks and a few rounds of blackjack. He even managed to get chatting to some of the other guests. They all seemed standoffish at first—as would be expected from criminals—but they slowly loosened up as the alcohol kept coming. Jim realised that, actually, they likely didn't think of themselves as criminals. They came from all walks of life, from all over the world, and the one thing they each had in common was being incredibly rich. The contracts they were hoping to secure, even if they involved crates full of drugs, were just part of their business. In fact, Jim found the most difficult part of keeping up his cover to be acting as if he belonged in this high-class group of people. None of them made direct reference to their criminality, but the talk of their supercars and ten houses and opulent soirees were difficult for the lowly detective to keep up with. He almost lost track of the various properties of his own that he conjured up to join in with their discussions, and he was almost glad when a woman put his hand on his shoulder and asked his name.

"Mr Byron?"

"Oh, yes?" He turned around, feeling as if a teacher had caught him being naughty at school.

"Madame Hera, pleased to meet you." She shook his hand, all the while looking stunning in a regal purple dress that hugged her figure so well. Jim gulped, having heard a lot about the Madame from Lara. "I'm the hostess of this fabulous gathering—are you enjoying yourself?"

"Certainly."

"Good. Because I hear that you are interested in more of what Club Olympus has to offer. I'm sure you have an idea of what services we provide, but I always find that an in-person demonstration is a much better way to get a grasp of what's on offer. Would you like to follow me?"

Jim stood up and, once again, found himself being led by a beautiful woman further into the unknown depths of this strange yacht. He knew that if he was going to find Lara he would need to become acquainted with the upper echelons of the club—the Goddesses. He followed the Madame, who Lara had never mentioned was so attractive, out of the atrium and down a set of stairs into the lower bowels of the ship.

"As I'm sure you're aware," Madame Hera said, not turning around as she kept walking further down the dimly-lit corridor. "Any session with our girls is strictly confidential and, over the course of this cruise, completely free. Our wonderful benefactor Mr Diamante has made sure of that."

"Will I be able to meet him?"

The Madame laughed. "That would be very unlikely. Mr Diamante is a very private man. Ah, here we are."

She paused outside a cabin door and looked at the detective curiously.

"I'm sure you'll enjoy yourself. Please indulge yourself with this taster and if you ever want to organise another session later in the cruise, just come and speak to me. Bear in mind that our girls do need a rest and they are all in high demand, so such an impromptu session as this might be difficult to set-up. Anyway, go right in. I believe we're about to weigh anchor."

Her heels echoed down the corridor as she left Jim outside the door. He was surprised by her apparent prescience: a porthole showed the lights of the harbour slowly become more distant as the Diamond Empress pushed out to sea. Jim was well and truly on his own now. But there was nothing to do about it than keep pushing forward with the investigation.

He turned the door handle and stepped in, immediately seeing the dominatrix standing with her back to him. She stood confidently in high heels and wore an attractive full-body black catsuit. Her legs were long in the tight latex, her ass looked firm and round in the glossy material, and her dark hair fell in wavy locks down her back.

"Hello there, slave," she greeted with a familiar voice, turning around as she heard him enter. "Have you been a bad—"

She froze in shock as she looked at Jim, and he stared back at Lara.


2. Putting on a Performance

"Hi, La—"

"Quiet, slave!" Lara barked, stopping Jim from saying her real name out aloud. "Close the door and come here. Now."

Jim, in a daze and quite entranced by the sight of his partner in her full dominatrix attire, shook himself out of his trance and closed the door before hesitantly approaching.

"I am Goddess Athena. You will refer to me as Goddess and you will do exactly what I say. Understood?"

Jim, shocked at this persona he had never before witnessed, nevertheless remembered that they were both undercover and had to keep that way. He nodded, finding himself unable to speak.

"Stand still and close your eyes. I want to get a good look at you."

Jim followed her commands, hoping Lara knew what she was doing. She paced slowly around then stepped right behind him. Her hands trailed over his body as he felt her breath on the back of his neck.

"You took your time," she whispered almost inaudibly. It took a moment to realise that she wasn't in dominatrix mode. "The room is bugged. Cameras and microphones. Just play along. Make it convincing."

Jim found himself holding his breath at the unexpected intimacy of her whispers, and he exhaled loudly as she stepped away.

"I asked you to take your clothes off!" Lara suddenly shouted, resuming her act. "Or do you need to be punished?"

"No, Goddess. Sorry." Jim felt a feeling of submission strike him as her domineering tone was directed at him.

"Good. Then strip for me. Now."

Jim knew that Lara was only trying to keep their covers up, but he didn't know how much of this was necessary. Or how far she was going to take it. And he couldn't lie to himself, ever since Lara had been undercover at Club Olympus he had often imagined what sorts of things she got up to. Now, she was right in front of him. Those fantasies were becoming reality. And she looked gorgeous in her latex catsuit. The zip was only halfway up her torso so a tantalising view of her cleavage was on display. Jim immediately regretted staring too long and as he stood there in only his underwear he could feel his erection pitching a large tent.

"I want everything off," Lara said. "Go on."

Jim took a deep breath before revealing himself completely to his colleague who was gazing with a look of intrigue at his hard cock.

"You are such a dirty boy," she said. "Already hard and I haven't even touched you. But maybe I shouldn't be so surprised. The thought of a beautiful Goddess like me dominating you must be driving you wild. Still, I think you deserve some punishment. Get on your hands and knees."

Jim, still surprised by how seriously she was taking it, got onto the floor. He was very aware of how hard his cock was, despite his recent orgasm. Lara was right. The thought of her dominating him was turning him on. Even hearing her commands and harsh tone was sending a thrill through his body. But it didn't prevent him from panicking mildly at the sight of her standing over him with a heavy-looking flogger.

"Have you been spanked before, slave? Properly, I mean. By a woman like me." Lara moved behind him.

"No, Goddess."

"Then I'll go slightly easier on you. Slightly."

"Ow!" Jim yelled at the unexpectedness of the first strike that landed on his exposed asscheeks. 

"Silence slave. I know you can take this."

Jim gritted his teeth and his body tensed as he received more blows to his backside. Each seemed to build upon the pain of the previous, and the sensation of an initial stinging soon rose in a crescendo into a burning that had him more vulnerable for more strikes. 

Lara was making a conscious effort to go easy on her partner. She knew that, unlike most of her clients, he wasn't well-experienced in the BDSM scene and would benefit from some easing in. But the flogger in her hand seemed to disobey an effort to lighten its strikes. Instead, it hit him with audible contact and left red marks. And Lara, as always, enjoyed the power it filled her with. She had to force herself to let the instrument fall loose in her hand and think of something else to do with her partner before she hurt him too much.

"Is that enough punishment for you, slave?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"That's just a demonstration of what might happen if you displease me. Now, stand up. I've got something perfect for you."

Lara spanked him on the ass then grabbed him by the elbow, leading him over to a St Andrews Cross at the side of the room. The grand wooden apparatus looked imposing to the submissive detective, who had to put his entire trust in his partners as she pushed him against the cross and strapped him to it, arms stretched above him and ankles below. He was forced to keep himself up on the balls of his feet. Utterly helpless now, he could barely move his limbs.

"And you're still so hard," Lara said as she trailed a hand in a large circle, over his stomach then down and across his thighs, never quite touching the thick erection at the centre of her attention. Lara knew that once she did there could be no going back. Her partner was completely in her hands. But seeing how turned on he was provided all the motivation she needed. "So, slave, what should I do with you? Do you want me to touch your cock?"

"Yes, Goddess," Jim answered, completely truthfully.

"Hmm." Lara let her finger hover an inch from the hard shaft, then gave it a firm flick that sent it bouncing. "There, I touched it. Satisfied?"

"No, Goddess."

"Well, you had better learn, slave, that you're not in charge here."

Lara ran her two hands up Jim's stomach and to his chest. She let her nails scratch him ever so lightly, just enough to make him grimace and exhale in frustration at not being able to escape.

"Your nipples look like they need some attention," Lara said, pinching them firmly then twisting, making Jim grunt in pain. "Come on, a big strong man like you must surely be able to take more torture than this." Lara laughed, knowing how many scrapes, bruises, and much worse injuries Jim had suffered while on duty. Her pinches were nothing compared to what he was used to. She wandered over to a collection of toys hanging from her wall then returned a moment later with some nipple clamps. "Hold still, slave," she ordered as she clipped them onto Jim's nipples, which were now hard from being played with. "Do you like those, slave?"

"Yes, Goddess."

"Good."

A short silver chain ran between the two clamps, allowing Lara to tug on them lightly whenever she pleased.

"Do you think your cock deserves some more attention now?"

"Yes please, Goddess." Jim's plea seemed genuine. His erection hadn't subsided over the course of Lara's teasing; instead it had become harder and even more frustrating.

"Maybe you do deserve it..."

Lara suddenly grabbed his balls and squeezed.

"You want this sort of attention?"

Jim shook his head and whimpered. Lara released his balls then wrapped her fingers around his shaft.

"Or do you prefer this?" she asked as she gently stroked him.

"Yes, Goddess. I prefer this."

Lara smirked and continued stroking. She enjoyed seeing the look on Jim's face: the biting of lips, the fluttering of eyelids. A few simple movements of her hand had him in such a deep state of bliss.

"Do you want me to go faster?"

"Yes, Goddess."

Lara stroked faster, but as she did she tugged on the chain connecting the two nipple clamps. Jim groaned in both pain and pleasure until he couldn't take it anymore.

"Please stop, Goddess."

"Hmm. Okay."

Lara released the chain and, at the same time, let go of his cock.

"There you go," she said. "Some relief for you."

"I'm so horny, Goddess."

"Oh are you? I couldn't tell." Lara laughed and trailed a finger over the throbbing cock, watching it bounce in desperation. She then formed a ring with her thumb and index finger and encircled the sensitive head. "Prove how desperate you are, slave. Fuck my hand."

Immediately, Jim began to buck his hips. He thrust forward as far as he could, pushing into the ring Lara had created. She didn't make it easy for him. As soon as he penetrated too far, she pulled her hand back, denying even the full extent of what was only minimal pleasure. She kept her fingers tightly around his head. Her hand moved in synchronisation with his hips, preventing more than a teasing sensation.

"How frustrating is that?"

"Very, Goddess," Jim grunted.

"Is this better?" Lara suddenly stroked him hard and faster, causing his body to tense up at the overwhelming change of stimulation.

"Mmm, yes...Goddess."

Lara let go again and laughed at the sight of his bouncing cock, looking so angry and eager to burst.

"Were you close to cumming, slave?"

"Yes, Goddess."

"Then tell me next time, slave. I don't want you squirting without my permission. Understood?"

"Yes, Goddess."

Lara began stroking again, this time much lighter. She just focused on moving his foreskin back and forth while staying away from the head of his cock. With all the attention on the centre of his shaft, the stimulation was frustratingly limited. But with the recency of his last edge, Jim felt the swell of an orgasm as the pressure in his cock grew.

"I'm close, Goddess."

Lara removed her hand and slapped his balls, which had become tight with the approaching climax. "Good slaves need to learn that their orgasms do not belong to them."

"Yes, Goddess."

"You're happy to agree with that because you think that'll please me. And if you please me, maybe I'll let you cum. Is that right?" Lara wrapped her fingers around the engorged shaft but only gave what felt like micro-strokes, hardly providing any stimulation lest he got to the edge too quickly.

"No, Goddess."

"No? In that case, you won't mind if I leave you tied up like this and just...I don't know...not let you cum at all."

Jim was silent apart from his quiet whimpers of pleasure.

"See, I'm tempted to introduce you to Goddess Nyx. Have you met her?"

"No, Goddess."

"I don't think you'd enjoy what she does with her slaves. But then again, you wouldn't have much choice. She locks them up in chastity and keeps them under control with the promise of being unlocked, the promise of being given an orgasm. But the thing is, she doesn't need to stick with those promises. She keeps them locked up, completely chaste, for weeks, or months. Some of her slaves, or so I hear, have been kept in chastity for years. They've learned to cum just from being pegged. Which I think sounds like so much fun. Don't you?"

"No, Goddess."

"Oh? So you just want to cum whenever you want?" Lara moved her hand up to the head of his cock and gave it a flurry of fast strokes. She was having fun teasing her partner.

"Fuck, yes, Goddess. God...I'm gonna—"

"No." Lara let go. "No you're not. Not until I want you to."

"Fuck..."

"What is it, slave?" Lara rubbed a single finger on the sensitive spot on the underside of Jim's cock, driving him wild.

"I'm so close."

"Are you really gonna cum from one finger?"

"Oh my god...maybe..."

Lara laughed and took her finger away. Precum dripped from Jim's throbbing cock. Its convulsion grew in intensity. He couldn't stop it from twitching. Even after his blowjob from Sapphire he was so intensely horny and could feel an orgasm about to explode out. Despite receiving absolutely no stimulation, he was helpless to the opening floodgates.

"Fuck, I can't hold back."

"Are you cumming, slave?" Lara watched in fascination at the straining cock, on the verge of shooting its load. "Because I don't think you deserve any more pleasure from me. I never gave you permission."

"Fuck..."

After hanging on the edge for what felt like a minute, the tell-tale pulses of orgasm could no longer be contained. His entire body shuddered as his cum sprayed out in powerful shots. The ripples of agonising pleasure from his ruined orgasm had his heart racing and he gritted teeth as he released a groan of frustration. The cum splattered onto the floor and continued to pour out even as his cock stopped throbbing. As the strings of white slowly dripped onto the floor, Jim struggled to catch his breath. The cruelness of his partner to deny him any real satisfaction had caught him completely off-guard.

"Enjoy that, slave?" Lara asked with an accompanying tug of his nipple clamps.

"Eurgh. No, Goddess."

"Too bad, slave. Now, what should we do with you?"

3. Making Plans

Lara didn't tease Jim for too much longer; it was clear to her that his post-nut clarity had him itching to be released. She made sure to take a mental image of him strapped naked to the St Andrews Cross, his limp dick still with a bead of cum shining on its tip, then she let him down and allowed him to get changed. He seemed unsure of how to proceed now that their session was over.

"I've been asked to take you to your cabin," Lara said, remembering the instruction Madame Hera had given to the Goddesses during their briefing earlier that evening. "When you're ready, that is."

"Thank you," Jim answered as he slipped his shoes on. "Goddess."

Lara smirked. "Good slave."

When he was ready, she led him out of the room, down the corridor, and up a few flights of stairs. Jim, between marvelling at the size of the yacht and the sight of Lara's ass in her tight latex catsuit, realised how easily he had become lost within it. A few floors up, she paused outside a door and waited for Jim, who was distracted by the glimpses of black ocean outside, to catch up. Then she entered the cabin and let him explore it. Like a room in a high-end hotel, the modern decor and warm lighting was welcoming and it was fully-furnished for a comfortable stay, even with an ensuite. Jim's luggage was waiting for him by his bed.

Lara, having shut the door, moved over to a stereo system. "Why don't you unpack. Here, unwind with some music, then I'll leave you in peace."

Music burst out of the speaker, louder than Jim liked, but before he could tell Lara to turn it down she had moved right up to her.

"I don't know if this room's bugged but we can't take the risk," she said with a whisper barely audible above the throbbing bass.

"I know," Jim answered. "Are you okay?"

"I'm fine! But we need to be quick: Diamante's on the ship but not even us Goddesses get to meet him. Only the Madame does. Anyway, listen, one of his top lieutenants, Pritchard, is in charge of making sure the contracts go smoothly. I'll focus on him, if you can keep track of who's involved in the dealings, who the major players are, and see where the money's going."

"Understood."

"Let's not seem suspicious. I've gotta go." Lara went and turned the music down. "Sorry if that was too loud. Your dinner will be served downstairs when you're ready. If you want to see me or any of the other Goddesses, just ask." 

The gorgeous dominatrix gave Jim a wink then left him to his own devices.

*****

Later that evening, when most of the guests were too drunk, tired, and drained to pursue any more sessions with the girls of Club Olympus, the Goddesses relaxed in their dormitory. Lara shared a bottle of wine with Artemis and Demeter. Each of them was exhausted from the first night of the cruise, but they were all desperate for the first chance to share gossip since the yacht had set sail.

"So Demi, what the hell happened to you?" Lara asked, still wearing her tight catsuit.

"You wouldn't believe it, this guy loves eating his own cum," the blonde Goddess said, laying down with a towel wrapped around her waist with her large tits exposed. "But, like, that's all he wanted. So all evening I had him tied up and attached to the milking machine. He seemed happy to just sit there with the machine ramming a dildo into his ass and the masturbator making him orgasm like, I don't know, eight times? I lost count. So did he. But anyway, once I'd collected all his cum he didn't just want to drink it from a glass, oh no. He wanted to eat it off me! So I had to untie him then lie down and pour all his cum over me. Then he licked it all up."

"Wow," Lara said.

"Wow," Artemis echoed, still wearing her strappy black attire. "What about you, Athena? Any fun stories from today?"

"Not really..." Lara mused. "I did ruin one guy while he was strapped to the St Andrews Cross. That was fun."

"We all know you love your ruined orgasms." She laughed, remembering her colleague's first session in Club Olympus.

"So, Diamante, do any of you get to meet him?" Lara asked, deciding to take the opportunity to investigate.

"Nope," Artemis replied. "He's very particular. We don't even see him. He's never been to the club. Pritchard is the one who mingles with us. He's the tall British guy."

"I've heard about him but I've never seen him," Lara said. "What's he like? Does he...you know...have sessions with anyone?"

Artemis and Demeter shared a look, and the redhead replied: "He has sessions with everyone at the club. But it doesn't sound like he's had time for it so far on the cruise."

"I'm seeing him tomorrow," Demeter said smugly. "Hera organised it. I'm sure he'll ask for you soon. You are still the new girl, after all."

"I hope so." Lara had an idea. "Demi, when you see him, do you mind mentioning me? Just say that I want to have a session with him."

"Sure honey. But why are you so interested in him?"

"Oh I don't know. I guess I just like tall British guys."

4. Artemis Hunts Again

Jim, having had to accept the offer of a session on Saturday morning by the alluring and persuasive Madame, was guided to a private room where an already-naked Goddess was waiting for him. He found himself watching helplessly as the redhead grabbed his tie and pulled him closer. He knew who she was. Lara had told him everything. Artemis, the Goddess of the Hunt, had chosen him to be her play thing. And now she was out of the strappy outfit she wore when she welcomed him to the yacht, he was even more struck by her beauty.

"Are you ready for some fun?" she purred, pulling him closer then shoving him onto the bed at the back of the room.

Jim collapsed, mesmerised as she began to strip. "Yes, Goddess."

"Mmmm. I'm glad you know how to talk to me. So, what do you want to do, fuck me?"

"Yes, Goddess."

Artemis, her hands barely covering her sumptuous breasts, grinned. "If you wanted to fuck someone, you should have taken one of those strippers. With me, you get a whole different world of fun."

Jim gulped and felt his cock press against the confines of his trousers as Artemis pulled her hands away and let him take in the full view of her tits.

"Would you like to fuck these, slave?" She pushed them together, exaggerating the deep cleavage between.

"Yes, Goddess."

"Then you'd better strip for me. Take everything off and show me what you're hiding from me."

Jim gladly did as requested. Within a minute, he was sitting on the bed stark naked.

"Wear this like a good little slave," Artemis commanded as she fixed a collar around his neck. A leash hung limp from a ring attached to it. "You will do as I command, understand?"

"Yes, Goddess."

Jim felt a tug on the leash and he was pulled off the bed and onto his knees.

"To cut to the chase, slave, I want you to fuck me. It's as simple as that. But first you've got to get me wet. So lick my cunt, slave. Now."

Jim was pulled closer, into the warmth between Artemis' legs. He licked her eagerly, enjoying the taste. The Goddess groaned and bit her lips as her obedient slave pleasured her with his tongue. She squeezed her thighs together and fondled her breasts. And before she got too carried away with herself she pushed Jim away.

"Stand up, slave, time to get you sorted. Because I don't trust you to not spill your load as soon as your cock enters me. So, I need to desensitise you somehow."

Artemis grabbed a handful of condoms from a bedside drawer and approached Jim again, who looked at them with curiosity. 

"Already at attention for me?" she said, gazing wickedly at the cock that had been hard ever since she had revealed her tits. 

"Yes, Goddess."

"Well, good. Because I have some things for it to wear."

Artemis opened one condom wrapper and began to apply the latex sleeve to Jim's erection. He moaned gently at the feel of her fingers rolled the condom down over the length of his shaft.

"Don't get too excited, slave. Because we haven't even started yet."

She took another condom and applied it over the first. Jim's cock was beginning to feel the added tightness of the experience.

"See, I prefer someone with a bit more girth than you do. So I'm hoping this might make things work out better for the both of us."

Artemis unwrapped a third and with no less grace than the previous two she rolled it tightly over the hard shaft.

"That looks much better, don't you agree, slave?"

"Yes, Goddess."

"Good, because I think you're just about ready for a good fucking."

Artemis, with the leash in her hand, lay down on the bed and pulled Jim towards her with a sharp tug. He was thrown onto all fours on top of her and he looked with bewilderment at the beautiful body beneath him.

"What are you waiting for, slave? Fuck me. Now."

"Yes, Goddess."

Jim could hardly believe what was being asked of him. But he couldn't hesitate now. He pushed his hips forward and found the wet entrance where his face had been moments earlier. Artemis' intense arousal was evident and allowed his cock, mummified in latex, to push in without any resistance. They both moaned at the immediate pleasure. But while the dominatrix was clearly receiving intense satisfaction from Jim's continued fucking, the undercover detective could hardly any more stimulation than a slight pressure on the sensitive tips of his cock which sent waves of teasing electricity through his body. 

But it was wholeheartedly frustrating. The pleasure was enough to drive him wild, but nowhere near enough to cause the ecstatic spasms visible in the groaning woman below him.

"Faster, slave," she whispered between convulsions. "Faster!"

Jim could not relent. He had to please her. And if he had any chance of reaching an orgasm himself he had to fuck faster and harder than he had ever done. As his cock grew harder from the teasing pleasure, its constraints grew tighter around it. The pressure became more and more focused around the length of the frustrated shaft. Jim fucked harder, hoping soon that the stimulation might become enough to build his pleasure to its peak.

Artemis shuddered in climax as Jim continued to ram his cock in her. Her eyes rolled back and her knees trembled. She squeezed her tits, groaned in pleasure, and pulled on the leash to bring her slave closer to him. Jim, seeing that his time was running out, tried his hardest to find his own orgasm. But he could not come close, not before Artemis had recovered enough to push him off her.

"Enough, slave," she said, breathing heavily. "How's your cock feeling? Had the release it wanted?"

Jim, now standing, looked down at the condom-encased appendage. It raged hard and unsatisfied, throbbing within its confines. Artemis laughed at the pained expression on the undercover detective's face.

"Cheer up," she teased, moving to gather her clothes. "You were lucky enough to fuck me."

"Please, Goddess," Jim said tentatively. "Can I cum?"

Artemis, putting her clothes back on, looked at the raging erection and smirked. "Nope. You'd better sort yourself out. Masturbate if you want, but another session is starting in this room in a minute!"

Jim, not knowing whether or not she was messing with him, hurried to get his own clothes as the dominatrix made her way out the door.

"Thank you for letting me use your cock, slave," she smiled, stepping outside. "See you around."

Jim hastily removed his collar, dressed himself, then rushed out, seeing no one else around. He found a bathroom in which to remove the condoms hanging from his softened and sore cock then made his way back to the bar. If he couldn't be satisfied by a good orgasm, perhaps a stiff drink would do the job.


5. The Twins

Lara had warned Jim of the twins, so when he saw them approaching him from across the room his heart beat faster and he tried to look away. An hour had passed since his encounter with Artemis, and he had hoped for more of a rest before interacting with anyone else. But the sight of their hypnotic hips swaying in their tight black mini dresses as they strolled through the groups of gamblers and strippers was a sight that begged to be viewed. Were they coming over to him? It looked like it. Jim just sipped at his drink and remained seated at the bar. He turned away, browsing the drinks on display behind the counter. The bartender, another beautiful sight, served another guest, and Jim was glad to continue the moment to himself.

Until a firm finger prodded him on the shoulder.

"Why are you sitting here all alone?"

"There's so many ways to have fun on this boat."

Jim found himself flanked by the twins, who introduced themselves as Goddess Enyo and Goddess Eris. Their gorgeous olive skin looked incredible where their breasts swelled beneath the confines of their tight black dresses. The material rode up to the top of their thighs which pressed in close towards Jim's trousers. He looked between the two of them, stunned that they had decided to just approach him like this.

"Why do you look so disinterested?" Enyo asked.

"I'm just enjoying a drink," Jim answered.

"Have you been worn out?" Eris questioned.

"Something like that."

Jim felt two hands on either thigh. They moved inside then up, almost cupping his balls.

Enyo kissed his neck. "We've heard a lot about you."

Eris purred in his ear. "Goddess Athena was impressed by you."

"Goddess Artemis loved your obedience."

"And I heard someone else loved the taste of your cock. Sapphire, was it?"

"Now we want a turn," they said in unison, fondling Jim through his pants. He was too distracted to recognise which one spoke next: "Room 314. Fifteen minutes."

The twins left him sitting at the bar, an erection pulsing in his pants. The bartender flashed him a knowing smile then gave him another drink. Jim tried not to down it immediately. But as fifteen minutes passed his glass was soon empty and he had to stagger up off his seat.

*****

Room 314, a small cabin with not much more than a single bed, was gloomy and empty when Jim entered. He looked around, wondering where the twins might be, but found a note lying on the bed next to a set of handcuffs.

"Get naked and cuff yourself to the bed," the note read. "We'll join you in a minute. E & E."

Jim didn't want to hesitate in case they arrived to find him having disobeyed them. He stripped down completely, his cock hard with the excitement of it all, and lied back in bed. He then cuffed his hands to the headboard and relaxed back. With his arms chained above him he had nowhere to go. But his worry of being trapped alone, putting himself in the hands of these two Goddesses, quickly evaporated when they burst through the door with wicked smiles on their faces.

They approached him, not speaking, and paused only to drop their dresses to the floor. Nothing was underneath but their naked bodies, tanned and toned and with matching pairs of tits.

"Have you been waiting long?" Eris asked as they stepped closer, hips swaying seductively.

"Don't answer, slave," Enyo said. "We don't really care."

"But we're glad to see you've done what we said."

"You are so subservient. This cruise has treated you well."

Eris kneeled on the bed to the left of Jim. "And look at your thick cock! Getting hard for us already."

Enyo sat to his right. "What should we do with this..."

Eris trailed a hand up Jim's side. He shivered at the touch while his cock grew harder. Enyo leaned over and kissed the tip. Jim moaned as her lips stayed there for a moment, sucking gently, before peeling off. The two twins looked at each other, wicked grins on their faces, and kissed. 

Their mouths pressed against the other. Their tongues danced together and explored their two mouths. Jim watched as they made out. Their hands strayed over their bodies and his, but only ever lightly touching his cock at a few chance moments.

When one of Enyo's hands, previously occupied groping Eris' breasts, began to stroke him firmly and fully, Jim could only moan and strain against his cuffs. And the pleasure only lasted a minute before the hand withdrew, leaving Jim harder and more desperate than before.

So it was much to his excitement when he saw them descend, lips still pressed together, towards his throbbing cock. The twins continued kissing, even as their mouths brushed against the underside of his shaft. Slowly, they parted. Their lips put their attention on Jim. They kissed up and down his shaft on either side, sending little rushes of pleasure through him. The frenzy of little pecks made Jim crazy with lust, and it wasn't long before the twins were going in for more. Eris was sucking his shaft while Enyo sucked his balls. Jim shifted and struggled as they utterly consumed him, driving his pleasure to its extremes. But they were pros; they knew how to control his orgasm. Eris wasn't too tight as she sucked, not allowing Jim to be pushed to the edge. And meanwhile Enyo continued to play with his balls while her hands scratched his chest and twisted his nipples.

Eventually, they stopped. Both came up to breathe and left Jim's cock covered in a glisten of saliva. They looked at him mischievously. They kissed his shaft again then slowly moved their lips together and began to make out in front of him. Jim was helpless but to watch. Their visible passion and their stretching, flexing feminine forms were driving him wild.

Their hands played with their tits. Then Enyo reached round to grab Eris' ass, and Eris responded by running her thumb over Enyo's wet pussy. They both moaned. Now both fingered the other, their pussies wet and dripping right over Jim's desperate cock. The twins continued to pleasure themselves. Their bodies were joined at their hands, lips, and even their tits which were being squeezed flat as their chests pushed in together.

They were an inseparable form of pleasure, glowing and groaning with orgasmic delight. And Jim was helpless, only able to watch and wish he could feel even a slight bit of what they were experiencing.

Clearly, the two girls knew what the other liked. They knew their bodies, they found the right spots to tease and finger, and this familiarity was bringing them both to orgasm within minutes of this sexual frenzy.

They breathed as one with their mouths interlocked. Their breasts rose and fell with deep breaths in and out. Juices dripped over Jim's shaft as the twins climaxed simultaneously.

They were frozen, statuesque for a moment as their orgasm shuddered through. Then, smiling, they slowly peeled apart and looked at Jim.

Eyeing up the glisten of their juices on his shaft, they descended again. With tongues out they licked Jim's cock and balls. Over its full length they licked and licked, stimulating him with nothing but their tongues. Jim's knuckles clenched at the delicate but unrelenting pleasure.

Eventually they took him in their hands and held it pointed at the ceiling. They both gripped him by the base of the shaft, fingers tightly around it so it pulsed hard.

The twins smiled at Jim, who could feel the pressure in his cock rising just from the tight ring of fingers around it. The head was thick and pulsing. A bead of precum glistened from the tip. Eris bent over and licked it up. Then Enyo joined her.

The twins didn't stop. With only their tongues they pleasured the head of Jim's cock. They lapped around it over and over. Once they had him moaning, they focused only on the frenulum. They worked as one. Their two tongues targeted the same sensitive spot that made Jim struggle. But he could only move his legs from under them. And his hands were securely cuffed.

The twins continued. Even as Jim's cock began to pulse, his muscles clenching, they remained with their tongues darting against him. There was no more they needed to do. They were bringing him to climax and he was helpless to it.

With such a light but focused stimulation, the orgasm built up slowly but strongly. The warm pleasure grew in his cock. Soon, every twitch, as he could no longer prevent his contractions, felt as if it would be the final one to bring him over the edge. But time after time he was proven otherwise. With the tongues so lightly pleasuring him he remained in this state for what felt like eternity. The twins, their eyes fixed on him, smiled and continued working. 

Then the pulse of an orgasm finally broke through. The tongues continued. The intensity shuddered through him and fired out with large loads of cum. The first, in a sudden expulsion, hit him on the chin. The next on the chest. The following three covered his stomach, surprising Jim with the volume he had inside him.

The twins only relented once the cock dropped onto his stomach and lay in the pool of cum. Despite their restrained touches, his orgasm hadn't been a ruined one. Rather, they had made it all the more intense and powerful and now, in the afterglow, he was in a complete daze.

"From what I've heard, I'm surprised you have anything left in you," Enyo said, smiling at the mess.

"This is what we're good at," Eris replied. "We can make men cum over and over again. Whether they like it or not."

"If you want to find out what that's like, just ask for us."

"We'll be happy to play with you more."

The twins got off the bed and pulled their dresses back on.

"Oh, I nearly forgot." Enyo hurried over with a key and unlocked Jim's wrists. "There you go. It would have been a nightmare if you were locked in here. Or, actually, if only we knew you were here it could be quite fun. Anyway, um, we need to get back. Take these as a souvenir if you like. Ciao!"

She handed Jim the handcuffs and he watched the twins leave, their asses looking amazing as usual in their tight dresses. Slowly, he summoned the energy to sit up and get changed. With no towel or tissue in sight, he had to put his shirt on over the strings of cum. When he was ready, he rushed out to find his way back to his cabin for a shower.


6. Finding a Target

On Saturday afternoon, as Jim enjoyed himself with more of the girls, Lara lounged in one of the back rooms with Artemis. They were both in nothing but robes, relaxing before being called for their next session. 

"Who have you got next, Artie?" Lara asked, looking over at the redhead who was nursing a champagne flute.

"A guy who I always have in the club. He's normal for the most part. But to climax he likes to do it sixty-nine."

"That's not unusual, is it?"

"Yeah, except I wear a strap-on while we do it!"

"Oh. Wait, so he's sucking your dildo while you suck his cock?"

"Exactly! It's interesting. Easy for me, though I do wish he'd just lick me out sometimes!"

Demeter walked in before Lara could ask more about it. The blonde was in her typical full black dominatrix attire, complete with a whip attached to a belt at her waist.

"Lara! He's ready for you!"

"Who?"

"Who do you think?" Demeter dropped onto a couch, exhausted.

"Wait, the British guy?"

"Yeah, Pritchard!"

Lara had asked to see him, but she hadn't had high hopes that Demeter would be able to follow through with the request so soon.

"He's in room three-twenty."

"Oh, great. Thanks, Demi."

"It's no problem, honey. He seemed to like the idea."

"I'd better head up."

"There's no hurry. He won't be going anywhere."

"What have you done to him, Demi?" Artemis asked, laughing.

The three dommes talked a short while longer before Lara decided she needed to head upstairs and see Pritchard. She went only in her robe, as per Demeter's suggestion that outfits didn't matter, and as she made her way to the designated cabin she realised that she didn't have any plan of action. Somehow she needed to get information from him. But how? Maybe she could beat it out of him. Literally.

*****

Demeter had left Pritchard in a bind when she had finished her session with him. Lara walked in to see him already tied spread-eagle and face down on the bed in his cabin. Soft purple ropes secured his wrists and ankles to the bedposts. A blindfold covered his eyes, and a strip of tape kept his mouth shut.

Lara, seeing him naked and vulnerable with his ass exposed, knew he was in the perfect position for her.

"Who do we have here?" she said as she shut the door securely.

"Mmmm."

"Sorry?" Lara smirked, loving the sight of this helpless man who she had seen before strutting so confidently around the ship. It was perhaps the most underappreciated aspect of this job: seeing some of the wealthiest and most powerful men reduced to slobbering, dripping, horny messes who would do anything for just a second of sexual stimulation. Even Pritchard, hearing Lara come in, was straining to see her. But it was to no avail. And as his body twisted and shifted, his cock grew in its position pressed beneath his stomach and the bed.

"Goddess Demeter seems to have treated you well, and she's left you in the perfect state for me."

Lara dropped her robe to the floor and padded closer to the bed. She paused and examined the naked masculine form in front of her, trussed up and ready for whatever she wanted to do. And as she thought of her next step, she played gently with her tits and ass and pussy, enjoying the moment to just feel her own body. The horniness that came naturally from her undercover role often got in the way of needing to do her job as a detective. And now, she needed to be level-headed. 

Fortunately, Demeter had left a large assortment of toys. Lara immediately grabbed a vibrator and hopped onto the bed. She straddled the man's back and whispered in his ear:

"It's been a long day for me. So I hope you don't mind if I get myself off. Goddess Demeter said she edged you real hard earlier, so maybe it will be difficult for you to listen to me cum. But if you're a good boy, maybe you'll get a reward."

"Mmmmmmm."

Lara ignored him and switched the vibrator on. It was a pink g-spot massager. Perfect for bringing her to climax. She teased the bound slave briefly, running it over his taint and his exposed balls to cause him to shiver and moan in frustration, but she quickly brought the focus back to herself.

When she said it had been a long day, she meant it. Already Lara had had three sessions with different clients, and each had been taken to the limit of both their time constraints and kinks. But none had given Lara any sexual relief. She had spanked and whipped and fucked and sucked, but none had provided her with an orgasm. So now, as the massager whirred against her clit, she didn't need much to be brought to climax.

As she felt the swell of warmth deep within her, Lara made sure to moan aloud to make the slave as frustrated and as jealous of her pleasure as possible. She ran a hand through his ruffled quiff of hair, pulling lightly as the pressure started to release. She groaned. Her knees pressed in tightly against his torso. As she came she dropped so that her body pressed into his. She had to grip his shoulders as the other hand remained between her legs. And as her climax subsided she felt a sweat dripping from her chest onto his back.

"Wow," she panted. "That's exactly what I needed. Maybe I should just leave you here, it's not like there's anything you can do to satisfy me now."

She began to sit up, but then moved back and peeled the tape off Pritchard's mouth with one quick and painful rip.

"Mmm-ooww!" he yelled.

"Quiet, slave. Speak only when spoken to."

"Yes, Goddess," he answered with a distinctly English accent.

"Did Goddess Demeter tell you who I am?"

"Yes, Goddess. Er, you're Goddess Athena."

"That's right. And what did she tell you about me?"

"You'll punish me. Badly. But if you enjoy it, you'll let me cum. She kept me on the edge for so long."

"Enough. Be quiet." Lara spanked him on the ass. "You are right. I'm going to punish you. I mean, what else are you good for?"

The undercover detective stood up off the bed and went to the selection of toys. She picked up a cat o' nine tails whip and felt the weight of it in her hands, how it swayed as she swished with her hand, and how the nine tails dropped when she brought it to a stop. 

"This will be perfect for making your ass red," Lara said as she returned to the bound man and listened to the crack of the whip. He couldn't see it, but he winced at the sound that had him imagining what pain it might cause. "Are you ready, slave?"

"Yes, Goddess."

Lara struck his ass and laughed. "Good."

She whipped him again, enjoying the sight of him squirming. As she brought the flail down upon him again and again his grunts of pain became louder and louder. And Lara had to stop herself taking it too far. She paused and examined the red marks on his ass.

"Did that hurt, slave?"

"Yes, Goddess?"

"Was it too much? I'll stop if you want. But that does mean you don't get to cum."

"No, Goddess, please. Please let me cum."

Lara whipped him. "Not yet. We're nowhere close to the end. Understood?"

"Yes, Goddess."

"If you want to cum, you'll have to please me."

"I'll do anything, Goddess."

Lara struck him and smirked. "Good. Why don't you tell me a little about yourself. I've seen you strutting around like you own the place, but you've hardly paid attention to us Goddesses. Why's that?"

"Ow!" Pritchard yelled in response to a particularly punishing smack. "I have a lot of work to do, making sure all the deals go smoothly."

"So all these people buying drugs get to have sessions with us on the house, meanwhile you simply don't have the time to have fun. That must be so...hard."

"Yes, Goddess. Ahh."

"Especially with us walking around the place in plain sight, and all the strippers with their tits out. It must have been torture." Lara continued to whip him with a regular rhythm.

"Ow! Yes, it was, Goddess. It was difficult convincing Diamante to give me a couple of hours off for this."

Lara smiled to herself, glad to know she was getting closer to finding out more from him. "And why did you see Goddess Demeter, when you had us all available?"

"Diamante recommended her. He said she's his favourite. Ow!"

"Oh? And who's your favourite?"

"I...er." Pritchard yelled as he was whipped hard, across his back this time. "You, Goddess. Definitely you."

"But, hold on, I thought Diamante didn't see any girls?"

"Only Demeter. And she has to keep it secret."

Lara thought for a moment, surprised to hear that Demeter had kept it so secret. But she realised that Pritchard could soon become suspicious, so she decided to hold off probing him further.

"I think I've punished you enough. This way, at least. Just rest where you are while I get ready."

As the slave relaxed, his ass and back bright red and stinging, Lara grabbed the strap-on she had been eyeing up earlier. The pink dildo, only about five inches long, curved upwards gently, and the detective envisioned it perfectly sliding into her slave's exposed ass. She covered it with lube then hopped onto the bed, kneeling right behind his two scarlet cheeks.

"I think you deserve a good fucking," she said as she rubbed the tip of the dildo against his opening. "Don't you agree, slave?"

"Yes, Goddess."

From his position face down, Pritchard's cock was hard from the stimulation of rubbing against the mattress. But Lara grabbed it and pulled it back so it was exposed. And as she slid the dildo into his loose ass, she gently stroked his cock.

"Mmm, does that feel good, slave?" she asked as she began to fuck him. 

"So good, Goddess," he groaned in response.

"Mmm, yeah, I like fucking good little slaves. Your cock is enjoying it too." She watched as it swelled in her hand while the curved dildo slid all the way in and out of his ass. "Do you want it harder?"

"Yes, Goddess."

Lara fucked him harder and faster, but was careful to leave his cock wanting more. She hardly stroked it. Instead she just kept a tight ring of her thumb and forefinger around his sensitive head. Her fucking had his hips bucking and his cock pushing ever so slightly through this tight ring, creating an excruciatingly limited but intense pleasure. And as a drop of precum was squeezed out of the tip, Lara knew she had him right where she wanted.

"Ooh, you're leaking for me, slave. Are you close to cumming?"

"Yes, Goddess. Please stroke me harder. I'm so close."

"Why would I do that, slave? If you've got this close without proper stroking, I shouldn't need to start now."

"Please, Goddess. I'm gonna cum."

"Oh, are you?"

Lara spanked his ass as she fucked him as vigorously as she could. She pounded against him. The harness of the strap-on almost came loose with the intensity. And as she continued, her finger and thumb remained tightly around his cock. Being so erect, its position held beneath him was both uncomfortable and led to an even greater burst of pressure and his orgasm began to force its way out.

"Euuurrgghh," he groaned through gritted teeth.

"That's right, cum, slave. Fucking cum." 

Lara's thighs slapped against his ass cheeks. She watched as the cum squirted out of his hard cock. She felt the pressure pulse through the tight ring of her finger and thumb. Each load gushed out beneath where she fucked his ass. The white load spilled beneath her knees and pooled on the mattress. And gradually, as Pritchard relaxed and Lara slid the dildo out of him, the cum seeped into the sheets and left a dark, damp mark.

"How was that, slave? Worth the wait?"

"Yes, Goddess." He sounded exhausted, breathing deeply against the pillow on which his head rested.

"Good. I hope you'll be less distracted while you work."

"I can't make any promises. Especially not if I see you around."

"If you have the time, do ask for me again." Lara realised that he might continue to be a good source of information if she could get another session with him.

"I will, Goddess."

Lara got off the bed and sorted herself, taking the harness off and putting her robe back on. Then she moved around to examine Pritchard's blindfolded face. She knew he was quite handsome beneath the material, but part of her wanted to keep him obscured and helpless.

"I'm going to untie one of your hands, slave," she said as she fiddled with the tightly knotted rope. "Then you can do the rest."

"Yes, Goddess."

Pritchard felt the knot securing his right wrist loosened and was able to pull it free. He then struggled with his left hand and eventually got it loose. Before working on his ankles, he pulled down his blindfold and looked around the room. Goddess Athena was nowhere to be seen.


7. The Message

The rest of the cruise passed astonishingly quickly for Jim, who had decided to make the most of his time by continuing his investigation. This of course meant getting to know the other Goddesses. But he found that one, the sweetly innocent and incredibly buxom Demeter, was not fazed by the questions he asked about the nature of her work or the interesting clients she had. Instead, she took his intrigue to be an awkward attempt at flirtation, and before he knew it Jim was led to a room where he was tied suspended from the ceiling despite his lacklustre protests.

The undercover detective had his mouth taped shut before he could interrupt the session, and his mind soon turned away from his investigation as Demeter brought out a large fleshlight.

For at least half an hour she teased and toyed with her slave, and only when Jim's cock was bursting for release did she finally pump him to climax. 

The tight yet soft fake vagina was filled by his cum as he let himself be completely milked dry by the Goddess.

"Only a couple hours till we dock, sweetie," Demeter informed him as she began to untie his bonds. "If you wanted another session with one of us, you'd better decide quick."

"Thanks," Jim said after his gag had been ripped off. "But I might just have a drink and relax."

"Sounds lovely. Although, while I remember, Goddess Athena wanted me to pass on a message. Sounds like something special. You must've given her a good impression."

"What is it?" Jim was intrigued by what his colleague might have been planning.

"She's going to get something ready in your cabin. Asked that you be patient and only come up later, just before we dock."

"Okay..."

"Maybe it's a farewell treat." Demeter winked as she eased Jim down and helped him stand upright. "You okay now, hun?"

"Great, thanks."

"Well I had fun. Hope you did too."


8. Finishing the Job

On Sunday, the final day of the cruise, all the clients were drained in more ways than one: money, energy, and cum. All the deals had been made and the clients had celebrated with plenty of gambling, drinking, and fucking. For the Goddesses of Olympus, that meant time to relax. Only a few sessions had been booked in the few hours before the Diamond Empress docked. Lara thought she didn't have anything lined up. Not until Madame Hera knocked at her cabin door.

"Athena, someone's asked to see you," she said, remaining in the doorway. "An hour before we dock. Okay?"

"Yes, Madame. Who is it?"

"That's confidential. You'll know when you see him. I've said he can use your cabin. So have it in good condition. Understood?"

Lara, peering at the mess of bed sheets and clothes behind her, nodded curtly. "Yes, Madame. Of course."

"Very well. Enjoy the last stage of the cruise."

*****

Lara spent the next few hours mulling over who might have asked to see her. It could have been any of the clients she had had sessions with who wanted to see her again. Or, she thought, could it be Pritchard? Lara had asked Demeter to arrange another session. If she could come through again it would fit perfectly into Lara’s plans.

And when a knock on her cabin door shook her alert and she hurried over to answer it, she beamed at the sight of Pritchard.

"Hello, Goddess," the British man greeted her.

Lara, head to toe in her favourite black latex catsuit, looked up at him and smiled. "Why am I not surprised, slave?"

"I did say I wanted to see you again," he grinned. "We've only got an hour until we dock, so I'm making the most of my time while I can."

"Well, we best not delay then. Come with me."

"We're not using your cabin?"

"I have somewhere better in mind."

Lara led him down the corridor and to the location she had planned. When they got there, to Jim's cabin, Lara made sure there was no one around to see as they entered.

"What's different about this place?" Pritchard asked, looking around.

"Silence, slave. This is somewhere a bit more private. I don't want the other guests disturbed by your screams."

Pritchard gulped, anxious and excited, and followed her in. Lara, having already prepared all the equipment, was not willing to beat around the bush.

"Get naked and lie on the bed, slave," she commanded. "You will be mine from now until when this ship has docked. Understood?"

"Yes, Goddess. I am yours."

Lara, impressed by the muscular body she was seeing for the first time from the front, eagerly cuffed his hands and feet to the bed so he was secured spread-eagle.

"You’ve got a great cock,” she said, seeing his thick erection standing alert.

"Thank you, Goddess."

"And what do you think I should do with it?"

"Whatever you want, Goddess."

"Do you think you can stay hard for me? Even if I don't touch you?" Lara knelt between his legs, getting closer to his hard cock.

"I'm not sure, Goddess."

"Well, if you want to really impress me, you will show how aroused I get you."

Lara looked at him then down to his cock. It was engorged and inviting. She desperately wanted to reach out and wrap her fingers around it, but decided that could come later. Instead, she fingered the zipper at the front of her catsuit. She toyed with it, listening to it clink. Slowly, she pulled it down. Pritchard's eyes remained fixed on the zip aa it trailed down her chest. His cock twitched in anticipation. The black latex pulled apart and gradually revealed the white of her breasts.

"You don't want to offend me, do you slave?" she purred as the zip lowered and she let her tits push out of the constraining latex. "Stay hard, slave. That's the only way you'll enjoy your time with me."

"Yes, Goddess."

Lara took her breasts in her two hands. She squeezed them together, creating a deep valley of cleavage which had Pritchard's cock twitching as he imagined feeling his raging shaft enveloped by her soft flesh. Then she tilted her neck forward and licked her nipples. The left, then the right. Her tongue darted out and in. It swirled around her areola in delicate spirals and she repeated on both sides until her nipples were erect and hard as they could be. 

Pritchard was forced to watch her teasing performance. It was no challenge at all to sustain his throbbing erection. Lara noticed and smiled. She could hardly stop herself from reaching out and grabbing it. And she decided there was no need to hold back from enjoying herself.

Pritchard tensed himself in anticipation as the Goddess leaned forward. There was no more teasing. She cut straight to the chase and wrapped her lips around his cock. Immediately the bound slave moaned and his knees shivered. The pleasure of the Goddess' blowjob was intense and unabating. And as soon as Pritchard felt an orgasm rising, all pleasure vanished.

"You didn't think it would be that easy, did you?" Lara asked as she watched a string of her saliva drip down the large cock in front of her eyes. "You've got such an impressive member. What should I do with it?"

"Whatever you want, Goddess."

"Hmm, well. Okay then!"

Lara gave the shaft a resounding slap which left it bobbing back and forth and caused a sharp inhale of pain from her slave. 

"Too much for a big guy like you?"

"No, Goddess."

"Really? What about this?" Lara smacked his balls and received a louder response. "That hurt more?"

"Yes, Goddess."

"Because I'm having fun."

Lara slapped him a few more times, each one earning her a louder yell from her slave.

"So, I might stop. I might not. Maybe if you answer a couple of questions you'll earn that reward."

"Yes, Goddess. Thank you, Goddess."

"So," she said with another spank as she decided to go down a road of no return. She could see through the porthole a glimpse of distant coastline. "What does Diamante do with his money?"

Pritchard, after a moment to register the question, shook his head and looked at her, flustered. 

"What?!"

"You know, all this money he's moving around. And not just on this cruise. It must end up somewhere."

"I...why would I tell you?"

Lara smacked his balls, harder than before. "You're in no position to say no."

"I don't know! Honestly!"

Lara studied him, seeing truth in his expression. She also noticed the intensity of his erection fading away and took hold of it, stroking him firmly and keeping him pumping with blood.

"Don't lose focus now," she said. "See, I can be kind too. Don't you like my rewards?"

Pritchard shook his head. "No, please, Goddess Athena, you need to release me. Diamante will want to see me. I don't have time to finish our session."

Lara laughed at his feeble attempt to goad her into releasing him. "You like role play then? You can just say your safeword if you really want to be let out. Otherwise...I'm just gonna keep playing with you."

Pritchard couldn't remember his safeword. And as Lara kept stroking him, he struggled to even know if he had one.

"Where's Diamante going once the ship docks?" Lara knew she was running out of time to ask questions.

"I..."

The slave received a firm slap to the balls.

"His villa in Tuscany. He's getting a flight. That's all I know."

Lara smiled. "Good. And what about..."

An announcement echoed through a speaker in the room. It was the Madame: "We will shortly be docking. Please return to your cabins to collect your belongings."

"Oh shoot. Looks like we're out of time. Hold on one minute."

Lara got up and rummaged around the room while Pritchard struggled in his bondage, desperately trying to force his way out.

"Here we go," Lara said. "Open wide!"

She stuffed a worn sock in his mouth and laughed as he looked at her with disgust and contempt.

"Don't worry, it suits you! And what's this? You're still hard? Hmm...I ought to leave. But, it would be too cruel to leave you frustrated like this."

Pritchard moaned through his gag as Lara grabbed his hard cock and began to jerk him off. Whether his strains were in reaction to the pleasure or a signal of his increasing frustration at Lara's manipulation, the Goddess didn't care. This would be the last opportunity to toy with him.

"Oh you are all ready to burst," she observed, rapidly stroking him up and down. "Go on then, slave. Enjoy it while you can."

"Mmmmmmmph," the bound man released as his cum erupted out and Lara let the cock fall from her grip.

"Sorry, slave!" she laughed, watching the throbbing cock bounce in frustration as cum continued to squirt out.

Pritchard could do nothing but embrace the sensations of the ruined orgasm.

Lara didn't even wait for his cock to stop twitching. "Anyway, that's all we've got time for. Sorry we couldn't have another session together," she said as she zipped her catsuit back up. "Just relax now. My friend will find you and take care of you. He's not as nice as me though."

Lara walked out the door without further ado, leaving Pritchard naked, covered in cum, and bound to the bed waiting for Jim to find him.


Epilogue

Lara passed Jim on the staircase down to her room. With no one around, they paused and the undercover dominatrix handed over a handcuff key and told her partner what to expect when he entered his cabin.

"That's, erm, okay," Jim responded, looking quizzically back at her. "Listen, Lara, I've been in contact with the mainland. As soon as we dock, this ship will be boarded by police. I'll have Pritchard detained, but you'll be arrested along with everyone else here. Just stay calm, play along, and everything will be sorted."

"Just make sure you get Diamante, Jim. He's somewhere onboard. Don't let him get away."

*****

Shortly after, the Diamond Empress had docked. The deep rumble of engines quietly faded to silence as Lara was changing into something more comfortable before her theatrical arrest.

"How you getting along?" Artemis strode in, already wearing her more casual gym gear.

"All good, all good," Lara replied. "Have you seen Demi? She better not be with a client still!"

"Oh, you don't know? She went with Diamante."

Lara paused. "Diamante? What do you mean?"

"They flew off together. The Madame arranged it. Demi’s going to be his personal dominatrix."

"Artemis, what do you—"

Lara was interrupted as a loud banging on the door announced the arrival of the police.


3. Dominant in a Villa


1. Suspension

The mosaic patterns of the Knossos room swirled kaleidoscopically around the bound man as the ropes suspending him upside down from the ceiling twisted and spiralled, pushed by the unseen hand of the woman who had put him in this position.

His wispy hair grazed the hard floor below. His hands were tied firmly behind his back with rope running through them from the ceiling above and then through the complex harness around his crotch and waist that kept him secured without much exertion on his body. His legs were also spread vulnerably apart, with his ankles attached to their own ropes.

"Have you had enough yet, slave?"

The dominatrix circled around, coming to stop in front of the man. He looked at her long, bare legs and tried to peek up her plaid skirt, but before he could see whether or not she had any underwear on she pushed his face with the sole of her heeled shoe, making him swing forward and back.

"I asked you a question and you ignored me. Lick this clean as punishment."

She stuck the toe of her shoe in his mouth, forcing him to suck and lick the smooth black leather.

Meanwhile, she placed a hand on his hard cock. It had been tormented mercilessly throughout their session and was now red and throbbing. His balls had also been tied together and, like the rest of his bound body, they were attached to the ceiling beam above, isolating them and making them so much more vulnerable.

"Does this hurt, slave?" The woman began tapping his balls, just with two fingers. It was a light but constant rhythm.

"Mmhmmm."

"I can't hear you." She removed her foot from his mouth.

"Yes, Goddess!"

"Well that's because it's meant to."

Her tapping became slightly harder every time her fingers came down over him. What started out as a dull, throbbing pain soon turned into an aching hurt in his balls that was amplified by the tight rope that bound them.

"Please, Goddess, mercy please," the man exclaimed.

"Aww, fine."

She stopped, instead trailing her hand over his cock.

"Would you prefer I touch this instead?"

"Yes, Goddess."

"Not yet." She smacked his ass, making his suspended body quiver. Then she slapped him again, more and more, until each cheek was bright red.

"Enough, Goddess! Please!"

She only stopped when she thought his begging seemed genuine, and she noticed the clock on the wall.

"Oh dear, slave, looks like it's nearly time to say goodbye."

Her hand returned to his cock. With only her forefinger and thumb, she made a ring around the head and stroked just half an inch up and down.

"Is there anything you want to ask me, slave?"

"Yes, Goddess. Please can I cum?"

"I don't know. Can you?" She stopped moving her hand but kept a firm grip around him. "Try your hardest, slave. Fuck as best as you can."

The man did as she ordered, trying to thrust forward and back to push his cock in and out of the ring her finger and thumb had formed. It felt good at first, focusing on the sensation around the tip, but soon he began to tire and he lost coordination. Without the core strength to carry on, his body swung to and fro uselessly and prevented him from effectively targeting her hand.

"That's disappointing," she said, holding him steady so he was motionless again. "But I won't let you go home with nothing. Open your mouth and keep it open. And lift your head up to look at me."

With gravity on her side, she didn't need to aim his cock. Instead she just stroked it, eager to see if her plan was going to work out as she envisaged.

Her slave moaned and she soon saw his muscles clenching as he approached climax. To give one final bit of encouragement, she parted her legs and gave him a view of her pussy. But before he could stare for too long the dominatrix made sure to stand to the side as his cock throbbed in her hand. Then, having become an expert at recognising whenever a man was close, she took her hand away.

"Enjoy your ruined orgasm slave," she said gleefully. "And keep your mouth open!"

His cock hung there for a long moment, right on the edge. It visibly pulsed, once, then twice. He couldn't stop it. On the third his cum shot out. It narrowly missed his head, instead splattering on the floor. But the next load sprayed out and over his forehead. It began to drip down and into his hair when another shot came, landing directly on target, partly over his lips and mostly into his waiting mouth.

"Bullseye!" The dominatrix laughed, watching as the rest of the cum dribbled out and trailed slowly over his stomach, then chest, then over his neck and face.

"You're lucky you didn't catch more. Swallow it, slave," she ordered. "Is it all gone?"

"Yes, Goddess Athena."

"Good. We're done for today, slave. Someone will come to let you down shortly."

*****

Lara was eager to strip off her slutty schoolgirl outfit when she got back to the dressing room. In fact, she was all but ready to go home. It had been a long day of sessions in Club Olympus and she felt more drained than all the guys she had made cum.

She was glad then to not see any of her colleagues in the time it took to shower and put on her normal clothes, and so she rushed back home before anyone could intercept her for a chat.

But more strenuous than any physical fatigue was the constant worry she had been burdened with for the last weeks since returning from the cruise on the Diamond Empress. One of her co-workers and friends, Demi, or Goddess Demeter as she was known professionally, had left with the media tycoon and criminal Lorenzo Diamante. Whether this was Demi's choice or not, Lara didn't know. And as an undercover detective, she had felt more hopeless than ever that she hadn't been able to find any leads on her whereabouts.

So it filled her with a cautious sense of hope when her partner called her, just as she got back to her apartment.

"Jim, what is it?" Lara asked, knowing that it had to be important. They had kept minimal contact while she was undercover.

"Lara, hi, well...I have good news and bad news. Lots of bad news."

"Fuck." Lara crashed down on her couch, her feet aching from wearing heels all day. "Tell me the good news. I need some positivity today."

"Okay, sure. Well, we found Lorenzo. Or at least, Interpol did. He was tracked going to Italy. There's a villa there. We didn't know about it because it's not owned by him. It's his mother's. But she's been staying in the Bahamas for the last few months so Diamante certainly isn't there to see family."

"And Demi?"

"A blonde was seen traveling with him. Matches her description, so it's looking likely."

"Good, thank you, Jim." Lara breathed a sigh of relief, knowing now that at least her friend was alive.

"I'm afraid that's where the good news stops." Jim paused as if scared to go on. "So, yeah, the chief has called off the investigation into Diamante."

"What the fuck?" Lara instantly sat up. "Why?"

"There's nothing we can do now he's out of the country. Resources are stretched as they are. It's the same reason why the chief wanted you to come in. He already called off your operation."

"Our operation." Lara could hardly contain her anger. She had been requested to terminate her undercover operation and return to her normal duties, but after all she had been through, after coming so close to Diamante, she hadn't been able to let it go. "So what now?"

"Lara, I'm sorry. You need to come in."

"I can't, Jim. Not now."

"I know. And the chief knows. But you need to come into the office. It's the only way to revoke your suspension."

"My what?!"

Jim sighed. "I'm sorry, Lara. You've been suspended. For refusing to obey orders, yaddah yaddah. The chief has it out for you, that's all. Why don't you come in tomorrow? I'll back you up. We'll straighten things out."

Lara dropped back, lying flat on the couch, her dark hair sprawling in mess. Her whole life had been turned upside down, but somehow she was more certain than ever about what she had to do.

"Jim, do you trust me?" she asked quietly.

After a pause, he replied: "Always, Lara."

"Because now that we know where Diamante is, I think I can get to him. I just need two people to help: you, and Madame Hera."

"Whatever it is you're planning, I'll admit I’m stupid enough to go along with it. I'll be by your side, Lara. But how is the Madame going to help?"

"If it means creating business for the club, she'll do anything. Trust me on this one, Jim. Give me a couple of days then I'll contact you. I know we can do this."

"What do I need to do?"

Lara relaxed, her heart rate slowed as she saw the plan taking shape in her mind.

"Get ready to go to Italy," she said, before hanging up the phone.


2. The Villa

The Italian sun beat down through the wide open windows of the villa, heating its large open corridors and hallways and foyers which shone nitid with their dazzling mosaic floors and marble walls.

On one balcony of this giant, surprisingly empty and quiet building, lay one such person who most appreciated the golden rays in this most tranquil place. Every day for the last few weeks, Demeter had taken half an hour to drop into a sunbed and allow her body to be bathed and bronzed by the shining light. And, with no one else around for most of the time, she took the opportunity to do so naked. Over the weeks, her large breasts and crotch browned just as much as the rest of her body. For the first time in her life, she had no need to worry about tan lines.

But when she first arrived at this secluded Tuscan villa, Demeter knew she wasn't here for a holiday. Her host, and her patron, had brought her here for a reason. But Lorenzo Diamente could be a difficult man to figure out. On the helicopter flight from the cruise, he had barely said a word to her. Demeter was told by Madame Hera beforehand that he had requested a special contract be made, but the details were not disclosed to the young Goddess. Yet she went along with it because she was a professional. And in her line of work, she knew not to ask too many questions.

When they first arrived at the villa, Demeter was left alone for the first day. She had time enough to explore and settle in, but only within the building and the large boundaries of the walled estate. Lorenzo, meanwhile, had been in an endless series of meetings with his small group of henchmen. Demeter had waited tirelessly to hear any instruction from him, having no idea what she had been brought here for. Then, when she woke up the next morning, she found the villa empty. No one else was around, it seemed, until she went downstairs to find Lorenzo sitting in the grand dining room with breakfast for two already prepared.

He had been completely cordial, pulling out a chair for Demeter before sitting across from her. He welcomed her to his home and explained, quite calmly and frankly, what had happened. A police operation had put an end to their cruise. Fortunately, he had prior warning and managed to escape in time. And even more fortunately, he had time enough to organise bringing Demeter along with him.

For the blonde, this was the first time hearing about the police operation. She wanted to ask about Club Olympus and all her friends there, but she decided not to at that moment. It was only at a later point, when Lorenzo was in a more vulnerable position, that she was able to question him and put her worries to rest.

Her host had continued, going into details as to what Demeter was expected to do. Lorenzo was now lying low. He was isolating himself from the world, hiding within his favourite home and hoping that, in time, the spotlight would move away from him and he would be able to continue his business internationally. For now, he would remain in the villa with only a small security force patrolling the border wall. And, to pass the time, Demeter had been brought along to help.

So she sat finishing breakfast as he described what he wanted from her and what he liked.

The main item that he talked to her about, after some tangents and stories, was his desire for chastity. This took Demeter by surprise. She had supposed that Lorenzo, like any man with his wealth and power, must enjoy having sex with who he wanted, when he wanted. But, as he explained, she began to better understand him.

"I've had the world's classiest escorts," he said, pausing only to sip on his espresso. "I've had a whole harem of beautiful women living in this very villa, doing whatever I asked of them. They sucked me, they fucked me, they played with each other when I wanted them to. Can you imagine having a dozen sublime bodies desperate to touch me, and to be touched by me? That's what my money can do."

Lorenzo took a bite from a peach. It's juices dribbled down his chin and he wiped it with the back of his hand.

"But after years of this, what can I say? I'm bored of it. You may think you know power, but that's only during your job. For me it's endless, tireless. It has to be. Otherwise I would not survive this world. But, do you know when I first let myself be vulnerable?"

Demeter looked into his eyes and, after a moment in which she had been thinking the question was rhetorical, she shook her head.

"It was my first trip to Club Olympus," Lorenzo continued. "I was hesitant at first. It took a few sessions to really give up my power. It wasn't just about being tied up and helpless, it was the thrill of fully submitting to a woman like yourself, to willingly give up any agency and obey the commands of another. Do excuse the irony, but I had never before known how liberating that could be. And so the final element that sealed my desire to submit, you now understand what that was?"

Demeter had heard rumours of what he liked, though she was tentative about giving such a simple answer. She finished swallowing a mouthful of coffee then said, "Chastity?"

"Bingo. But I have never had the chance to test my limits, to commit to long term denial, to an abstinence imposed by both the hard metal of a cage and the dominating hand of a woman such as yourself. And so that is where you come in. For the remainder of my time here, you will be my dominatrix, my keyholder. You may do whatever you want with me. But please let me offer you this one rule: I am not allowed to have an orgasm. I don't care how much I beg, or how much I leak, please be stronger than my weak male mind. It will be an experiment. It could take weeks or months, but I want to see how I am affected over this long period of denial. You can keep me caged, or you can unlock me. But do not trust me to sustain my current self-control. You must not let me cum. Is that okay, Goddess Demeter?"

"Yes, sir. If that's what you want."

"It is."

Lorenzo stood up and went to a side cabinet, out of which he took a few sheets of paper, stapled together, and a small, square box.

"This is a contract," he said as he moved around the table and approached Demeter, placing the paper down in front of her with a pen. "If my word isn't enough for you, or if I do get so desperate that I beg for an orgasm, that contract overrules anything I might say in my delirium. It states what I have already told you, but please read it. I have already signed. You can put your signature below mine."

Demeter read over the contract, seeing that it did in fact repeat what she had already been told. Seeing no surprises, she took the pen and signed.

Nodding and satisfied, Lorenzo then placed the box down and opened it.

"This now belongs to you. Once you take it, I am yours completely. You cannot call me sir anymore. And I will no longer talk to you as I have done. You will not be my guest or employee. I will be your slave."

Demeter examined the metal chastity cage nestled within the velvet-lined box. It was small and unassuming, yet somehow it also seemed quite precious like an heirloom or piece of jewellery. And it had a surprising weight to it when she picked it up, even with the strong bars that made for a secure but open design. Demeter knew enough about chastity to know that those spaces allowed for easier access to clean, perfect then for long-term denial.

"I am yours, Goddess," Lorenzo said, dropping onto his knees.

Demeter ran her fingers over the cage, wondering what to do first. She then saw, still in the box, a key. It was attached to a valuable-looking silver chain and she took it and put it around her neck.

"Well then, slave," she said, looking down at her new subject. "Let's have some fun. Strip for me."

Lorenzo hurriedly unbuttoned his shirt, revealing his tanned and toned muscles underneath. Then came his trousers, socks, and underwear. He had no hesitation about showing off his large cock that was already hard from the excitement.

"When was your last orgasm, slave?"

"Three days ago, Goddess."

"I see." Demeter remained seated as she examined her new naked slave. "As I understand it, your dedication to denial should go hand in hand with my control over you. So I want this experiment to start from today, after I have made you cum with my own hands. This will ensure that the last bit of pleasure you'll remember will belong to me. And then we will properly commence with complete denial. Is that understood?"

Lorenzo nodded, knowing it made sense to take one final opportunity for pleasure. "Yes, Goddess."

"Good. Then stand here and put your arms behind your back. Whatever happens, you will keep them there."

She twisted her chair around and he stood next to her, legs apart and hands behind him like a soldier at ease. His cock stood out hard and firm and she began to stroke with one hand.

"Try to enjoy this, slave," she said. "I may tease you in the future, a lot, but it will never lead to a release like it is now."

"Thank you, Goddess," Lorenzo moaned, embracing the pleasure rising within him.

"Remember, slave, I am here to dominate you. And now you have handed me control, your cock is mine. So you will cum when I command it."

"Mmmmm."

Demeter's hand gripped tightly and stroked smoothly up and down, feeling him throb harder and harder.

"Keep your hands behind your back, slave," she ordered, seeing the look on his face that showed him close to climax.

A few more faster pumps had made Lorenzo silent as the flood of orgasm began to bubble over. His cock pulsed. Demeter felt it. And she took her hand off him.

"Slave, cum!" She commanded, grinning at his look of frustration as she gave his balls a single slap. "Enjoy what little pleasure you can find."

Cum erupted as the ruined orgasm swelled over. Unable to hold it in, Lorenzo had to use all his willpower to keep his hands behind his back. Every shot of cum had his cock desperate for any touch. But he couldn't disobey his new mistress. And she kept her hands off, watching the white load splatter against the tiled floor.

"It's important to learn, slave, that I'm not here to give you pleasure. You will suffer because I say you will. And when I lock you in chastity you will not even have the memory of a full orgasm to ease your frustration. But before we get to that point, there's a mess on the floor that you need to clean up. Get on your hands and knees, now."

Lorenzo did as he was told while his cock slowly softened and grew small. He looked at the puddles of cum.

"Lick it clean, slave. All of it."

Demeter spanked his ass as if driving him forward. He leaned down, tongue out, and lapped up his cum. He didn't hesitate or question the command as he cleaned it all up.

"Good," Demeter said, pleased to see him so obedient. "Now stand up. It's time to lock you away."

With his limp cock in front of her, she put the chastity device on. The ring went first, snugly behind the balls, and then the short shaft that was stuffed full. Lastly, she locked it securely and wiggled the cage around, glad to see there was no room for it to slip or for him to escape.

"Well, slave, how long do you think you should be locked up for?"

"However long you say, Goddess."

Demeter smiled and fondled his exposed balls, watching his cock trying to grow again as it pressed against the silver metal bars. "That's absolutely right."


3. Special Delivery

A few days later, Demeter was making the most of its amenities and the relationship she had with her host. Enjoying a lazy morning, she was lounging on a couch wearing nothing but a green silk gown while she read one of the few English books she had been able to find. Her legs stretched straight out in front of her and rested neatly on Lorenzo's back. Naked and unmoving, he was a perfect footstool for her. He was already perfectly obedient, remaining on his hands and feet without complaint while keeping his back as straight and as stable as possible.

"Are you expecting anyone?" Demeter said when she heard a rap at the front door.

"No, Goddess."

"I suppose I should answer it. You're not exactly in a good state."

She knew that it could only be Lorenzo's guards at the door, having dealt with them a couple of times before. They were instructed to bring up to the villa any delivery that had been dropped off at the gatehouse on the edge of the estate, but that was the extent of their interaction with either Demeter or Diamante. They were used to the crazy sights and sounds of the orgies previously held in the villa and so each time they showed up they remained incredibly professional, not showing a hint of curiosity at what might be going on inside the grand villa and not looking too hard at Demeter's various outfits. She had even been given the authority to make her own requests for deliveries, and as she walked over to the door she made a mental note to ask for new books.

"Ciao, miss," a guard greeted when she opened the door. "Delivery, for you it says. We can bring in?"

"Oh my word!" Demeter looked at the size of the crate behind him and promptly stood aside to let him and three other guards struggle to carry it in. "You can leave it there," she said, seeing them huff and puff before placing it down in front of the grand staircase in the foyer. "Thank you."

"Preggo, good day, miss."

The guards left and Demeter looked at the crate. It looked at least six feet long and half her height. What might be inside she had no idea.

"Slave!" she called.

Lorenzo crawled out from the lounge, having been hiding from his guards, and pattered over on all fours with a look of curiosity that matched the dominatrix’s.

"Any idea what this is?" Demeter asked, seeing her name clearly printed on the label that hung off one corner.

"No, Goddess."

She found a note scribbled in a familiar handwriting. "A gift to serve and entertain. From Hera. Hmm...I suppose we should open it then!"

Demeter ordered her slave to prise open the crate that quite easily swung open on its hinges once a couple of latches had been taken off.

"Holy fuck," she muttered out loud as she looked at what was inside.

Lying on their backs next to each other and tied with straps to panels at the bottom of the crate were the twins from Club Olympus, Enyo and Eris. Not only that, but they both complete naked apart from cloth gags that they were biting down on.

"Mmmmmm!" They both moaned and wriggled, laughing once they saw the look of shock on Demeter and Lorenzo's faces, their bronze bodies squirming.

"What are you doing here!" Demeter asked as she took the gag out of Eris' mouth. Enyo, the larger-breasted of the two, scowled at having hers kept in.

"Madame Hera sent us," the bound woman said.

"So he's getting two more mistresses?"

"No, Goddess. You're getting two more slaves!"

"Oh."

"We have been told to serve you however you please. Whether or not that means helping to dominate him."

Lorenzo looked from the twins to Demeter and back again, but he didn't want to speak out of turn.

"Well..." Demeter was still processing the new situation. "Slave, untie them. I suppose we should get them acquainted with the place first."

"Yes, Goddess."

Lorenzo undid the straps binding the twins and helped them clamber out of the crate. The task was made difficult by the numerous travel bags that had been piled in around them.

"Now, if you are both my slaves, show me and kneel," Demeter commanded. While she had her gripes with the twins when they were her colleagues, seeing them both kneel obediently while naked in front of her gave immense satisfaction and instantly her mind went racing with thoughts of what she could do with them.

"Mmm," Enyo moaned, still gagged with drool dripping from her lips.

"What? You want me to take that out?" Demeter laughed. "I don't think so. Eris, you agree with me, right?"

Eris looked at Enyo sheepishly. "Oh, of course, Goddess. Whatever you command."

"Excellent. I should introduce you, Lorenzo, to the twins, Enyo and Eris. Kneel beside me and let's see if they're as good a slaves as you've become for me. Girls, standing up."

The twins stood up immediately, towering over Lorenzo whose caged cock showed how much he was admiring their naked bodies.

"Eris, kneel again. Enyo, spread your legs." Demeter was glad to see them obey each order without hesitation.

The gagged woman looked surprised by instruction, knowing where it seemed to be leading.

"Eris, use your mouth and make her cum."

Already kneeling and facing Enyo pussy, Eris smiled and moved closer. She began to lick and suck, pleasuring her counterpart expertly. It took a lot to resist the urge to grab her ass and pull Enyo in, but Eris obeyed her new mistress and used only her mouth.

"See how obedient they are, toy?" Demeter said to Lorenzo, who was staring lustfully at the performance. "You've got some competition on your hands. Just watch now, and imagine that orgasm that you'll never have."

"Yes, Goddess."

Before too long, Enyo was thrusting her hips into Eris' face. She moaned into her gag and drooled uncontrollably. And as she climaxed, her eyes screwed shut and Eris unrelentingly drew every bit of pleasure out of her.

"Good," Demeter smirked, pleased to know the twins were now also her willing slaves. "Eris, remove her gag, then come here."

Eris did as she was told, stepping over to Demeter.

"Good slaves know about pleasure, just as they know about pain. Slap him."

Eris slapped Lorenzo on the cheek, making him grunt.

"And again, other side."

A bright red colour burned on his face following the smack.

"Good girl. Now, I assume I can trust you two not to be in bondage all the time?"

"Yes, Goddess," they said in unison, Enyo being pleased to finally talk.

"Great. Tell me, what's in those bags that arrived with you?"

"Clothes, Goddess. And more toys for you."

"Okay, take them upstairs to the guest bedroom, top of the stairs and to the right, the one at the end of the hall. I’ll check out the toys later so just unpack your clothes then come back down here. You can make us some lunch. I know of plenty of ways you can both be useful."


4. Double Trouble

"Enyo, Eris, come here. Kneel at my feet."

After only a couple of days since their arrival to the Tuscan villa, Demeter had whipped the twins into shape and made them her perfect, obedient sex slaves. They crawled towards her in their usual attire: fully nude apart from the black collars around their necks that were often attached to a leash.

But Demeter didn't need a lead to pull them into position; they came over and kneeled in response to her words.

As for her other slave, Lorenzo was standing with his arms stretched above him, cuffed and chained to a beam overhead. His legs were forced apart by a spreader bar attached to his ankles. And his cock, still caged, twitched at the sight of the naked twins moving so seductively on their hands and knees.

In the old cellar, half of which was still filled with racks of wine, boxes of provisions, and barrels full of preserves and beer, Demeter had found it the best spot to practice some of her more intense teasing sessions.

As the new lady of the house, she was happy to wear whatever she found comfortable. Today that was a yellow sundress. It was loose and flowing, and her nipples poked out through the thin material. She had spent most of the day outside in the sun while keeping Lorenzo tied as he was. But now she was ready to put him to the test, and she had brought the twins down to help out.

"How does it feel to be trapped in your own villa?" Demeter stood several feet in front of Lorenzo, with the twins between her and him.

The bound man mumbled something into his ball gag while looking down, not at the floor but to where the flowing dark hair of the two twins touched their perfect round asses.

"This is what you wanted, isn't it?" Demeter took a step closer, standing over the twins and running her fingers through their hair while they purred affectionately. "Today I want to give you a taste of what you're missing, what you willingly gave up. I'm going to make you regret it."

The blonde pulled up the front of her skirt, showing off to the twins that she wasn't wearing anything underneath. But Lorenzo couldn't quite see, only catching a glimpse of her bare thighs.

"Girls, make me cum," Demeter ordered, grinning as her two slaves almost pounced on her. They nearly fought over her pussy, trying to be the one to taste it. "Play nice," their mistress ordered, letting her skirt drop over their heads.

Enyo was the first to claim the prize. Her tongue burrowed in and she lapped up Demeter’s sweet juices. But Eris wasn't left with nothing. Her fingers grasped at the firm cheeks above while she licked her mistress' taint.

Lorenzo squirmed. He could only watch as Demeter, his usually strict and unwavering dominatrix, quivered and almost lost her composure. She bit her lower lip. Her hands had to hold onto Enyo's head out of necessity. Her knees were shaking too much she would have otherwise lost balance.

"Mmmmm, fuuuuck," she moaned, her chest becoming flushed. "That's gooood. Fuck. Yes. Just there."

The twins had swapped places and Eris had found her clit. Meanwhile Enyo found space to reach up and finger Demeter. The sensations were overwhelming but she didn't want it to stop. Her pulse quickened and, giving in the tongues and fingers pleasuring her, the Goddess climaxed.

"Oh fuck, mmmmm, ahhhhh," she exclaimed, her whole body shaking as she came, her pussy dripping while Eris continued to flutter her tongue against her.

"Stop, stop," Demeter had to say finally, when her orgasm subsided fully and she became too sensitive. "Wow. You've both learnt well."

While she was in control of the twins, Demeter had taken the opportunity to train them not only in obedience but in pleasuring her exactly how she liked it. They knelt before her again, visibly pleased by the good job they had done. They smiled, their faces wet.

"Do you enjoy serving me?" Demeter asked.

"Yes, mistress," they said in unison.

"But which of you is the better slave, hmm?"

They looked at each other and responded, "I am!"

"Time to prove it, then. The first one to cum is the loser. So you need to try and make the other cum first if you want to win my affection. Go on. I'm watching."

Instantly the twins wrestled each other on the ground. Their slim, bronze bodies intertwined. Hands grabbed flesh. Legs coiled and pinned other limbs. There was moaning and panting and yelling as they fought to get the other into position, and Demeter watched, amused.

Eventually Enyo came out on top. She pinned Eris down, arms around thighs, and began to lick her out.

But now she was stuck in a sixty-nine position, Eris grabbed Enyo's ass and returned the favour, tasting her pussy and making her writhe.

"Do you see how desperate they are?" Demeter said to Lorenzo, having stepped around the twins to stand by his side. She trailed a hand up his body, making him shudder. "Orgasms drive them crazy, make them desperate, obedient. Don't you wish you could join them? Have your cock stroked and licked?"

"Mmmm."

"I know you do, really." Demeter smacked his ass and stepped behind him. Her hands reached around and her nails clawed at his thighs, so close to his bulging caged cock. "Do you want some relief? Because I can't give it to you. Although, I could at least unlock you. Would you like that?"

He nodded his head. "Mhmm."

Demeter's hands ran up his front and she pinched his nipples. "Prove to me how desperate you are. If you can leak for me, then maybe I'll let you out. It shouldn't be hard. Your cum must be desperate to escape. So show me. Just one little drop."

She finally released his nipples as the chorus of the twins’ moaning echoed louder. But neither had orgasmed yet.

"Would it help if I stroked you?" Demeter whispered in Lorenzo's ear. "Just like this."

Her fingers rubbed over his cage. It was almost too small to hold properly, but she could still move up and down and stimulate it just enough for him to feel her where his cock bulged between the metal bars.

"Fuck," she moaned. "Isn't it just so hot watching them like that. Mmm, I wish I could stroke you properly. I'd love to see how much cum you've got in those heavy balls of yours."

"Mmmmm." Lorenzo squirmed in his bondage, feeling the intense pressure of his cage growing to unbelievable heights.

"Are you leaking yet?" Demeter noticed the tip of his cock glimmer with precum. She rubbed it in with her thumb. "You need to do better than that. I want a proper drop. You should be making a puddle on the floor."

"Oh fuuuuckk," Enyo suddenly yelled, her body compulsing on top of Eris'. She had reached climax, unable to escape the furious tongue of the other twin that still pleasured her pussy. Eris held on tight, refusing to let go. She had narrowly escaped orgasm, but now she had to face the frustration of feeling so close while Enyo writhed in ecstasy.

"Enough of that, on your knees, both of you," Demeter barked at them.

It took a while for the twins to pry themselves apart. Their bodies were glistening with sweat as they breathed heavily.

"Good girl, Eris. You'll get a reward for holding off."

As Demeter took her hand off Lorenzo's cock, a drop of precum leaked out and fell slowly like a glistening thread until it hit the floor. The twins both stared at the display of pure, pent-up arousal. They both loved the taste of cum and had struggled to be without it during their time at the villa.

"Looks like you deserve a treat too," Demeter said to the bound man. "Do you want to be unlocked?"

"Mmhmm." He nodded, desperate to relieve the pressure of his aching cock.

"Very well."

The blonde took the key from around her neck and slowly turned it in the lock. With his cock so engorged, the cage didn't come off easily. But after a few tugs it finally pulled loose.

Lorenzo's cock sprung free, big and throbbing. The base ring remained on behind his balls and the shaft, acting like a cock ring that increased the vigour of his erection.

"Wow," Demeter gasped, almost taken by surprise. It had been a few days since she had seen him free, and the effects of denial and the metal ring made him look bigger than ever. "I’m not sure about the twins, but I'm impressed. And I know these two. They love to fuck. Especially big cocks like yours. Would you like that? Do you want to feel their tight pussies around you as they fuck you? Just imagine how good that would feel to shoot your load and give one of them a big juicy cream pie."

Lorenzo looked at the twins kneeling before him. They were almost salivating at the sight of his throbbing, leaking cock. He knew Demeter was only teasing him. But he didn't know if he could have turned down the offer if he was unbound and had the chance.

"Of course, I don't trust you not to cum immediately," Demeter said. "Looking at the state you're in, one pump inside a tight pussy would take you over the edge. I have no doubt about that. Eris, come here."

Demeter ordered her slave over, directing her to kneel closer to Lorenzo so her face was inches from his cock.

"I know you want to taste him," Demeter said. "You've been deprived for too long, so that will be your reward. But not yet."

Next, the Goddess had Enyo kneel directly behind Eris, so her breasts pushed into her back.

"Eris, you're only allowed to use your tongue. Lick him, taste him, as much as you want. But only with your tongue. And you've got a time limit. Because Enyo is going to make you cum. And when you do, game over. Understood?"

"Yes, mistress."

"Good, then begin."

Eris stuck out her tongue and lapped up the precum still hanging from the tip of Lorenzo's cock. She moaned, both in response to the taste and to the touch of Enyo's hands that wrapped around her, playing with her wet and desperate pussy while squeezing her breasts against Eris’ back.

"You'd better cum quick," Enyo whispered as she rubbed the others' clit, jealous that she couldn't taste him too.

Eris had licked up all the precum but she wanted more. Even as Enyo fingered her unrelentingly, she ran her tongue up and down the length of the thick shaft, trying to coax out more.

Lorenzo was struggling against his bonds, finding the light touch torturous. It kept him so hard and throbbing and, in his incredibly aroused state, close to reaching the edge. But it wasn't enough to take him over. Demeter knew that as she spanked him and pulled his nipples, all the while listening to Eris reach her climax.

"No no no," the slave moaned, unable to escape the sensation filling her body. All she wanted to do was properly suck on Lorenzo's cock and swallow his load. But she couldn't disobey her mistress, and Enyo's firm embrace seemed to pull her back.

Eris managed to get one last lick around the tip, savouring the taste, before being lost in the throes of orgasm. She fell back on top of Enyo who still fingered her.

"Uhhh, mmmmm, aaahh."

The cellar echoed with her yells of passion. She squeezed her tits and let herself be overcome, so much so that she didn't notice another bead of precum drip from Lorenzo's cock and onto the floor between her legs. He had been left shaking as he imagined how amazing it would have felt to experience the pleasure that Eris was.

"I think that's enough teasing for the day," Demeter said to him as the twins slowly recovered, untangling themselves and getting back to their knees. Eris especially seemed to glow with delight. "Did you enjoy your treat, slave?"

"Yes, Goddess," Eris beamed. "Thank you, Goddess."

"Good. Why don't you two get showered and prepare us some dinner. I'll be up later. For now, I need to deal with this slave."

The twins scurried off, giggling about something, and Demeter turned her attention to Lorenzo.

"You need to get back in your cage," she said, picking up the small metal device while his cock still throbbed big and hard. "But it looks like it won't fit. Can you get soft for me?"

"Mmmm," Lorenzo responded, knowing it seemed impossible in his current state.

"Hmm. Well, you need to, and quickly. Why don't I give you an incentive. For every minute it takes to get this cage back on, that's one full day in chastity. And I mean full chastity, no unlocking." She looked at a big antique clock on the far wall, it's hands silently ticking around a cast iron face. "It's half past now. So if it takes us to the hour, that means no unlocking for thirty days. Understood?"

Lorenzo nodded, although he knew the proposal was harsh.

"Good. Then let's begin. And to make things fair I won't touch your cock. Well, only to get the cage on, of course. But that doesn't mean I can't touch the rest of you."

She kissed his cheek and caressed his chest. She gave a gentle peck to his neck and to his ear, where she bit lightly at his earlobe.

"Did you think I was going to make this easy for you?" she whispered. "I like you in chastity. It makes you so much more obedient, so much easier to control."

She scratched his skin lightly as she drew fingernails over his chest and down his stomach, stopping only an inch away from his cock.

"Still not ready to go back in, huh?"

Demeter moved behind him. Lorenzo shivered as he felt her breath on his neck. He tried as hard as he could to distract himself from her but she was making it impossible. She smacked his ass, making him clench and send a rush of blood through his cock. A finger then trailed down between his cheeks, running against his taint but not quite touching his balls.

"Looks like you want to be in chastity for weeks," Demeter laughed. "At least that seems like the way things are going. Your cock is just so defiant. Maybe it knows this is the last time it will taste freedom for a while."

There was still no sign of his erection dying down. Demeter's hands continued to caress his body, massaging one part then slapping another, cruelly denying him any moment free from her touch.

"How ‘bout I make you a deal?" she whispered in his ear while tweaking his nipples. "Next time I let you out of chastity, I'll let one of the twins suck your cock. Properly, not just the tongue. Would you like that?"

Lorenzo nodded.

"I thought so. But of course it's up to you when that'll be. Just imagine how amazing that would feel after spending so long locked up, will that help make you go soft? Just picture the two of them kneeling at your feet. They love sucking cock so they'll be begging me to let them get a taste. You saw how eager they were earlier, but you don't know how good they are. They give the best blowjobs in Olympus."

Demeter knew her words were hindering, not helping, Lorenzo's situation, and smiled to herself when he shut his eyes and tried to think of anything other than what she described.

"Picture Enyo's lips around you. I think she deserves a taste, don't you? She can deepthroat better than anyone I know. She would take you inside her effortlessly. Just imagine how amazing that would feel to have your cock inside her as she sucked, your tip touching the back of her throat. She has this little trick where she uses her tongue. She swirls it around the tip of the cock while she continues to suck. You won't believe how quickly this makes guys come. A minute of that is all it takes. And she swallows too. Picture it, your cock pumping every last drop of cum down her tight throat. And don't forget Eris. She'll be sucking on your balls, making sure they're not forgotten. I know you wouldn't be able to last more than a few seconds with them working you like that."

Demeter stepped back, amused to see his cock still throbbing and leaking. Lorenzo was unable to shut out her words, and he had been picturing quite vividly the scenario she had described, almost feeling the sensations of that fantastical blowjob.

"Ten minutes, slave," the dominatrix tutted. "At least ten days locked up. How much longer will it be?"

She waited, deciding to be more merciful by not teasing him so furiously. Eventually his erection began to subside and she approached with the cage in hand.

"Ready to try?" she asked, already pushing the cage over the head of his cock. But the sensation instantly made blood rush back in and he grew once again. "Really, slave? You're only making things worse for yourself."

"Mmmmmm," Lorenzo groaned despairingly as Demeter withdrew the cage, seeing no point trying while he was completely hard.

So they waited. Lorenzo tried not to pay attention to the clock that seemed to be ticking by faster than ever. Demeter paced up and down, now impatient. Finally, when his cock had gone completely soft, she approached without a word and put the cage on before the stimulation could trigger any further arousal, the precum acted as a lubricant to make the job easier. And as the key turned in the lock his cock unsurprisingly began to bulge again within it's metal bars.

"About time, slave," Demeter said, having not expected it to take this long. "So that's twenty-five days. Nearly four weeks!"

Lorenzo groaned, frustrated by his own body's performance that had caused this extended period of chastity.

"Sorry, slave, it's your fault. You need to learn to control that cock of yours. Anyway, what was the point of being hard when I was never going to let you cum?"

Demeter laughed and slapped his balls, making him grunt in pain. "Well, I'm going to check on the twins, make sure they're not up to no good. You can stay here to cool down. I'll fetch you later. Bye!"


5. Arrival

A few weeks later, Demeter hurried to answer a knock on the door that she had been expecting excitedly since receiving a message from Madame Hera some days before. She strode through the villa in only a pink bikini that struggled to contain her breasts, having spent the morning by the pool while Lorenzo was kept busy by the twins, and when she answered the door she squealed with delight to see a familiar face standing there, wearing a chic striped dress that looked perfect in the Tuscan sun.

"Athena! It's so great to see you!"

The blonde threw her arms around Lara, who was just as happy to see her friend safe and well.

"You heard from Hera then?" the undercover detective asked, glad to know that her plan had worked.

"Yes, and she said you were bringing someone with you. Oh, hello!"

A man crawled in through the door behind Lara, covered neck to ankle in a black latex catsuit. A matching mask over his head completed the look, and a hole for his mouth was zipped shut so he could only groan a hello.

"He's a client," Lara explained coolly. "Hera agreed for him to come along. Worth it for the money. The club's been desperate for business ever since the cruise."

"Oh no, tell me everything! I've been so out of the loop!"

The two Goddesses sat in the lounge and caught up with each other, desperate to hear the others' story since last being together on the Diamond Empress. Demeter also explained the situation with Lorenzo, about his long-term denial and the strict prevention of orgasm. The slave kneeled patiently at Lara's feet, and crawled obediently behind her when Demeter went to give them a tour of the villa.

She showed off all its features and amenities before heading down to the cellar where some giggling and grunting could be heard.

"Girls, enough of that," she ordered as they came down the stairs.

Enyo and Eris, naked as usual, dropped to their knees in front of Lorenzo who was tied, also naked, to a chair. They had just been teasing him relentlessly, fondling his balls, masturbating in front of him, pressing their tits into his face, and even sucking on his caged cock which bulged desperately in its confines.

"We have a new toy to play with," Demeter said as she, Lara and the new slave approached. "Goddess Athena owns this chastity slave, but I'm sure she'll share him with you."

"That's right," Lara said, grinning at the twins who looked surprised to see her. "I'm not so strict on his orgasms so you'll have a cock to play with that you might enjoy more. But don't forget that I still control him and he isn't to be touched without my permission."

"Yes, Goddess," the twins said in unison.

"Good."

Demeter then went over to Lorenzo, drool dripping from his gagged mouth.

"And you will obey Goddess Athena just as well as you obey me, understood?"

"Mmm." He nodded.

"But don't think she'll be easy on you. And definitely don't think she'll let you cum. Because you are still not allowed."

"Mmmhmmm."

"Athena, you've arrived just in time for something very exciting. This slave here has spent the last four weeks in strict chastity. He hasn't been let out of his cage. Tomorrow is the day that he'll finally be unlocked."

"How exciting!"

"Let's get you and your sub acquainted with the twins. Then we can set up for tomorrow's events."

"That sounds wonderful," Lara said.

*****

After an afternoon of teasing, pain, and pleasure, followed by a dinner cooked up by the twins, Lara took her slave down to the cellar for the night. There was a massage table prepared for him to lie down on, with straps to keep him secure. Lara ordered him to take his catsuit off first and then she restrained him limb by limb.

In only his mask and chastity cage, one that completely encased his cock in an impenetrable metal shaft, he was tied down by the leather straps. One even went over his forehead, another across his waist, and one wrapped over his chest and shoulders, completely preventing any movement but the slightest wriggle.

"Are you comfortable, Jim?" Lara finally asked when she was sure her partner was secured.

"Yes, thanks," he replied after she temporarily unzipped his mask.

"Sorry about all that you had to endure. But I think we convinced them."

"That's alright." Jim's ass and nipples were sore from the punishments that had been inflicted on him, and his cock ached from straining against its cage for so long. But he was comfortable now, and glad for a moment of rest.

"Well, I should head upstairs before they suspect anything. I said I'll help Demi tease Lorenzo before he gets unlocked tomorrow. I'll get you in the morning and hopefully we can find all the evidence we need to call this in. I'll try and keep Demi focused elsewhere. I don't want you to be the focus of her attention, or the twins’! And as long you keep the mask on they won't recognise you. I told them you requested complete anonymity so we should be okay. Goodnight, Jim."

"Goodnight, Lara."

Jim's mouth hole was zipped back up again and Lara lowered the eye mask that came attached to the hood, plunging him into darkness before she went back upstairs.


6. Bound in the Cellar

Jim lay alone in the cellar, tied naked to the table. The leather mask kept him in darkness. His cock remained soft in its cage. Nothing told him what was going on upstairs. Lara and Demeter could be up to anything with their host.

He tried to turn his thoughts away, but after some time, during which he had drifted in and out of sleep, he was startled by the sound of the door opening at the top of the stairs to the cellar. Giggles echoed down into the chamber. He heard the tapping of light footsteps approaching.

"Look what we have here," a woman's voice purred.

"A perfect play thing locked away...what a waste," a second answered.

Jim knew them instantly, and his body tensed in anticipation.

"So, Enyo, what should we do with him?"

"I don't know, Eris, it's such a shame that his tool is locked up and useless."

"Such a shame."

Jim shivered as he felt fingernails trace over his torso. They lightly scratched his skin and pinched his nipples. Lips kissed his neck and pecked his bare shoulders. His cock swelled in its cage. Despite his arousal, Jim felt safe in his chastity. Lara and Demeter owned him and had given strict instructions not to be played with anyone other than them. Yet the twins, he knew all too well, played by their own rules.

"I wish there was a way to play with this thing." Eris toyed with his cage. "It's wrong for any woman to own it completely for themselves."

"If only there was a way to get him out of this little predicament..."

The twins giggled. Jim knew something was wrong.

"I hope you don't mind, toy, but we've been a bit sneaky while Goddess Athena has been busy."

"Mmm?"

"I'm sure she won't notice her key is missing."

"Mmm!"

Jim felt the cage be unlocked and he knew there was no use in struggling.

"Wow, would you look at that," Enyo said as the cage sprung open. Jim's cock swelled to full size instantaneously. "He looks happy to be let out."

"He’d better share that happiness!" Enyo grabbed his cock and stroked, eager as ever to play with a helpless manhood. "Come on, toy, we're all slaves here. We deserve to have some fun together."

"Mmmmmmm." Jim shuddered at the pleasure. Finally released, he knew the twins would have their fun however they liked. And if Lara wasn't going to stop them, then he might as well enjoy himself.

"Fuck, it tastes so good." Eris licked over the length of the shaft and swirled her tongue over his engorged head. "Here, have a go."

Enyo joined her. "Mmm, yeah. You can feel how desperate he is. Poor toy."

Eris stroked and fondled his balls. "Don't you think this cock looks familiar?"

"Mmm? Oh, I suppose it might feel familiar. You've got a better cock memory than me."

Jim's heart beat rapidly as he worried they might find out who he was and remember him from their encounter on the Diamond Empress. There was nothing stopping them from taking his mask off. If they did that, there was no telling what would happen next.

"I don't know, Enyo, and frankly I don't care. He's probably one of Athena's regulars who we've serviced." Eris slapped his balls. "Lucky toy, travelling all the way out here with your Goddess. Bet you weren't expecting to be playing with us too?"

"Mmmmm."

"I think I need a go on him, Eris. Time to really make use of him."

"Go ahead!"

"We've really been missing proper cock." Jim felt Enyo climb on top of him, straddling his hips. "So just sit back, toy. Let me make the most of you."

"Mmmmmmmm."

Jim moaned as she plunged her tight pussy down over his throbbing cock. She was already so wet and worked-up, needing no easing in and going straight to fucking him hard and fast, letting him ram deep inside her as she bounced over him.

"Don't you dare cum, toy," Eris whispered in his ear. "Not before we're finished with you."

"Mmmmm."

Eris too got on top of him, her knees either side of his head and her pussy pressing against his face. "Lick," she commanded authoritatively. "Show me how you please Goddess Athena."

Jim ate her out obediently. He was glad for the distraction from what was happening behind Eris. Enyo was still riding him hard and moaning orgasmically, knowing that the basement was well-soundproofed. Jim tried to focus more on the movement of his tongue and jaw, rather than the pleasure intensifying in his cock. What he couldn't see were Enyo's hands reaching forward to cup Eris' petite tits, fondling them as both twins grinded their way towards orgasm.

Jim could hear their breathing deepen and their bodies tighten. They both rode him to climax and found the peak simultaneously. It was a struggle for him not to clench his cock and allow it to find his own release, just as it was a challenge to continue pleasuring Eris' wet pussy with his aching jaw. But he managed to persevere, finding himself exhausted as the twins finally dismounted.

"Mmm, fuck, that was good."

"It was...but I get his cock next time though, agreed?"

"Hmm, I guess that's only fair."

Jim heard the sound of kissing. His cock still throbbed, dripping with precum and Enyo's juices.

"Thanks for the ride, toy," she said, kissing around his chest.

"You did good. I understand why Athena is so fond of you." Eris lightly stroked his thigh.

"We'd better head upstairs before someone notices we're gone!"

"Oh yeah, you're right!"

"Mmmmm!" Jim screamed into his gag, which triggered a chorus of laughter from the twins.

"What's wrong? Is there something you wanted? We've already let you out of your cage as a treat. We should just put you back in it. You don't want Athena coming down to find you like this!"

"Mmmmm..."

"Aww, poor toy. Don't you think he deserves something else, Enyo? I mean, he did treat us both well..."

"Hmm, I guess so."

"Hear that, toy? You want to cum, don't you?"

"Mmm!" The undercover detective nodded eagerly.

"Then be quick. We'll make sure you don't leave any...evidence. Come on, Enyo."

Jim braced himself. The twins' two mouths enveloped his cock. They kissed and sucked up and down his shaft, sending him spiralling into an abyss of pure pleasure. Soft and wet and warm, they worked hungrily over him, using every flitter of the tongue and pursing of the lips to bring him towards climax. As they felt his cock pulse, getting close, Enyo plunged down and deepthroated him, making his hips buck wildly as her tongue swirled and he felt his orgasm near. Eris sucked on his balls, fitting both in her mouth and coaxing out the cum inside them.

Even without the order to be quick, Jim couldn't have lasted a minute of this intensity. His cock erupted with a body-shaking tremor as he moaned into his mask. His hot, thick cum spewed into Enyo's throat. She held down throughout the climax, letting every shot fill her while her lips remained clamped around the bottom of his shaft. Eris continued sucking his balls until every drop had been drained from them.

As Jim finished, lying exhausted on the bed, Eris prodded the other twin and asked: "Please can I have some?"

Enyo, having been about to gulp down her mouthful, rolled her eyes. She leaned over and let some of the cum dribble out onto Eris' outstretched tongue. They both swallowed the load eagerly, even going back to lick any residual cum that remained on his cock. As it softened and Jim's heart rate returned to normal, the cage was put back on and he was returned to the state he was in before the twins' arrival.

"Hope you enjoyed that, toy," Enyo said. "We won't tell Athena if you don't! And don't worry, we'll return the key without her noticing so no one needs to know about this."

"Let’s do this again sometime," Eris laughed. "We both really miss the taste of cum so thanks for helping out!"

Jim just nodded his head lazily, exhausted from their activities but feeling utterly satisfied as he listened to them leave.


7. The Search

Jim drifted back to sleep before he once again heard the cellar door opening and awoke. But this time it was the sound of heels that had him perk up. It could be Demeter or Lara, and he prayed that it was his partner coming to give him some reprieve.

"Good morning, Jim, it's only me."

Lara began to untie him and he breathed a sigh of relief.

"Thank God it's you Lara," he said when she had unzipped the mouth hole. Next came the eyemask which she pulled up and he looked happily at her smiling face, taking in the sight of her in a stunning black jumpsuit and heels that somehow added an extra air of authority to her demeanor.

"What's wrong now?"

"It's those twins, Lara. They stole your key and unlocked me!"

Lara felt around for the key and found it around her neck as usual. Then she cursed under her breath. "Damn it, Jim. I'm sorry. I put it down for a moment when I went for a shower. It was back by the time I had finished so they couldn't have had much time with you. What did they do?"

"Lara, they made me cum," Jim confessed as he sat up, the last of his restraints loosened.

She raised an eyebrow. "They made you?"

"Well, it's not like I didn't enjoy it. But they told me not to tell you or Demeter. She won't be happy if she finds out."

"You're right," Lara agreed. "She did say you're not to be played with by them. She'll treat the twins harshly for this but I don't think you'll escape punishment either."

"We don't need to tell her then, do we?"

Lara thought for a moment. "No, we don't. And I'll pretend like you never told me, so the twins will think they got away with it. Even though they really do deserve some sort of punishment. Hmm, I'm sure I can make that happen either way. But that doesn’t matter, we've got more important work to do. Put this on. You're still my slave."

She handed him his catsuit which he took and slowly squeezed himself into.

"Demeter is still with Lorenzo," Lara said. "I may have to join her again so it'll be up to you to find the evidence we need. I’d imagine he’d have something like a safe to keep his private documents."

"And if I can find it?" Jim asked as he pulled the tight latex over his legs.

"Then we'll need the combination. Which I may have to get out of him. I'll come up with something, but it might mean you'll need to distract Demeter. Don't worry about that yet. Just focus on finding anything that could be important. Ready?"

"Ready." Jim was back in his snug black catsuit, the bulge of his cage very prominent.

"Then on your knees, slave," Lara said, smirking. "You still need to play the part in case someone sees."

*****

Lara's cautious attitude proved necessary when they ascended from the cellars, Jim crawling behind her, and entered the lounge to find the twins slouching naked together on one of the ornate armchairs. They rushed onto their knees at the arrival of the Goddess and barely managed to hide two smiles when they saw Jim.

"Why aren't you two working?" Lara asked. "I told you to clean."

"We were just taking a rest, Goddess Athena," Enyo said.

"I don't believe you. I'm about to take my slave for some anal training, but I don't want you both lazing around while I'm preoccupied. So let's find something to keep you entertained."

Lara gestured for Jim to stay where he was while she went over to a heavy wooden chest at the side of the room, one of the many nooks that kept her and Demeter's equipment. She pulled out a roll of purple bondage tape and a large wand massager, and then approached the twins.

"On your backs," she ordered.

They lay down on the floor, their naked bodies waiting for what was to come. Jim watched as Lara took the tape and bound Enyo's ankles together before moving up her legs. In one unbroken strip she wrapped it tightly around nearly every inch of skin, next securing her knees and thighs. Then her arms were pinned to her sides with layers of tape around the wrists and elbows, and finally it was wound a few times over her mouth and eyes. Once Enyo was mummified and gagged, Lara did the same with Eris who was looking quite excitedly at her fellow slave. Their hair poured out over the top of their covered, encased bodies as they wriggled around.

But Lara wasn't done yet. She took the vibrator and taped it between Enyo's thighs so that the head was pressed against her pussy. Then she rolled both girls onto their sides and, with some difficulty, taped them together, facing one another.

Eventually they were cocooned as one purple mass, face to face, crotch to crotch. And when Lara turned on the vibrator, it affected both of the twins who squirmed and moaned in intense delight.

"I might just leave you like this for the rest of the day," Lara said, although over the sound of the loud vibrator that echoed throughout the villa she wasn't sure that they heard.

She turned to Jim and beckoned him over. "Follow me, slave. Time to stretch your ass."

Jim crawled over to Lara and followed her out of the room, looking back to see the twins wriggling around on the floor, shifting only a couple of inches here or there as their bodies seemed to gyrate and push around like worms. Unable to move their limbs, they were reduced to only grinding their hips together, with the vibrator in between gifting them both with so much pleasure focused on the one spot that they needed it.

As Jim and Lara headed upstairs, the sound of one of the twins moaning orgasmically reached their ears, but the dominatrix ignored it and paused to speak.

"I told Demeter I'd help her out so I'd better return to her. That way I can make sure she doesn't wander off and find you while you go searching. I don't know where you should start, so good luck I guess."

"Okay, Lara," Jim replied, still on his knees. "Take care."

Lara strode away down to the master bedroom at the end of the hall where Lorenzo was being kept. Jim looked around at the many other doors standing shut and picked one at random. Checking the coast was clear, he stood up and entered.

It was another bedroom, small with only a single bed. It was lightly furnished as if it were rarely lived in. There was a wardrobe that was completely empty inside. He checked behind it and under the bed, but there was nowhere else to search, only the balcony at which he stood for a minute or two, enjoying the view of the pool below and the dusty green garden that sprawled out towards the unseen perimeter wall of the estate.

Wanting to waste not a moment longer, Jim tried the next room. It was much the same as before and he searched everywhere he could. For roughly half an hour this routine repeated over and over again as he searched every room he could, eventually having to check back downstairs.

He paused to see the twins still mummified in the lounge. They had moved a few feet across the floor and had twisted around with one now on top of the other. Jim thought it was Eris on top. She writhed desperately and almost whimpered as she was hit by another climax that sent shockwaves through her body. The unrelenting vibrator worked tirelessly and Jim's cage grew tight as he listened and watched, incredibly aroused to see them so helpless for once.

He could have watched them all day, especially when Enyo soon had her turn to cum while Eris' amazing ass clenched as she grinded her hips back and forth. But he had a job to do.

Jim padded silently around them. There was no safe in the lounge or the kitchen or anywhere else he looked on the ground floor. So he tried the cellar, where he knew the many racks and barrels could make for perfect hiding spots.

Eventually he found something. The barrels and kegs were mostly empty. They sounded dull and hollow as he tapped with his knuckles. But he came to one in the corner, set further back against the wall, that clearly had something inside. And it was even too heavy to lift up. So when he pried the lid open, desperate to find the prize, he grinned once he saw the metal front of a safe.

Out of pure desperation and hope he jiggled the handle but, as expected, it didn't budge. It needed a combination. The creak of a door opening startled Jim and he put the barrel lid back on, his heart thundering.

"How long do you think we can leave him like that?"

It was Demeter's voice. Lara answered.

"Hours. He was begging for mercy but he'll soon be desperate for more attention."

"Good. And the twins? I thought they'd been well behaved?"

"They're too used to being Goddesses. It's important to remind them that they are still our subs."

The two women came down the stairs into the cellar and stopped once they saw Jim already there, having dropped to his knees instinctively.

"What are you doing, slave?" Demeter asked, surprised to see him there. She wore a flowing floral skirt and a baby blue halter top.

"It's okay, Demeter," said Lara, staying calm. "I asked him to come here. Did you do what I requested, slave?"

Jim looked up at his partner, only catching on to what she meant after a moment of hesitation. "Yes, Goddess."

"Good."

"What did you ask him to do, Athena?"

Without skipping a beat, Lara answered: "To pick a bottle out for tonight." She gestured to the wine racks, covered in dust but well-occupied. "So what will it be, slave?"

Jim came over to choose one out, pretending to have already decided on it. Meanwhile Demeter went to gather the equipment she had come down for, including a strap-on which she attached around her waist. With her back turned, Jim gestured over to the barrel that contained the safe. Lara smiled and nodded in acknowledgement.

"This will be good for Lorenzo, won't it?" Demeter asked.

Lara paused, as if in thought, before replying. "You know what, my slave here could do with some anal training. I did say he'd need some today."

Jim looked in horror up at Lara, wondering why she had gone and made that suggestion. She mouthed a "sorry" to him when Demeter wasn’t looking.

"Let me find some more toys for him then, there’s plenty here!" the blonde said.

"In that case you stay with him." Lara went and picked up an anal massager and some lube. "I'll go sort out Lorenzo, make sure he doesn't get bored."

"Okay!"

"Behave yourself, slave," Lara said to Jim as she went off upstairs, leaving him alone with Demeter who grinned, her strap-on pointing right at him.


8. Dripping Knowledge

For the best part of a day, Lorenzo had been tied spread-eagle to his bed, completely naked and teased mercilessly by the two Goddesses. After being unlocked for the first time in twenty-five days his cock had been made to leak more than it had ever done before in his life. He had been edged over and over until he was begging to cum. But Demeter would never let him, and Lara was happy to go along with their little experiment.

So when she returned to him, after he had only a brief moment to cool down, his cock sprung back to life out of sheer anticipation, and desperation, of being touched again.

Lara closed the door behind her and kneeled at the end of the bed, watching his cock already throbbing. Lorenzo was blindfolded and gagged with tape securing a pair of Demeter's panties stuffed inside his mouth.

She leaned forward, her dark hair brushing against his thighs. She pursed her lips. Gently, she blew cool air on his hard cock, making it twitch. Lorenzo groaned and could only wait for her next move.

But Lara didn't touch him. She sat back and smirked with the anal massager ready in her hand.

"It's just me, slave," she finally said. "Demeter is busy with my other slave. Do you know what she's doing with him?"

Lorenzo shook his head.

"She's fucking him. She’s making him a perfect little anal slave. Actually, she was going to do that with you. Are you glad she found someone else to play with?"

Lorenzo nodded and shivered as her sharp nails trailed over his thighs.

"Well, sorry, slave. Because I'm not leaving your hole unused."

Lara applied some lube to the massager and pressed the tip between his butt cheeks, making him tense up.

"Relax, slave. Enjoy this and I'll give you much more to enjoy too."

The massager pushed in easily. Lorenzo moaned as the ribbed silicone entered him, one ridge at a time. His cock throbbed even harder, almost uncontrollably so. It seemed to swell and grow more than ever as his ass was filled and Lara inserted it all the way in.

"Demeter told me she trained you well," she said, slowly pulling it halfway out before going back in. "I know you love it really. Just look at your cock. It's so big, so eager. Does this feel good? Feeling this massage your prostate?"

"Mmmmmm." Lorenzo's entire body seemed to clench as he was penetrated by the massager. His cock leaked, spilling drops onto his stomach that made Lara aware of how easily he could mistakenly be tipped over the edge.

She buried the massager in him and stretched over to rip off the tape from his mouth then remove the underwear soaked in his saliva.

"Who should you thank for this pleasure?" she asked, now fucking him harder.

"You, Goddess Athena," Lorenzo rasped.

"And who do you prefer dominating you? Me or Demeter?" She finally took the base of his cock in her hand, not stroking but gripping it tightly and making the blood rush through it.

"I like you both, Goddess."

Lara bent down and in one slow movement licked up the underside of his shaft, swirling around the tip to taste the precum before withdrawing and smiling at the astonished look on his face.

"Answer that again, slave," she ordered.

"Mmmm, fuuck. It's you, Goddess. I prefer you."

Next Lara put her lips around just the head of his cock and sucked lightly, making him moan desperately.

"And do you want to cum?" she asked after pulling back.

Lorenzo just moaned and didn't answer the question, too worried about it being a trick. So Lara sucked him harder and deeper while still fucking his ass, then she asked again.

"Do you want to cum? We don't need to tell Demeter. She doesn't need to know."

"Yes, mistress. I, I do. I need to cum."

"Then do one thing for me." Lara pushed the massager all the way in and left it there, while her hand stroked ever so slowly up and down his cock that looked like it could erupt at any moment. "Tell me the combination of the safe downstairs in your cellar."

Lorenzo's cock throbbed in her hand. Right on the edge of orgasm, precum leaked onto her fingers and he could focus on nothing else but the insane desire to cum. All his attention was on the warm pleasuring pooling inside him, and the intense pressure in his cock that needed more than anything to be released. So he would have done anything to be pushed over the edge and in his state of horny delirium he hardly thought twice about what question she asked. His answer was an instinctive reaction to his primal need to cum.

"Sixty-seven. Fourteen. Fifty-nine."

"Thank you, slave. I will report my findings back to Demeter."

"What?"

Lara took her hand off his leaking cock and, leaving the massager embedded within him, she got off the bed and said: "She'll be interested to know that you would have gone behind her back to cum. Even if it meant giving up the combination to a private safe. I pity you, slave. I know she won't be happy."

"But Goddess!"

"Enough whimpering, slave."

Lara stuffed his mouth with the panties again and put the tape back over the top, effectively muffling him.

"Cool down, slave. See you later."

"Mmmmmm."


9. The Climax

Naked apart from his mask, and positioned on all fours with his cage throbbing within its cage, Jim felt the shaft of Demeter's strap-on fill his ass as she fucked him from behind, kneeling as she took him doggy-style. She had applied plenty of lube to the dildo, allowing it to easily slide into Jim's tight hole. He had been surprised by how pleasurable it felt, and how it made his cock pulse hard, desperate to be let out.

Demeter had started him out slowly. First she used a small butt plug to ease him into the feeling of something inside him. Then she used a larger one and ordered him to crawl around the cellar while keeping it in. And once he was more used to it, she moved to properly fucking him, and now his cock was dripping and needy.

But before she could decide on what to do next with him, Lara returned.

"Your slave was begging to cum," she said as she came down the stairs and had to hide a look of pity when she saw Jim in his submissive position, ass completely filled. "He would have let me make him cum if I continued."

"Sounds like he needs some punishment," Demeter said, sliding the dildo out in one smooth motion.

"Yes. But let him wait for it first. Anticipation adds so much more to the experience. Can you do me a favour and take my slave upstairs? The twins should have learned their lesson by now. Let them out to play with him."

"Are you not joining us?"

Jim saw Lara eying-up the barrel he had indicated towards earlier, and he knew she was going to try and access the safe.

"I just need to clean this off." Lara held up the anal massager still covered in lube. There was a sink and tap in the cellar that they often used for cleaning equipment so Demeter didn't question it.

"No problem, Athena, I'll take him up," the blonde said as she unbuckled the strap-on, before pulling Jim by the leash and heading upstairs with him crawling by her side.

"I'll only be a minute," Lara said, her heart beating hard as she thought this could be it. Her operation was nearly at an end.

*****

The twins were a sweaty mess on the floor, still mummified together by the purple tape. But they had now gone limp as if sapped of all energy. The vibrator still buzzed angrily though they seemed to have become numb to its effects, only grunting or twitching here and there in response to its endless whirring.

Demeter ordered Jim to kneel while she went to turn off the vibrator and unwrap the tape, much of which had stretched and loosened during the twins' struggles.

"How many times have you both orgasmed?" Demeter asked with genuine curiosity.

"I don't know, Goddess, I lost count," Enyo said, the first to have her mouth ungagged.

"Too many," answered Eris, the second to be freed.

They both slumped on the floor, chests rising and falling with each deep breath. They didn't seem to care that Jim was there watching, nor that Demeter was standing over them impatiently.

"Well you're not here to be lazy," she said, pulling them up by the hair and making them squeal as they rose to their knees. "How are you feeling? Numb? Sore?"

"So sore, Goddess," Eris said.

"Well tough. I want you both to finger yourselves while you watch me. Go on. I don't care if it's uncomfortable."

Reluctantly, the twins played with themselves. Their pussies were sore but they found enough pleasure to enjoy themselves as Demeter went back over to Jim.

"Get on all fours," she ordered, happy to see him do as he was told. His caged cock hung between his thighs as she got on one knee and smacked his ass.

"Mmmph," Jim grunted. The zip over his mouth was still shut and the mask was tight enough to stop any verbal expression.

"Your ass needs some more punishment," Demeter said as she spanked on the other cheek.

She repeated this over and over again, making Jim grunt louder. After twenty spanks she paused.

"Girls, come here."

The twins crawled over and Demeter stood up. She then pulled up her skirt to reveal her bare pussy.

"Slave, lick me out," she said to Jim as she unzipped the hole in the front of his mask and he got onto his knees ready to taste her. "Girls, spank him. As much as you want. You've got until he makes me cum. Which...oh fuck...won't be long."

Demeter had been incredibly turned on after making Lorenzo drip and moan all day, and her arousal had grown even more as she fucked Jim. But she hadn't had any release of her own, so now as she felt the tongue working inside her, buried deep, she felt as if it wouldn't take long before she came.

As Jim licked, he was spurred on by the ferocious spanking from the twins, who only held back enough to prevent the palms of their hands from stinging too much. Each hit hurt him a little bit more than the last. He could feel his ass becoming red. Every spank seemed to drive him closer in between Demeter's legs, his tongue working deeper, licking her juices and making her moan.

She grabbed his hair and held him close. Jim couldn't escape the spanks. He was desperate to finish the job if only to avoid further pain.

"Right there, slave," Demeter moaned, her legs beginning to tremble. Her pussy was desperate. She needed more. The heat of orgasm grew sweltering as the tongue lapped against her clit and made her convulse as she climaxed, juices gushing out. Her knees shook. She released an echoing groan of pleasure. And Jim continued to give her every last bit of satisfaction as the twins reluctantly stopped spanking him.

His chin dripped with saliva and Demeter's juices when she stepped away and pulled her skirt back down, covering herself once again.

"He's very good at that," Lara said, having arrived to catch the finale of her partner's performance with a twinge of jealousy.

"Oh, Athena, you saw that, did you?" Demeter fanned herself and tried to catch her breath.

"Yes. And don't you think he deserves a reward now? I've done everything I needed down in the cellar so it's about time for some fun."

Lara winked subtly at her partner, walked over, key in hand, and bent down, smiling, to zip up Jim's mask and gag him once again. Then she unlocked him. His cock sprung forth big and hard and eager to be touched, but instead he was led by his leash over to a big armchair.

"Help me secure him," Lara asked Demeter, who came over to assist in tying his ankles and wrists securely to the chair.

"What's your plan, Athena?"

"He's been a good boy. He deserves to cum. But I want to offer the twins a chance to taste him. It has been too long and I know they're desperate for it."

Lara looked at Eris and Enyo, both still kneeling on the floor. She didn't let on to the fact she knew what they did with Jim overnight. She thought her partner deserved another treat for putting up with her scheme, especially after putting his ass on the line.

"Girls, come here."

They twins crawled over and stopped in front of the chair, both looking desperately at Jim's hard cock.

"You're going to play a game of blowjob roulette," Lara explained. She looked at Jim and wished she could see the expression on his face under his mask. Only his eyes were visible, but she put the blindfold over them to increase his sensory deprivation. "You'll each have ten seconds to do what you like with him, using only your mouths. It will alternate between you, and whoever makes him cum is the winner. The prize, of course, is swallowing his cum!"

The twins looked at each other. They couldn't believe their luck, having already tasted Jim not so long ago. But they didn't complain. The sight of his cock, throbbing and desperate for pleasure, was enough to make them almost salivate.

"This sounds fun," said Demeter, going over to sit on a couch. "I'll watch and think of a punishment for the loser!"

"Eris, you start." Lara took out a phone and got a timer ready, then she looked at the girl knelt between Jim's feet. "Go!"

Eris leaned forward and put her lips around the thick cock in front of her. She sucked hard and took half of it inside her mouth before coming out again, slowly bobbing up and down and making Jim moan.

"Enyo, your turn, hurry."

Ten seconds passed incredibly quickly for the givers and the receiver. Enyo pulled Eris back and took the cock in her mouth. Then she twirled her tongue around the head. It was dripping precum and she purred with delight as she tasted it.

"Swap," ordered Lara.

Jim's hands gripped the armrests. For a moment his cock was free, then he felt Eris take her turn sucking him. Her mouth was so warm and tight. Her tongue played teasingly against his shaft. He couldn't stop himself from bucking his hips and trying to push deeper inside her but she pulled back, stopping him, and before he knew it Lara had commanded them to switch again.

As Jim's cock twitched helplessly, expecting Enyo to resume her blowjob, he felt only a light flicker of a tongue against the underside of his cock. It was teasing, as if she didn't even want to make him cum yet. But it still drove him wild. His cock pulsed harder. He felt a bead of precum leak out and promptly get licked up. And when the next order came to swap he was even more desperate for pleasure.

Eris didn't toy with him. She just sucked, hard, her head moving up and down his shaft as his knees began to tremble and his pelvic muscles clenched. He was so close. She knew it from the way his cock throbbed thicker than before. But she couldn't finish the job in her allotted ten seconds.

It had been Enyo's plan to tease him enough so he was ready to burst for her next turn, and she was sure everything was working out perfectly. Without easing in, she deepthroated him, taking his entire cock inside her as he pulsed harder than ever, right on the verge of cumming.

He felt the floodgates just about to open, teased to completion by Enyo's tongue darting against the sensitive underside of his cock as she kept deepthroating him.

But then, just as the first shot was about to burst out, she was pulled away.

Lara had shouted to swap and Eris wasn't able to catch the first spray of cum that arched out and splattered over the floor. For an agonising moment, Jim thought his orgasm was going to be ruined. But then Eris brought her mouth down around him and he was given full, satisfying pleasure as the next shots of his hot cum sprayed the back of her throat.

Her lips sucked tightly around him as her mouth was filled by the creamy liquid. Jim's body shuddered, expelling every last drop. His cock pulsed hard like a cannon. The ecstatic warmth consumed his body as he finally felt the sensation subside.

"Eris is the winner!" Lara declared, glad to see her partner so satisfied.

Eris greedily swallowed every last drop that she had collected while the other twin watched begrudgingly.

"But Goddess," Enyo complained, "I'm the one who actually made him cum. I took him over the edge. She just caught his cum."

Lara smirked and said: "Oh, maybe you're right. You should get to swallow some cum too. Look, there's plenty on the floor that needs cleaning up."

While Enyo begrudgingly licked up the mess on the floor, Lara put the cage back on Jim's cock and began to untie him.

"It's about time I gave my slave a wash," she said to Demeter, who had been enjoying a moment off her feet. "Lorenzo should be ready to go back in his cage too."

"You're right," said the blonde, getting up off the couch. "And you girls go prepare dinner."

Lara led Jim away and up to one of the bathrooms in the villa. After locking the door, she turned the shower on so they wouldn’t be overheard and let her partner stand up and stretch his legs.

"Look," she said, showing him her phone. "The safe held everything we needed. I got pictures of it all, evidence of the transactions he's made, contracts he's signed. There's so much here."

"So what happens next?" Jim asked after his mask was unzipped.

"The police are on their way."

*****

Lorenzo and Jim ate dinner out of dog bowls, on their hands and knees on the floor while the Goddesses and the twins sat at the dining table. An hour had passed since Jim's orgasm and Lara had to resist the temptation to look at her phone constantly. She was waiting for the moment that she could finally let her guard down.

Jim was back in his catsuit while Lorenzo, caged and horny after over a month of denial, was naked, his mouth a mess as he tried to eat as best as he could with no utensils. They both looked up, startled, when a knock on the door interrupted the conversation Demeter had been having with Lara while sharing the bottle of wine Jim had picked out earlier.

"Oh, I'll see who it is," said the blonde, having no idea who it was.

She left to go and answer the door. Lara's heart beat fast. Jim turned to her and they shared a look. Was this the end?

"Polizia!"

A gruff voice shouted in Italian from the entryway. Lara stood up. Enyo and Eris looked around, completely confused about what was going on as a team of uniformed men burst into the room, paying no attention to the naked twins.

"Signore Diamante," one said, holding an arrest warrant out of the man kneeling naked on the floor with food around his mouth.

Lorenzo had his arms cuffed behind his back and two of the police officers grabbed him and pulled him up. Demeter appeared, completely bewildered and slightly terrified.

"What's going on?" she screamed.

"He is under arrest," one officer said to her in an accented voice. "We only need him."

Lorenzo was manhandled out of the room, his cock still caged and bobbing up and down as he was dragged away. Lara could only watch as the results of her months spent undercover finally came to an end.


Epilogue

Lara had wanted to break her cover as soon as the police searched every square inch of the villa while she waited in the dining room. Jim even looked at her expectedly, but he was still following her lead. And as Demeter sat down, still trying to process what was going on, Lara felt an intense desire to remain in her role. It felt right, at least for now, to continue being Goddess Athena.

So she was, and Jim remained her slave. When the police left, Demeter contacted Madame Hera and within the hour two cars were sent to take them all to the nearest airport where a plane was waiting.

It was a quiet journey. Even the twins weren't their usual playful selves. They watched the news of Lorenzo's arrest. Stories had already broken about how he had hidden out at a villa with an unknown dominatrix, supposedly spending kink-filled weeks spanked and whipped and led around on a leash. Jim left them as soon as they landed, ready to return to the police chief while Lara and the others went back to Club Olympus.

"You guys! What the hell happened!" Artemis, her red hair knotted and sticky with cum from a recent session with a client, rushed over and hugged Lara and Demeter as soon as they exited the elevator. They saved most of the explanation for Hera, but Lara realised as soon as she had stepped back inside the club that this was where she belonged. And when they spoke to the Madame, there was no suggestion that the undercover detective was under any suspicion. In fact, Hera ended the conversation with a question: "I’m sorry you had to go through that. It’s not the intention of Club Olympus to serve criminals, I can assure you. You'll need some rest now, but can you come in for a session tomorrow?"

Lara said yes without hesitation. There was nothing more that she wanted than returning to a normal session, and as she returned home she found herself planning what tools and techniques she would implement for the first client.

Then Jim called, as she had expected.

"You see the news?" he asked, sounding tired but nevertheless triumphant. "They still haven't managed to get that cage off his cock."

"It's more than Diamante deserves," said Lara, picturing him in chastity and sitting in jail.

"And what about you? After this success the chief said he'll have you back. Fancy coming into the office, partner?"

"Jim," Lara sighed before breaking the news. "Hera doesn't know what we did. Goddess Athena lives. And...I want to keep working at Club Olympus."

There was a pause on the other end of the line before Jim responded.

"I thought you might say that. But, look, there are plenty of other guys who you could get dirt on for us. Those clients in Olympus, I know of one for sure who deserves some jail time. If only we had someone on the inside to whip some information out of him. What do you say?"

Lara, who used to dream of being a detective all her life, had already been torn by the decision to instead commit herself to Club Olympus. But now, with what Jim was suggesting, she could get the best of both worlds. She could help to bring in criminals while still fulfilling her ultimate dominatrix fantasies.

She closed her eyes, picturing herself back in a leather corset, whip in hand while a man knelt before her, and she answered with one word: "Deal."

The End


Halloween Femdom


1. Submitting to a Succubus

"Go to the public library. Lower basement level. Aisle DX. Check out Daemonologie and the Occult. Page 287. Trust me."

Matt Lowell, lying on his couch after a stressful day at the office, reread his friend's message. Ben was always slightly strange when it came to his hobbies and interests, and he had never developed a knack for successfully cheering up Matt. So his suggestion came as a surprise. Somehow, this random book about demons was meant to take his mind off things.

But Matt never liked to disregard his friend. And in his melancholy, after interrogating Ben further about the book to no fruition, he got up, went out, and drove to the library.

With the full moon hanging over it, he was glad to see that it stayed open late. There were still a number of visitors coming and going, especially on the main floor where they scoured shelves, studied at lamplit desks, and asked the old librarian for help. But as Matt made his way down the staircase, following the signs to the lower basement, there were fewer and fewer people until, when he entered the stacks, he couldn't even hear a murmur.

He searched through the rows of shelves, finding the aisle he needed and passing DA then DB then DC until finally, far from the stairs and even further from any other soul, he spotted DX.

Pressing himself between the narrow stacks he kept his eyes open for the book. Ben hadn't given him the author's name, so it seemed like a hopeless task. All the texts he passed were an eclectic mix of superstitious beliefs, the occult, and some theological writings about medieval European history. The dust-covered spines suggested they weren't of interest to many library-goers, but that allowed Matt to spot what he was looking for.

Daemonologie and the Occult. He read the title on the thick red leather-bound tome that had clearly been put back recently. It was much cleaner than its neighbours on the shelf. But that didn't mean it was new.

In fact, when he picked it up he worried that the pages would fall out. They were crisp and fragile and threatened to tear from the lightest disturbance. The cover gave no more details away; there was only the title but no author. Matt opened it briefly to see what else he could find out about it, but before he could decipher any more an alert sounded from a public address system overhead.

"The library is closing in ten minutes. Please return any books or check them out before making your way to the exit."

Intrigued now more than ever by the strange book that he didn't have time to flick through, Matt knew he would have to take it out. So he rushed upstairs and found a librarian to help, happy to see that his library card hadn't yet expired after years of very little usage.

*****

It was late by the time Matt got back to his apartment but that didn't dampen his curiosity. He sat on his couch, laid the book on the coffee table, and opened it.

Instantly he thought he had wasted his time. Perhaps it was Ben's attempt at a prank. Nearly the entire book, he realised, was in Latin. Only a lengthy foreword was in English, and even that was hard to comprehend due to the old style of writing. It explained that the book was a collaborative effort to catalogue all kinds of beasts and monsters and supernatural enemies of mankind, and it was the culmination of centuries of work. This person, writing in 1627, simply put together all the separate texts into one and gave them the title: Daemonologie and the Occult.

Matt got too bored to continue reading the stuffy writing. Instead, he checked Ben's original message as he remembered there was a specific page number. 287. And when he turned to it, he found a loose slip of paper tucked inside. It was faded and crumpled and looked possibly a few decades old, so it wasn't Ben's handiwork.

"For anyone reading this," Matt muttered out loud the scrawled handwriting, "I've saved you the trouble and done the translation myself."

He looked at the book which was still all in Latin, but there were fragments of it which he could roughly line up with the translation offered by the cryptic note:

"Succubi are dangerous and deceitful, but they are also beautiful beyond imagination and offer the most heavenly delights. For any man who wishes to summon one, he must focus on her image, repeat the following chant while masturbating to her glory: I idolize you on my knees. I worship you as you please. My strength and fire burns anew. My true desire belongs to you. Once the deed is done, he must wait a full moon cycle and abstain from all sexual pleasures. Then, only if she deems him worthy, will she appear to him."

There was nothing else to the note, even though it seemed much shorter than the Latin text which, as Matt turned the page, saw that it went on in more indecipherable detail. But he also saw, set in the centre of the dense paragraphs, an image drawn with a fine black ink.

It depicted a woman, beautiful and seductive. She seemed to stare out of the page, her eyes meeting his and tempting him to do what he thought ridiculous: to follow the instructions on the note in the attempt to summon a succubus. He drifted onto his knees and dropped his pants to the floor.

Matt never believed in anything superstitious. And even as he took his cock in his hand, he couldn't imagine anything would possibly come of it. But there was a nagging feeling in the back of his mind. What if he could summon a succubus? It was a ridiculous thought...but not something he could resist.

Especially as he stared into her alluring eyes. They seemed to come alive, pleading with him to do what he needed to bring her into his life.

Matt read out the chant as he began to stroke: "I idolize you on my knees. I worship you as you please. My strength and fire burns anew. My true desire belongs to you."

He looked over the rest of the picture, finally able to unglue his eyes from hers. His cock grew harder at the sight of her body, naked and pure. Her figure was powerful. Her curves were incredible. Every part of her body was worthy of worship.

"I idolize you on my knees. I worship you as you please. My strength and fire burns anew. My true desire belongs to you."

Matt stroked faster, hardly realizing just how quickly his pleasure was building. The succubus was drawing him closer as he stared at that seductive spot between her legs. Her body appeared to move. It shifted as the nearby lamplight flickered. He stroked harder.

"I idolize you on my knees. I worship you as you please." Matt's orgasm nearly began to burst out. "My strength and fire burns anew." His knees trembled. "My true desire belongs to you."

Cum was already spraying from his cock as he finished the chant. It splattered across the floor before he knew what hit him. It was powerful and immediate, erupting while he had been distracted, lost in the image of the succubus. The lights in his apartment flashed off for a moment at the peak of his climax. Then they glowed back to life.

The black lines on the page were lifeless again. Matt looked down at the mess he had made, cursing himself for not having a tissue ready to catch his cum. With his cock slowly becoming limp, he shut the book with a slam and went to get something to clean it off.

*****

The book remained on his coffee table. Each day, he passed it and was reminded of the strange ritual he had performed. And, each time he thought of what he had done he remembered that he hadn't yet masturbated or even watched porn since that night. It wasn't a conscious decision. In fact, he had still been as horny as he normally was. He just hadn't ever made the choice or even had the drive to relieve himself.

But the more time that passed, the more the usual temptation returned to stroke himself to orgasm within a couple of minutes and move on without the distraction. Except, after two weeks, he was reminded of the translated instructions: he must wait a full moon cycle and abstain from all sexual pleasures. So now, out of a slight curiosity rather than a genuine superstitious belief, he found himself continuing his period of denial. Even as he struggled with more potent morning wood, stray erections, and wandering thoughts of sexual fantasies, days passed by and eventually two more weeks had come and gone.

Matt was ready to call it quits and accept that his intrigue had been completely unfounded. That was until he looked out of his window at night and spotted the full moon, its silver light shining like a spotlight into his apartment. One moon cycle, he thought. This was it. The next day would soon be here and that would put matters at rest. Until then, there would still be a nagging curiosity in his mind that maybe, just maybe, something might happen.

But after he waited and waited for that something, anything, to happen, he finally allowed himself to go to sleep and any hope seemed all but dead.

*****

That night, Matt dreamt that he was standing at the edge of a thick, dark forest. Fog swirled between the broad trees, making it almost impossible to see very far into the wild depths. But as he peered in, he spotted something moving in the shadows.

A pair of long, pale, slender legs dashed from one tree trunk to another, disappearing behind one then emerging a moment later just for a second. Then he saw another glimpse of who they belonged to. A woman turned to peer back at him, only her soft face visible from behind the thick shrubbery. Her bright eyes met his. They were like two candlelights, flickering as they reflected the moonbeams that managed to pierce the canopy above. Then they disappeared.

Matt followed. A vulnerable woman alone in the woods would need his help. He traipsed through brambles and pushed through thickets. He never worried about getting lost: before he could, he would see a flash of her body like a guiding lantern some way off in the distance and he pursued it with intent.

But she never got nearer. Every glimmer of her face or arm or feet or bare torso was just as far in the distance as before. Even as Matt followed her deeper and deeper in the forest, she would get no closer.

And as he went deeper and deeper, the forest became wilder and wilder. The trees were taller and cut out more of the moonlight. They were more densely packed with harsher, snagging branching. And the shrubs between them were fiercer, towering over Matt and almost barring his passage forward.

They snatched at his clothes, clawed at the fabric, and tore away strip by strip everything that he was wearing. But he heard the woman giggling, her laughter echoing from somewhere off in the distance, and as he emerged into a clearing he didn't care or realise that he was now fully naked. Because he had finally caught up with her.

Reeds bordered a large pond, its depths black and murky. Low-hanging branches stretched out over the water from surrounding trees. Vines snaked around them and dangled listlessly, inches from the surface. In the centre was a small island, barely a rock with space enough to lie on. The moon streamed down on that one spot in the middle of the pond. The silver light illuminated the rock and its sole inhabitant.

The woman was sprawled across it like a star. Her feet and hands dangled in the water. Her head was tilted back and out of view, the luscious mane of hair dipping below the surface. And the rest of her body, Matt saw as he took a step forward, was completely naked. She was completely smooth and hairless along her legs and up to where they met and parted to reveal the patch of pink amongst her pale skin. Her stomach was toned and flawlessly flat as she stretched out over the rock. And even lying on her back, her breasts were large and defined, the curves catching the moonlight in a sheen that pinpointed her erect nipples.

Matt strode forward again, pausing at the edge of the pond. The woman sat up, brushing her damp hair across her bare shoulders and letting it drip over her body. She stared at him as the drops trickled across her breasts, down her stomach, and between her thighs. Her hands then followed, finding her wet opening and rubbing.

Whimpers of pleasure crossed the surface of the water, drawing Matt to their source. With his eyes fixed on her, he stepped closer, plunging a foot into the cool water. It sent chills through him at first, but with another step both ankles were submerged and the chill became a pleasant, soothing warmth that cleansed his skin and removed the aches and scratches he had endured from the pursuit through the forest.

The woman continued rubbing herself slowly, her lips parted as she watched him taking each strenuous stride closer. As he went deeper, the water lapped over his knees, making every step more difficult. Then his thighs fell below the surface. And with the next, his cock was submerged in the soothing liquid that seemed to caress him, swirling up and down and around and making his manhood swell with desire.

As he trudged on, invigorated by the pleasure he was feeling as the woman's gentle moans became louder, the water soon came up to his stomach, and then his chest, and then his neck. Each step was small now. It was like walking in a thick treacle. He couldn't even turn his head to see how far he had come but he guessed he was only halfway.

And yet he still wanted to reach the woman. Her legs were invitingly open. He could see her pink lips glistening and wet. Then, as he had to get onto tiptoes, she suddenly slid into the water with hardly a splash.

Matt couldn't take another step. He would be submerged if he did and he had been drained of any strength needed to swim. So he tried to find his balance as he watched for the woman to re-emerge.

There wasn't a ripple or even a bubble to betray her location. The water was thick and black and completely opaque.

But then something gripped his hard cock. It was warm and tight, sucking and filling him with the heat of passion. A tongue darted over him and lips enveloped his thick shaft. There was nothing he could do but let it happen and embrace the pleasure. And then it stopped.

Immediately after, the woman broke out of the water inches in front of him. Her legs wrapped around his waist. Her hands clung to his shoulder. Her face filled his vision, and despite her slick wet tits pressing into his chest his attention was directed to her entrancing emerald eyes which stared into his.

Matt's cock throbbed as he held her firm ass that grazed against the top of it. He could feel the heat of her pussy and the warmth of her breath as she pushed her two luscious red lips against his, sealing his moans of arousal with a deep kiss. Her tongue invaded his mouth, darting inside as their fiery passion grew fiercer.

Matt was yearning to feel himself inside her but she resisted his attempts. She remained clutching his body, her crotch against his stomach, and he was so caught up in the heat of their embrace that he didn't notice his hands being pulled away from her until he couldn't stop the forces already at work.

The kiss was halted and the woman flashed him a mischievous grin. Vines snaked around Matt's wrists and down his arms, pulling them above his head. More twisted through the water to ensnare his feet and legs. Then he felt the fantastical bindings lifting him out of the water and turning him onto his back. His limbs were stretched out spread-eagle and he was strung up helplessly, floating comfortably on the surface of the pond but unable to move an inch. The vines were pulled taut, disappearing into the thick mist that had enveloped the forest. Now he could see nothing but the woman who had remained holding onto him, straddling his body.

Her legs dangled in the water as she looked down at him and moved slowly back, setting her ass down on his aching and eager cock. She grinded her wet pussy against it, making it swell harder. Then, once she saw him mouth a silent "please", she lifted herself up and then slid back down, taking him inside.

Matt felt the pressure build immediately as her tightness enveloped his cock and she rode him, her breasts bouncing and her face consumed by pleasure.

She felt incredible, beyond belief. The orgasm growing inside both of them was a deep, pure energy that they both shared and both needed to release. And as Matt quickly felt that need rise to desperate heights, the woman fixed her eyes on his and asked:

"Is this what you want?" Her voice was smooth, sensual, and captivating. "Do you want to be mine? Do you want to submit and have me control your pleasure?"

Matt wanted nothing more. He needed nothing more. He felt his orgasm growing closer. He saw her need for release matching his. All he desired was to give himself to her.

"Yes," he answered.

The woman smiled. She rode faster. Her pussy seemed to clench tighter. She moaned in ecstasy as if that one word was all she needed to cum.

And that was all Matt needed too. Seeing her lost in pleasure and hearing her burst out with desire drew out his orgasm in an instant. Hot cum flowed through his cock and erupted deep inside her. His body pulled at the vines but all his energy flooded out through his pulsing shaft. The woman seemed to drain him of every bit of pleasure and energy and cum which just filled her with more pure joy as her climax continued to rise to a peak and he finally released the last of it.

Her squeals of delight echoed through the mist and continued to do so as the vines suddenly unravelled and he dropped through the surface of the water. The woman did not follow him. He drifted deeper into the black but her moans continued to pierce through, muffled but strong until they faded out to nothing and Matt awoke in his sweat-drenched bed.

*****

Wet dreams were a rare occurrence for Matt, and in his drowsy state he lay motionless under his sheets for a long time, drifting in and out of a deep slumber which he couldn't quite allow himself to succumb to. The post-wakening confusion had him imagining he was still in that pond. His body was cold and wet but this time there was nobody around to touch and hold and share their warmth.

All energy seemed to have been sapped from his body as he lay there, picturing the dream that was still as solid in his mind as if it had happened mere moments ago. Even the surreal vines that had bound his body seemed to leave a phantom embrace around his wrists and ankles, just like the satisfying tingle in his soft cock that served to remind him of the wonderful orgasm.

Almost feeling paralysed, he thought he could see the woman's fierce green eyes staring down at him in the dark. It was a comfort to picture her so clearly, but he missed the feel of her body, the sound of her voice, and the smell of her scent that had seemed so real.

So he longed to return to the dream so that he could be wrapped up in her embrace once more, but eventually he rediscovered the motivation to move his fingers and grasp the bedsheets to remind him that this was his reality. He then moved a hand down to his crotch, feeling with the wet patch that soaked the front of his boxers, all the evidence he needed to know that his orgasm had been real, even if the dream wasn't.

The image of the woman returned to him throughout the day. Even as he went to the library to return the book, deciding that he had played along with Ben's joke for long enough, he still thought of her. But he had decided to end any further fanciful ideas: there was no such thing as magic or succubi or masturbatory summoning rituals. The wet dream had simply been that: a wet dream. It was a natural reaction after a whole month with orgasm. His body had needed a release one way or another.

So he went on with his life as usual for the rest of the week, trying to forget about the book and the woman even though he couldn't shake her image from his mind. And on Friday evening he gladly took up the offer of going out to a club with a group of colleagues. Maybe, he thought, he'd actually meet a real girl for a change.

*****

The music was loud, the room was hot, and sweat filled the air with every throb of the bass. Matt hadn't had a very good time, and to top it off he had lost everyone he had come with. He pushed through the crowds gathered at the bar, feeling the floor rumble with every blast from the speakers, and scoured the dancefloor for a recognisable face.

Bodies pulsed with the music. Throngs of dancers moved as one with the hypnotic beat. And through the masses of flailing limbs and gyrating hips, he saw her.

An entourage of men orbited the centre of their attention, giving space enough for her to dance while locked in close to her gravity and pulsating almost in synchronicity with her. A black bralette showed off both her tight, toned stomach and her impressive breasts. A loose pleated skirt swished around as she swirled, displaying her amazing ass and long legs and almost revealing what lay underneath. And as she turned, her dark locks of hair flying in spirals, she locked eyes with Matt and her red lips formed an enticing smile.

It was the woman of his dreams. Just as he had searched the forest for her, he now pushed himself through the thick swathes of dancers to reach her. Within the crowd, he almost lost sight of her. But there was always a glimpse of an arm or a leg or a flash of her green eyes beckoning him closer.

And when he emerged, he broke the boundary formed by the other men and she seized him before he could do anything else. She kissed him, just as she had done in the pond, and her hands ran over his body.

Matt succumbed to his desire. He felt her grinding against him and he moved his hands over her. When he pulled his face away, just to admire her beauty, he saw that the other men had dispersed now that she had claimed her prize.

"Who are you?" Matt asked, having to lean in close to her ear.

"You know who I am."

Her voice was just as he remembered. It made him tremble, wanting to hear her orgasmic moans once more.

"You are mine," she then said, squeezing his cock through his pants for just a moment.

It was enough to make his rock hard which was exactly what she wanted. She pulled herself tight into his embrace and grinded her crotch against the firm bulge he now had. Matt, lost in desire and arousal, was eager to let her.

He felt her breasts and ran his fingers through her hair. Then he slid his hands down her back, under her skirt, and gripped her tight ass. And with more exploring he found, much to his delight, nothing else underneath.

"Touch me," she said, her voice firm and commanding as she twisted around so her back was facing him. Now she grinded her ass against the growing bulge and reached a hand up to feel his neck and stroke his hair.

Matt held on her waist and kept one hand under her skirt, finding the heat and wetness of her pussy and rubbing it as her body continued to move with the music.

They were still surrounded by dancers but they were in their own world. Matt's cock was impossibly hard as the woman moved up and down against it, and her pussy was so wet as he fingered her, slipping deep inside them coming back up to circled her clit.

They continued their sensual dance and she only became wilder as she neared orgasm. Matt was also close but he could feel her body approaching climax before he could do anything about his own frustration. She was just so wet and he was so hard, but as she came, her groans audible only to him, he held her so tight and she stopped grinding as the climax hit her.

Matt's cock throbbed between her ass cheeks before she finally relaxed again. She took his hand out from under her skirt, holding it by the wrist, then she moved it up to her mouth and sucked the juices off the three fingers that had been playing with her, taking them all in at once and making Matt imagine what else her mouth could do as she sucked so strongly.

His cock still ached incredibly hard when she at last relented. She kept a hold of his hand and, without looking back at him, led him through the crowd.

Matt didn't utter a word. He felt spellbound, like he would do anything for her. And his cock still desired satisfaction at the very least.

She strode through the club, still leading him all the way as he just watched the swish of her hair and skirt all the way outside where she then hailed a cab, getting one within moments.

They got in and she told the driver an address. Matt sat behind the driver but didn't hear what the woman said as she squeezed close to him on the middle seat. All his attention was on her, and as the cab drove off she finally turned to him while her hand slipped inside his pants.

"Oh fuck..." Matt moaned as her slender fingers curled around his cock. "Who are you?"

Her eyes twinkled in response to him asking again. There was something so entrancing about them, like he could lose himself in their depths. She leaned in close and ran her tongue up his neck then over his ear where she whispered softly: "You summoned me."

Matt felt frozen as she stroked him gently, building his arousal even as he struggled to comprehend what she meant.

"But it can't be..." he whispered. "It's not possible..."

The woman stroked faster and just gazed into his eyes as if challenging him not to look away. She took his hand and brought it to her breasts. Matt automatically fondled them, trying to work out if this was really the woman from his dream.

"Would you prefer I wasn't real?" she asked teasingly.

"No, I just..." Matt still couldn't be sure that he wasn't losing his mind, that something just wasn't adding up. But as his desire grew he felt himself caring less and less.

"Would it help if told you about that night?" She leaned in close again, kissing his cheek and licking his neck and sucking his earlobe in a way that made him shiver. "When you met me in the forest? When you were bound and naked? When I rode you and we shared that beautiful pleasure  together?"

"Fuck..." Matt was speechless as he approached the edge, one of his hands feeling her nipples erect beneath the thin material of the bralette.

"Or do you still need convincing?" She slapped his hand away and pulled up her top, revealing her amazing tits which he recognised instantly. He had seen them before: as she sat on the rock in the pond, then when she clung to him in the water, and lastly as she rode him to climax. "Do these look familiar?"

"Yes." Matt moaned as she nearly made him cum. But her hand stopped too soon, instead squeezing his cock tight and feeling the blood rush through it.

"Then you know who I am," she said firmly. "And you know what you agreed to that night."

The cab suddenly stopped and she removed her hand from his pants, but not before running her thumb over the tip of his cock to collect the drop of precum that had been squeezed out. She showed it to him glistening in the overhead light and then sucked it all off with a satisfying moan.

Matt felt immobilised by arousal and confusion, having been right on the edge while trying to understand how this could possibly be real, but the woman simply pulled her top down, opened the door on the opposite side and took his hand, guiding him out once she had thrown some cash at the driver.

Her grip was tight but his legs felt so weak that he needed the support. The cab skidded away behind them as he scanned the unfamiliar street they had arrived at. It all looked grey and lifeless, lined with shuttered shopfronts and dilapidated offices, but the woman led him straight into a hotel that rose up right before them and dominated the surrounding area as the only building glowing with lights at each window.

It was dark and dingy, but clearly once a place of opulence. There was little sign of life in the reception area, not even someone behind the desk, but one elevator was working and they took it all the way up to the sixth floor.

"If you're real and this isn't some dream," Matt finally found the courage to ask as he followed her down a corridor, "then are you really a...you know, a..."

"A what? A succubus?" The woman stopped at a door and slid in a key that she had somehow kept hidden before. "Would it scare you if I was?"

"I don't know..."

"Well, you're the one who requested to see me."

Matt was left to contemplate the idea that his summoning ritual had actually worked, because rather than saying any more on the matter he was led inside the hotel room and was stunned to see such luxury that he wouldn't have expected from the rest of the building.

The carpet was a deep red and matched the velvet furniture adorned with gold detailing. Even the wall was a dark crimson, while along one a large bed was fitted with bold but inviting black sheets. But what he marvelled at were the myriad chains and apparatuses positioned around the room and hanging from the ceiling or attached to brackets on the wall, many of which he couldn't fathom their purpose.

"Take your clothes off," the succubus said immediately after closing the door, pulling the bolt across and drawing his attention away from wondering what all the equipment was intended for. "Then kneel."

She sat down at a vanity and checked herself out in the reflection, applying more makeup where she saw fit and not paying attention to Matt who was still unsure about the whole situation. But despite everything, his cock was still semi-erect and he was eager to see just what was going to happen, so he stripped his clothes off without any protest and kneeled where she had pointed.

"What are you expecting might happen?" she then asked, coming over and towering over him.

"I don't know..."

"You do know. Stroke that cock for me and think back to the last time you were kneeling like this." The woman gave a satisfied smile as she watched Matt start to stroke himself. "I felt you idolise my image that night, when you knelt to worship me and repeat that chant, when you let yourself submit yourself, and when you released your seed just for me. Can you remember it now? Can you repeat that chant for me?"

"I idolize you on my knees." He knew the mantra well. It had been burnt into his mind ever since performing the ritual. "I worship you as you please. My strength and fire burns anew. My true desire belongs to you."

"You denied yourself pleasure for an entire moon cycle. By depriving yourself of the needs that most men are incapable of controlling, you showed me you were worthy of my time. Keep repeating that chant for me."

"I idolize you on my knees. I worship you as you please." Matt gazed up at her beauty as he stroked, feeling his pleasure rising with every word he spoke. "My strength and fire burns anew. My true desire belongs to you."

"So when I visited you that night, it wasn't your imagination." The succubi slipped the straps of her bralette off her shoulders and held it in place, ready to let it drop. "It wasn't a dream of your making. You were given a taste of what I can do to you, and you agreed to be mine."

"I idolize you on my knees. I worship you as you please." Matt's voice croaked as he stroked harder and suddenly neared the edge when she tossed the bralette aside and pushed her long, dark hair behind her shoulders, once again revealing her gorgeous breasts. They were perfectly shaped. Her nipples pink and erect. "My strength and fire burns anew. My true desire belongs to you."

"Have you never heard about how succubi drain their victims dry? How they tempt men in and provide sexual gratification, only to keep going, drawing every last drop of cum and energy from their bodies until they're limp, lifeless husks? No?"

"I..." Matt was speechless but he kept stroking, somehow unable to stop even as he felt himself awash with fear.

"Well, fortunately for you, those are rumours."

Her smile didn't do too much to relieve his worries, though when she pulled off her short skirt and revealed her flawlessly pink pussy, he was reminded of how incredible it had felt to be inside her and he had to slow down, holding himself on the edge.

"But...it is true that we feed on the energy of mortals. Sexual energy, in particular. As you get towards the edge of climax and ride it like you are right now, it fills me with so much pleasure you can't even imagine. But that's also why, sorry, you have to stop."

As much as he wanted to continue, Matt didn't wish to face her wrath. His cock twitched angrily as he let go.

"You see, making men cum is like a tasty dinner for us succubi. It fills us and we're left perfectly satisfied after. But...that most amazing feeling we experience is over in an instant, as soon as you finish cumming. Basically, if you're not horny I'm not getting anything useful from you. So, unlike other succubi who can't hold back and just make men cum then move on to the next, I'm able to control my urges better. I enjoy making mortals so damn fucking horny because it makes me feel fucking incredible. And only when I'm ready, when I'm satisfied, will I let them cum. And because they've been waiting so long, they get their best ever orgasm and I get an incredible, unctuous feast. Doesn't that sound like fun?"

"Yes," Matt answered, wanting nothing more. "But...what do I call you?"

"Oh, I've gone by many names, but you can just call me...Lily." The naked succubi, her gorgeous body still captivating the kneeling man, moved behind him and pulled down a pair of shackles that had been hanging down from the wall. She lowered them down to the floor. "Get on your back, feet here."

Matt did as he was told, placing his feet by the wall where she promptly bound them to the shackles. With his ankles secured, he wondered what she had planned. It was only when she then started to pull a lever in the wall that he saw the chains that rose all the way up to the ceiling begin to move. As she cranked the wheel, his feet were pulled up higher and higher until his back lifted off the ground and he was hung upside down.

"Every succubi needs a good lair," Lily said, still cranking until he was completely suspended off the ground, his arms below him and his hands a foot off the floor where they were then cuffed together. "And my lair comes with some extra ways to have fun."

Matt felt the blood rushing to his head as he tried to orient himself. Even with his bondage, he didn't have the muscles to strain too hard. He couldn't have reached the shackles with his hands even if he wanted to. His cock, pointing at his face due to the effects of gravity, was still rock hard, especially as the succubi stood before him and he could see that her pussy was right in line with his mouth. The smell of sex and the warmth emanating from her was intoxicating.

"This is the reason why you summoned me, isn't it?" Lily was at the perfect height to stick her tongue out and lick up the length of his cock, making him gasp. "To experience wonderful pleasures."

She stepped closer, engulfing Matt's face between her thighs and pressing her pussy into him.

"You wanted to fuck someone hot like me." She stroked him gently while grinding against him. "You needed someone to touch you and make you feel so so good."

"Mmmm," Matt moaned as he began to lick her, knowing it was what she wanted.

"That's right, moan for me." Lily stroked more firmly, enjoying his tongue on her. "You knew something about succubi, the fantasies of them luring men in and giving them endless pleasures. That's what you wanted. So I hope you don't come to regret what that truly means."

Holding his cock so it was pointing at her face, the succubus opened her mouth and wrapped her lips around the tip, sucking tightly and making Matt halt what he was doing with his own mouth.

"Keep licking," she then said, slapping his exposed balls before returning to give him a blowjob that drove him crazy.

Hanging as he was upside down, Matt felt completely disoriented as his tongue licked again, letting her grind and guide him deeper or closer to her clit as she liked. The one thing he was fully aware of, however, was how incredible her mouth felt around his rock hard cock.

In his position, more blood than usual seemed to be pumping to the very tip of it where she sucked the tightest. And as she was standing, Lily was in full control of him. So when she took him deeper, her hands clawed at his thighs, reminding him of her power.

Smothered by her pussy and unable to see anything other than her flesh, Matt wished that he could watch her right now as his entire cock was enveloped within her warm mouth. It drove him crazy. He wanted to thrust into her and pound her unrelentingly, but he was too weak to do anything but let his cock pulse as she slowly moved her head forward and back, building his desire to a breaking point while his tongue continued to work furiously around the sensitive tip. His hands strained in their cuffs, wanting to reach up and grab her ass but unable to as she pushed them against the wall with her legs.

Smothered by her lust, Matt submitted to the sublime sixty-nine. He just licked and licked, his jaw becoming tired but never stopping as he tasted her, feeling her getting wetter while she sucked him mercilessly deep.

"Keep going," she said as she took a breath, her hands giving his cock no respite. "Mmm, yes, make me cum."

Lily sucked him again, her drool dripping over her breasts and down his stomach. Her hips gyrated, grinding against him and pushing his head back against the wall.

Matt was completely immobile. Only his tongue and jaw kept working, finding the sweet spot that made the succubi moan and shudder while he became enraptured by her mouth firmly around him. She was sucking the precum that leaked from his tip like a vampire drawing blood. It drove him wild and he felt his edge suddenly hit him while her thighs tightly squeezed his face.

"Mmmmmmmm," she moaned, sending vibrations rippling through his throbbing cock as she came. Experiencing such vibrant pleasures, she planted her mouth around him, her lips right down to the base, and from there she didn't move. Her climax was resounding. Her body trembled and shook. And the feeling of his cock, thick and pulsating and desperate to shoot it's load down her throat, only multiplied the ecstasy running through her.

"Oh fuuuuuuck," Lily finally relented, pulling back to catch her breath and stepping away to relieve her sensitive clit. "Oh my...I knew I wouldn't regret picking you."

Despite the climax that she had just received, the succubi was still in a state of sexual frenzy, fuelled by the heightened arousal Matt was feeling that she still sensed deep within her.

Saliva was dripping down his mouth as she approached him again, just to take his cock back between her lips and suck hungrily. As he returned to the edge within an instant, her own arousal spiked. But she knew how close he was and just how much stimulation he could bare before bursting. So he was forced to hang in his bondage and watch as she fingered herself to another climax while licking his desperate shaft, making him ride the edge so she could feel even more incredible.

"Ahh, fuuuuck."

Her voice was a whimper as her orgasm struck her again. Her thighs squeezed tight around the fingers deep inside her sopping wet pussy and she almost keeled over, releasing his cock from her mouth and bringing one hand up to squeeze Matt's balls.

"Fuck fuck fuck."

As she trembled, her eyes locked onto his. Then she dropped to her knees, unable to keep herself stable.

"You don't know what you do to me," she said as she finally recovered, running her fingers over his lips and making him taste her juices. "It's addictive. Even now, with you so fucking horny, it makes me feel incredible. And you don't even realise how hard this is for me to hold back, to keep you denied. I want you to cum so badly so I can experience that with you. But...I don't want this pleasure to end. I just...fuck...I want more."

She stood up again and once more played with Matt's aching, leaking cock. Time seemed to slow down for him as she continued to play with him, using her hands and lips and tongue to keep him in a permanent state of pure arousal, where any firmer touch could have made him cum. He lost count of how many times she brought herself to climax or made him do the job for her. It felt endless and all he wanted was to cum. Yet, like Lily, a part of him wished that this sexual frenzy would never end.

When the succubi finally gave him a chance to recover, she squeezed his cock from base to tip, making a string of precum seep out and fall slowly towards him. She caught it with her thumb, letting it all dribble out, then sucked it clean off.

"Wow," she said with a shiver of delight. "The taste... it makes me feel so fucking good."

Then, at last, she went to turn the crank and Matt watched the floor rising up towards him as he was lowered gently. Apart from his cock, he was limp and lifeless and needed Lily's support to lie back flat on the soft carpet. His feet were still shackled and his wrist cuffed above his head, but even without his bondage he was in such a state of delirium that he couldn't have moved if he wanted.

"Oh shit," he suddenly gasped. Without a word of warning, Lily had straddled him, sliding her wet pussy over his cock and filling herself with it.

"Does that feel good?" she asked with a knowing smile that was accompanied by a glint in her emerald eyes.

"Yes." Matt stared into her eyes and down over her perfect tits and then to where his cock disappeared inside her pink lips. He felt like he was back in a dream, like he was bound by vines above the pond. All his attention was on her; the hotel room seemed to have faded away.

"Do you want to fuck me?" she asked, pressing her tits together but otherwise remaining motionless, just letting her pussy clench with anticipation around his throbbing shaft.

"Yes." Matt desperately wanted to thrust up inside her, but he felt devoid of energy.

"I know."

Lily began to grind her hips back and forth, instantly making him moan and his cock swell even thicker and harder inside.

"Most men wouldn't have been able to endure what you did," she said after a sharp intake of breath when she felt his arousal become instantly stronger. "They wouldn't have worshipped me when they didn't believe I was real. They wouldn't have denied themselves for a month. And they wouldn't have let me use them as I have you."

She rode Matt faster. He just stared with his mouth agape. Her back arched as the muscles of her stomach flexed. Her dark hair cascaded over her tits that swayed closer to him as she leaned forward, putting her hands on the floor either side of his chest.

"You submitted to me," she moaned, biting a lip as they both neared the one thing they desired. "You proved yourself worthy of my attention, of my control...of my body."

Lily's face was inches from him now. Her body was heaving and sweaty on top of his as she fucked faster, her ass wobbling with each thrust forward and back. Her tits pressed against his chest. Her hands now pulled at his hair. Their breath and sweat and sex melted together as their bodies became one writhing, frenzied mass. She was his entire world, and he was hers.

"You gave yourself to me," she could only whisper now in his ear. Her breath was hot. She tightened around him and he felt an unstoppable rise in pressure reach the ultimate finale.

"Now..." Lily was almost breathless. Every part of her body was seized up on the edge of a precipice. "Give me...your pleasure."

Her pussy slammed down over Matt's cock once again, firm and tight and hard, sending a hurricane of energies shuddering through from his core where a fiery furnace of pure sexual ecstasy had been brewing. Hot cum thundered through his cock. Violent quakes shuddered through him and into the succubus who felt every sensation in his body as a tidal wave of unrelenting bliss in her own.

Her legs squeezed his waist. Her hands grasped his hair. And her hips bucked wildly as she came. So overcome with orgasmic joy, she was unable to keep riding him as she had done before. His climax was all the pleasure she needed, and the shaking of her body and the clenching of her pussy was granting him plenty of stimulation to grant every bit of enjoyment to his orgasm.

Cum continued to flood out in unstoppable waves that shot deep inside her. With his bondage and the succubi on top of him, all of Matt's energy that needed to escape could only be released through the pulses of his cock that released with load after load and drove Lily wild. He gave her everything he had. Every ounce of his desire he poured into her.

When they at last came to a rest, after a shared orgasm that felt like it was never going to end, their bodies were still intertwined. Matt's cock, after suffering so much teasing, had been utterly drained. It was sensitive but Lily's pussy was so warm and soft and soothing that he didn't want to leave it. It twitched inside her, especially when the aftershocks of her climax continued to strike and make her shudder.

The succubus looked in a daze when at last she sat back up. She glanced down at the mess of cum already dribbling out of her, and she finally pulled out Matt's cock to unplug the rest of the hot white load.

It trickled out from between the lips of her pussy and over his balls and softening shaft. More and more emptied out and they both just watched, mesmerised and impressed by just how much he had unloaded inside her.

Lily ran two fingers over her wet pink slips, scooped up the mixture of her and his juices, then sucked it all off with a satisfying moan. She gave him a mischievous grin and moved back to kneel between his thighs. Then, after brushing her thick hair over a shoulder, she leaned in and began licking up the white cum.

Matt just lay there, unable to think about anything other than the pleasure he had just experienced. He had never known sex to be as good as that, and he knew he would never forget the succubus who was now sucking on his balls and making him gasp, not out of discomfort but out of a frustration that he couldn't get hard again to have another go with her. Even when she took his cock into her mouth, it was unbelievably pleasurable. She sucked hard, tugging at it and licking off all the cum that had covered it. But he remained soft and so he could only watch and admire her: the dark green eyes that focused intently on his cock; the breasts that hung large and firm beneath her body; and the incredibly round ass that pointed to the ceiling while she leaned down to clean him up with her mouth.

He didn't know what to say, and she didn't speak either. Even as she finally let his cock fall limply back onto his stomach, she silently stood up and began to remove the shackles and cuffs binding his limbs. Even so, Matt just lay on the floor, spread-eagle and naked, while Lily disappeared from his hazy vision and returned a moment later with a black silk gown wrapped tightly around her voluptuous body.

"So," she said finally, looking down at him with a curious tilt of her head, "was it worth it? Summoning me?"

Matt just nodded.

"Good. Because I enjoyed our time together. You gave me exactly what I wanted."

"Thank you," he managed to croak as slowly life came back to his body and he managed to gently sit himself up. "Can we...can we do that again?"

Lily just laughed and threw him his clothes.

"Maybe...but I am a busy demon," she said with a smirk. "There are other men to occupy my time. You're not the only one who's summoned me. And they all need to be tested and picked out. It's a long, challenging process, as you're well aware."

"Oh." Matt dressed himself and looked at her, disappointed but knowing he should have expected it.

"But..." Lily sat down at the end of the bed and crossed one long slender leg over the other. "Once I find someone I like, I may decide to return to them."

"Oh?" Matt immediately perked up. He finished putting his shoes on and his eyes lit up as the succubus stood up again and approached him.

"All you have to do," she said with a sultry tone. "Is prove that you still want me."

"I do." Matt gulped as she put a hand on his crotch and gave his balls a gentle squeeze.

"Then make sure these are full for me." Lily leaned closer to whisper in his ear. "Deny yourself for another month. Then we will meet again."

Matt was ushered out of the room before he had a chance to utter a response. The door was closed behind him and he was left in the silent corridor, feeling as if it had been months ago that he had last been there, when it was only earlier that night.

The hotel was still devoid of life, even as he stepped outside and a bright pink light appeared in the eastern sky to signal the arrival of dawn. He walked down the unfamiliar street and was able to flag down a passing cab. After getting in and giving his address, he promptly passed out in the back. When the driver awoke him, the entire events of that night became mixed with the dreams he had of Lily and that room. As he paid and got out, he realised he didn't even know where the hotel was. He hadn't seen a street sign, and in his sleep he didn't know what route the cab had taken. But what he did know was that his mind was made up: the coming month would be another challenging period of denial, but it would be worth it to see Lily again.


2. Trick or Treat

Mobs swarmed down the street in an assortment of colourful costumes, some impressively accurate and others garishly horrific. As a large group bundled past my house, I watched all the masked and make-up-caked faces look towards my front door, but upon seeing no jack-o'-lanterns or any other decorations at all they continued in their pursuit of candy, moving on to stalk my neighbours.

I breathed a sigh of relief as they disappeared out of view, glad to know that my plan to not be disturbed had so far been successful. After all my potential plans with friends had fallen through, I was spending Halloween alone in front of a horror film that I resumed while slumping back down on my couch.

And I really didn't care that I was missing out on the festivities. I enjoyed my own company and the last thing I wanted was to be disrupted, so I was happy to see the evening growing later and the screams and chatter from outside slowly becoming more infrequent.

But then the inevitable happened. Despite my attempts to darken my house, to show no signs of habitation or any desire to participate in the holiday, a sharp rap on the door almost made me jump out of my skin.

I paused the film, hoping they would simply go away. But then they knocked again, louder this time, with a persistence that annoyed me end.

"I could hear the TV!" It was a woman's voice, coming from outside and muffled but still clear enough for me to hear. "I know you're there. Hello?"

If it had been kids, I would have been more tempted to continue ignoring them. But that loud, individual call and the accompanying taps beckoned me to answer. What if, I wondered, she was in danger? Or maybe she was injured and needed my help?

So I slowly approached the door and pulled it open.

"Trick or treat!"

It was just the one woman standing on my porch who yelled those words, making me grimace in annoyance. She beamed at me cheerily with a pair of plastic fangs while I had a chance to take in the rest of her costume. She wore black knee-high boots and skin-tight latex pants, with a black and red corset that showed off a glimpse of her rather voluptuous breasts where a velvet cloak that hung over her shoulders didn't fully conceal them. Meanwhile her jet-black hair flowed down her black, looking glossy and luscious in the moonlight.

"Trick or treat!" she repeated, shocking me out of my momentary silence.

"Excuse me?" I asked.

"You know, it's that thing that people say on Halloween when they want candy." She looked amused by my confusion. "And hey, guess what...today is Halloween."

"I, err, I don't have any candy."

"Seriously?"

"Aren't you a little old to go around trick or treating?" I guessed she must have been around my age, and the more I looked at her the more attractive I found her, especially in her outfit.

"You're never too old for it." She pouted and glared at me, as if offended by my comment. "But if you have to know, I'm having a bet with my friends. Whoever gets the most candy wins."

"How's that going for you?" I leaned against the doorframe, surprised to find myself entertained by her company.

"Hmm, not too bad." She showed me the contents of the jack-o-lantern-styled basket she was holding. It was about half full with shiny confectionery wrappers. "So people around here are actually very generous. Others...not so much. Anyway, some of my friends have an unfair advantage so I doubt I'll win."

"Why's that?"

"Oh, you know how some people get on Halloween. They've gone all-out slutty with their costumes. They're pretty much showing their ass and tits. I bet there are plenty of guys drooling over them who'll give over all their candy. And the worst part is they're dressed like sexy nurses and cops and angels. It's meant to be Halloween, they're meant to be at least slightly scary."

"But you've done a good job with your outfit," I found myself saying.

"What do you mean?"

"It's quite scary I guess." My heart raced as I realised I was trying to hit on her. "But it's sexy too."

"Thanks," she said with a blush that had her cheeks turn to a shade of red similar to her lipstick. "But that's not going to win me the competition if I don't get my candy."

"Sorry I can't help you with that." I looked her up and down, trying to think of what else to say. Part of me wanted to just ask for her number, but my shyness got in my way as she took a step back.

"That's alright," she smiled, her blood-red lips curling enticingly. "I will continue my search. I won't forget you though. You didn't give me a treat, so..."

She shrugged her shoulders, turned, and walked back down the path onto the street.

I just managed to call out "have a good evening", and as I shut the door I cursed myself for not having the confidence to ask her out at the very least. I even considered rushing back out to find her, but my indecision got the better of me and too much time had passed by the time that the regret took hold of me that I knew I would likely never see her again.

*****

Even as I watched the rest of the horror film, I was too distracted by thoughts of that mysterious woman to pay much attention to the ominous music, growing sense of dread, and the build up to jump scares that would have usually left my heart racing. Instead, I replayed our encounter over and over again in my mind, torturing myself by wondering what else I should have said and done to try and secure a date with her.

I was so disappointed in myself that I was about ready to head up to bed by the time the credits rolled. But then, just as I turned the TV off, there was another knock on the door.

"Trick or treat!"

"Oh. Hello again."

The last thing I had expected was to see the woman again, still in her very attractive vampire costume. Although there was something slightly different about it, and not only the fact that her pumpkin basket was now full to the brim with candy. Clearly she'd been very successful. It took me a moment to realise the simple change she had made to her look: she had pulled her black cloak back over her shoulders so it now only hung down her back. This did the job of completely revealing the front of her corset which was cinched tight, accentuating not just her impressive cleavage but also the concave curve of her waist.

"Are you done staring at my tits?"

"Huh?" My face went red and my heart raced. I didn't realise how obvious I had been. "I...I wasn't...I..."

"Don't worry," she said with a teasing wink. "It's what I planned for, of course. Since we last talked I decided I needed to up my game, commit to the sluttiness so I could compete with my friends."

"Right, sorry," I muttered, still embarrassed that I had outed myself as an easily-influenced man. "I see you've got plenty there."

"So much!" She looked with satisfaction at the contents of her basket. "It was easier than I thought, especially when guys opened the door for me. You wouldn't believe how many horny dads there are around here. They're all eager to give me a little extra. Do you think it's because of these?"

She puffed out her chest and squeezed her breasts together, stunning me into silence.

"I don't know what they expected in return," she continued, a mischievous smile building across her face. "Maybe they were just fantasising about me returning to them later, sneaking in during the middle of the night. I am a vampire after all. Maybe they wanted me to suck them dry..."

My cock twitched at the thought, not just at the image of what she was insinuating but also at the idea that this incredibly attractive woman was flirting with me, which I now had no doubt about.

"So..." I took a deep breath, knowing that now was my chance to reciprocate. "What's a vampire like you doing begging for candy?"

"Begging?" She scoffed but her smile gave away a satisfaction at having me attempt to flirt back. "Oh, I'm just using it as an excuse to scout out my next victim. Lot's of couples and families around here make it difficult to hunt, but finding a man all alone on Halloween...now that's what I call easy prey."

"Are you calling me easy?" I raised an eyebrow, worrying that I might ruin my chances. So it was reassuring to see her bite her red lips, showing off her plastic fangs.

"All I'm saying is, if you invite me in I'll show you just how quickly I'll make you mine."

Her eyes fixed on my crotch. I knew the bulge in my pants was more than visible to her, but I couldn't hide it.

"Then come in," I said, the words falling out of my mouth without much thought. Because how could I, why could I, ever refuse such a temptress?

She strode up to me without delay. She passed through the doorway and stood inches from me.

Even in her heeled boots she didn't match my height. But she seemed to know that it was her, not me, in charge. Being so close, I could smell a perfume that appeared to captivate my attention, drawing my focus towards her. And, having to look down, it was impossible to prevent my gaze drifting from her eyes down to her cleavage, which couldn't compare to anything I'd seen in real life thanks to her corset.

I was so mesmerised that I hardly noticed her seize the door, which I had been limply holding, and push it shut without a word.

"I have to confess something to you," she said as she pushed me against the wall, her hand firmly on my chest.

"What?" I was surprised by the force but I didn't care, especially as she stepped in closer to me.

"My friends and I are having another competition."

She pressed her body against mine and looked into my eyes.

"We're having a little party later tonight where we can feast on the treasures of all our trick-or-treating, but..."

Her face drew nearer to mine. I could feel her warm breath on me. Her lips moved to my ear.

"Everyone has to bring another present."

She gently bit my earlobe. The plastic fangs scratched lightly against my sensitive skin.

"What?" I managed to ask again with barely a whisper. My cock at this point was rock hard.

"Proof," she said, her smile evident in the tone of her voice. "Proof that we've made someone cum."

I gulped and she brought her face closer to mine, almost an inch away. I looked at her lips. They were red and inviting. But before I could lean forward she stepped away and showed me something she was holding between her fingers: a condom.

"So do you want to help a girl out?" She had a playful vulnerability to her voice, but I knew it wasn't ever going to be a difficult answer.

"Absolutely," I said.

"Then follow my rules."

"But what do I call you?" Somehow it seemed impossible to me that I didn't know her name. I just felt like we had known either for years already, not just a few moments.

"You want my name?"

"Yes," I said, ready to tell her my own.

"I don't think so." She grinned, flashing her teeth. "You don't mind being a little...submissive, do you?"

"No, I don't mind at all," I said, instantly intrigued by the idea of her taking charge.

"Good. Then I am your mistress and you will call me mistress. That is all. And you...you will just be my toy. Does that sound good, toy?"

"Yes, mistress." My cock twitched at her suggestion. Something about the anonymity made the situation even hotter. I had never done something like this before.

"Then, toy, take me to your kitchen."

"Yes, mistress."

While I led the way through the house, I knew it wasn't me who was the one in charge. When we entered the kitchen, her heel clicked loudly on the hard tiles and she strode without warning to the dining table, where she pulled out a chair and sat down facing me. I watched as she placed the condom on the table. Whatever kinky domination stuff she was into, I was completely down for it.

"Do you want to fuck me?" she asked, crossing one leg over the other.

"Yes, mistress."

"Then take those clothes off, toy. I'm waiting."

Her eyes scanned over me as she waited for me to comply. I pulled my shirt off, trying not to think too much about how crazy this situation was: I had allowed a stranger to come into my house and now I was stripping for her. But I wasn't worried or anxious or even hesitant. I was excited.

She clearly knew exactly what she wanted to do to me, and the thought that she had planned this all, that she had chosen me to play with, had me desperate to see where this would all lead. The condom on the table was enough of a promise of how my night might end.

I whipped off my belt, jeans, and then my socks. She grinned at the prominent bulge that made the material of my boxers stretch. They were all I had left on.

I looked at her, expecting a command to tell me if I should continue. All she did was give me a single nod and she raised an eyebrow as I pulled down my underwear, freeing my hard cock that sprung out ready and desperate for some action.

"Is that for me?" she asked, staring at it with curiosity.

"Yes," I said. "Mistress."

"Come here." She uncrossed her legs and pointed to the floor right in front of her. "Stand right there."

I did as she said, standing before her with my legs parted slightly and my cock pointing to her chest.

"Do you want me to play with you, toy?"

"Yes, mistress."

"I might, if you're lucky." She flashed me a wicked grin that told me enough to know I shouldn't expect an easy path to satisfaction. "First of all, I want to watch you stroke your cock. Go on."

I did as she said. It felt good to masturbate and finally grant my cock the attention it had been desiring ever since she walked through my door, but there was a sense of disappointment that it wasn't being touched by her hands.

I watched as they gently grazed over her latex-clad thighs, up and down and close to where her legs met. The way she absentmindedly touched herself while watching me stroke, her mouth parted to show off her fangs, told me it was turning her on, which in turn made me stroke with even more vigour.

"Did you think I'd just fuck you and be done with you, toy?" she asked. "I hope you didn't...because that's not how it's going to work. Understand?"

"Yes, mistress." I was pumping my cock at a steady pace, but my grip was tight and the sight of her before me was enough to cause my pleasure to build.

"Were you hoping to look at my tits while you stroke?" She squeezed her breasts together under the corset, making her cleavage look even more inviting. I could only imagine having my cock buried between them.

"Or did you want me to...suck it?" She licked her lips then looked up at me, making eye contact. She took the index and middle finger of one hand up to her mouth and sucked, drawing them deep and moaning sensually. Her teasing had my cock twitching with excitement in my hand, and without realising my strokes sped up as I enjoyed the image of her while picturing her lips around me.

"Stop stroking," she then ordered after slipping her fingers.

I reluctantly obeyed. She seemed to have known better than me how close I had got myself to the edge. My cock throbbed desperately and I realised I could feel my climax fading away. But my disappointment vanished as I watched her bring a hand slowly up towards my hard shaft. Her fingers came closer, an inch away from it. She brought her wrist back and slapped my cock with her palm, making me wince as an audible smack echoed around the kitchen.

"Hehe, sorry, toy," she said with a laugh as she enjoyed the sight of my cock bouncing side to side before coming to a rest. "I couldn't resist. Do you want me to touch you more?"

I didn't know how to answer that. She looked poised to hit me again if I said yes, but it could just as easily have been a trick and I didn't want to turn down the chance to feel her stroking me.

"Don't worry, toy," she then interjected before I could answer. "I'm only teasing. I will touch you. But only if you get a few things for me."

"Okay, mistress."

"Do you have any tape? Duct tape, ideally. Or rope?"

"I...no, I don't." I could picture exactly what she had in mind for me, and I cursed myself for not having the equipment she needed. If I was going to miss out on a bondage session with this gorgeous woman, I would never forgive myself. "I'm sorry, mistress."

"Hmm, nevermind, toy. Go get me a pair of your shoes. I'll just have to improvise."

I rushed away obediently, heading back to the front door where I always left my sneakers. When I returned to the kitchen, she was standing up and rummaging through my pile of clothes. She turned with my belt in her hand, letting it dangle threateningly like a whip poised at the ready.

"Put your shoes down and turn around, toy," she ordered with a cruel grin. "And bend over."

I placed the sneakers on the floor and turned away from her, leaning forward with my hands resting on the kitchen table as I waited for what I knew she had in store for me. The first lick of the belt barely tickled my exposed ass cheeks as my mistress got used to the feel of its weight and movement.

"I just want to show you what will happen if you ever disobey," she said, whipping me again. This time it was firmer, leaving a gentle stinging sensation on my skin. "You don't ever want to disobey, do you toy?"

"No, mistress," my answer came with a gasp as her third strike hit with force, making me wince at the sharp pain it left me.

"Then stand there and take the pain like a good toy."

I could hear how much she was enjoying herself in the tone of her voice, as if she was pleased to have got to grips with the belt and how to best wield it.

She whipped me again and again. Each time the pain seemed to increase. The sharp sting following each strike was matched by a dull, uncomfortable throbbed that seemed to extend across both my targeted cheeks. I gripped the table hard as I embraced the torture, surprised to feel just how hard my cock still was from being by her.

"Have you had enough, toy?" she finally asked as the belt hung limply from her hand.

"Yes, mistress."

"Then spread your legs wider. I've got a surprise for you."

I did as she said, feeling my cock throbbing with anticipation as I waited, hoping to feel her hands on me. But instead I heard the whistle of the belt whipping through the air, faster than ever before. And not aimed across my cheeks or down my back, but looping up from below.

It swung up between my legs with surprising force. The leather slapped against my balls at the apex of its arc, concentrating all the kinetic energy into where it struck me.

The pain shot into my stomach. I grunted and keeled over, almost feeling winded from it. I was half expecting another strike and my legs closed together instinctively, but instead I felt her hands on my arms.

"Sit down, toy," she said as she half-dragged and half-guided me over to the chair she had previously occupied. "That's it."

My ass was still sore and it made sitting uncomfortable. I was also out of breath from the pain still emanating from my balls, but all my agony seemed to fade as she came and sat on my lap, her latex-clad thighs spreading to straddle me.

I hardly noticed the belt that was still in her hand, especially as she went to kiss me. Her mouth was warm. Her lips were soft. And I could feel my cock responding to the sensuality of the moment and the heat of her crotch that rested close by to it.

Our tongues danced together. I could feel the plastic of her fake fangs, and I didn't care that she was pulling my hands behind my back. I wanted to be dominated by her. My cock, now with a drop of precum on its tip, yearned to be used by her. So as the leather of my belt was wrapped around my wrists, my excitement at being bound and helpless only grew.

"Do you know what you've got yourself into?" she whispered in my ear.

I just shook my head, feeling in a horny delirium that was aided by the warmth of her body and the smell of her perfume that seemed to coddle me in a gentle aura. I even tried to pull at the bonds that held my hands together, and it was impressive to feel just how secure she had tied them with only my belt.

"Are you ready for me to make you cum now?"

I nodded this time. My cock had hardly been touched by her and yet it felt close to exploding.

"Thing is, toy, the party isn't going to be for another couple of hours." She looked me in the eyes and gave me a wicked smile. "I know that's late, but that's just how my friends are. So...that gives us more time to play. Bad news for you is that I only need one load of cum from you. So you'll just have to wait!"

She hopped off me and picked my sneakers up off the floor. Wondering what she wanted with them, I just watched as her fingers worked deftly to pull the laces loose, hole by hole, until they were freed.

The shoes were then chucked to the side as she approached me and knelt at my feet. With one lace she tied my right ankle to the leg of the chair, then with the other she did the same with my left. With my hands and feet bound tightly, I now had no way of escaping. And with my legs spread apart in my bondage, I had no chance to hide how visibly aroused I still was.

"I thought you might put up a bit of a fight," my mistress said, still kneeling on the floor. Her hand absentmindedly trailed across my thighs. "But it's clear you're into this. Do you fantasise about being tied up by women like me?"

"Yes, mistress," I answered automatically and truthfully.

"Good. But, what exactly does that mean...women like me? How would you describe them? How would you describe me?"

"Mistress?" I was unsure what to say, and I was distracted as she stood up again, only to sit back down straddling my thighs. Her crotch was inches from my throbbing cock.

"Tell me, toy," she said softly but firmly. "How would you describe me?"

"You're..." I stumbled with my answer as I watched her slip a hand down the front of her latex pants. The material was tight but she was able to reach far enough in to make herself moan. "You're beautiful, mistress."

"What else, toy?" She gasped as her fingers rubbed in circles, finding the spot that I could only imagine was giving her an intense pleasure.

"You're so hot and sexy, your body's amazing." I watched her breasts swell in front of me, looking incredible in her corset as her breathing became heavier and her hand moved faster.

"Keep going," she commanded, resting her free hand on my shoulder and squeezing as her pleasure grew.

"You're powerful and dominant. You make me want to do anything for you."

"And...mmm...what do you want me to do to you?" Her lips were parted as she moaned and looked from my eyes and down to my cock. It was twitching and leaking even more than before, still untouched but needier than ever.

"Mistress, do whatever you want with me...just, please touch me." My begs were matched by her moans that became louder in my ear. "Please, mistress, I need to feel you."

"Not yet, toy...fuck...not...yet."

I could only watch as her eyes squeezed shut and her body shook on top of me. She continued playing with her pussy as her orgasm struck her, making herself cum right in front of me as I just sat, bound to the chair and helpless.

I could do nothing but wish I was her, feeling that pleasure overwhelm me. My cock was leaking and throbbing uncontrollably. It wanted to experience that release that was consuming her body and making her lose all composure.

When she finally relaxed, all I could hear was her deep breathing. She slowly slipped her hand out of her pants and brought it to my mouth.

"Lick me clean, toy," she ordered, pushing her fingers between my lips which had obediently parted for her. "Taste my pussy, taste my orgasm with your tongue. Good toy."

I sucked all the juices off her fingers, wrapping my lips around one at a time to taste the part of her that I so desperately wished to see and touch and feel.

Her face was close to mine and it seemed to light up, glowing after her climax and happy to see me still so eager to do as she asked.

"So, toy, do you still want me to fuck you?"

"Yes, mistress," I answered as she drew her pinky finger out of my lips, making me miss the taste of her.

"Well, it's not gonna happen. I've got to keep you wanting more, haven't I? Plus, these pants take way too long to get on and off, so you just have to be content with some other attention."

Suddenly she reached down with her hand and stroked my cock. The sensation made me groan. Her fingers were still warm and wet from me sucking them, and after so long being teased by her the intensity of the pleasure was incredible.

"But I can promise you, my cunt is so fucking tight you wouldn't be able to last a minute if I fucked you hard." She smiled, knowing how quickly I was being taken to the edge. "I might even let you cum inside me if you're good."

Then she let go. My cock had so quickly been brought close to an orgasm, but she had denied it of any more stimulation before I could truly enjoy it.

"But that's not gonna happen today. I've already satisfied myself, and you know what I need from you."

She slipped off my lap and I watched desperately as she approached the condom lying on the table nearby. But then she turned and snatched a sock I had been wearing from the pile of clothes discarded on the floor.

"Open wide, toy," she commanded, pushing the sock inside my mouth. It was fuzzy and unpleasant and it tasted like sweat after having been worn for the entire day, but I accepted the makeshift gag without complaint. "This is to muffle your screams when I suck you dry."

"Mmhmm?" My cock twitched at the thought. Something about the look of mischief on her face made me even more aroused, as if I didn't care what she had planned. I just wanted to remain her toy to be used as she pleased.

"Is this what you want?" She finally picked up the condom off the table and stepped around behind me.

"Mmm," I tried to moan a yes.

"Why's that, toy? Is it because you know once I put this on you, you're a step closer to cumming?"

"Mmhmm." I nodded as she put her hands on my shoulders.

"Well, what if I changed my mind? Maybe I've grown bored of you. I'm sure I can find another guy to play with tonight?"

"Mmmmm?!" I panicked at the thought. I knew she was teasing me, but the idea of being left unsatisfied had my heart racing.

"Sorry, toy, I'm only being mean." She stepped back around in front and dropped to her knees. "I suppose you were kind enough to invite me in..."

I trembled in my bonds as she leaned forward, her long hair tickling my thighs, and stretched her tongue out.

I shivered as she touched the base of my cock with only the tip of her tongue. She slowly licked up the shaft, following the glistening trail left by the few drops of precum that had dribbled down. My cock throbbed as she got nearer to the tip. I sighed with pleasure when she reached my frenulum. Then her tongue swirled briefly around the head before she pulled away.

"You taste good, toy," she said, flashing her fangs as she smiled at me. "It's a shame I'll need to keep your cum for evidence. I would have loved to swallow it."

My heart fluttered at the thought of pumping my cum into her throat and watching her swallow, but any disappointment at knowing that wasn't going to happen was banished as soon as I saw her rip open the condom wrapper.

"Don't move, toy."

She put the condom between her lips, holding it in place as she moved closer again. Amazed at her skill, I watched as she pushed the latex ring over the tip of my cock then rolled it down the shaft using only her lips. Her mouth opened as she enveloped the head with her warm breath, then she kept going down and down, taking my cock inside her and making me squirm with pleasure.

I was impressed as she effortlessly went all the way down, pushing her lips right to the base, and when she pulled back up the condom was glistening with saliva while perfectly sheathing my cock.

"Ta da," she said with a grin. "Ready for this vampire to suck you dry?"

"Mmhmm!" I nodded eagerly, excited all the more now that I knew the extent to her skills.

She didn't say another word. Instead, she just plunged back down over my throbbing cock, sucking me hard and giving me a blowjob that had me shaking in my seat.

Her head moved up and down from tip to base with a strong, regular rhythm. She sucked tight, her cheeks pulling in and her red lips forming a seal around me. Her fangs were spaced far enough apart that they didn't inhibit her actions, but I could feel now and then a soft spike as they poked through the latex.

My cock seemed to pulse harder in her mouth as she took me deep and gave me the pleasure that I had been desiring for so long.

I struggled in my bondage as the sensations became so intense that I couldn't sit still. The belt kept my wrists together behind me. The shoelaces didn't loosen despite my ankles trying to pull away from the chairlegs. And the sock in my mouth became soaked with my saliva as I moaned helplessly.

Saliva dribbled down over my chest as I struggled to contain myself. I had become a drooling mess thanks to this woman, and I was enjoying every second of it.

She was too. Her eyes lit up with delight at the sounds I was producing. She knew exactly how easily she had taken control of me, and how quickly my pleasure had become owned by her. The throbbing of my cock in her mouth and the shaking of my body as I neared the edge were enough to show her just how capable she was.

"Do you want to cum yet, toy?" she asked after coming up for air.

"Mmhmmm!" I nodded desperately, feeling my cock yearn with frustration to feel her again. It stood upright. The condom was even more coated with her saliva.

"Then beg me, toy. Beg me to suck you dry."

"Mmhphmmhm!" I tried to do as she asked, knowing I needed to cum more than anything.

"Keep begging, toy. Keep begging and maybe I'll let you."

"Mmhmmm."

My non-verbal pleading continued and quickly turned into responses of pleasure as she went back to sucking me. This time the blowjob was slower. Each movement up and down was more drawn out. But it was firmer too. Her mouth sucked tighter. She knew this was all that was needed to bring me closer.

"Mmmmmmm." I was consumed by pleasure, teetering at the edge as she continued sucking. If she kept going, nothing could stop me from cumming. "Mmmhpphmmmmhnmmm!"

My begging was enough to satisfy her. She didn't slow down. She looked up at me, smiling with my cock in her mouth and showing off her fangs again.

But then her lips wrapped around tight once more, focused just below the head of my cock where her tongue pressed and rubbed against the frenulum to bring me over the edge.

It took only a moment more of stimulation. The mounting pressure built quickly and unrelentingly. My wrists and ankles pulled harder against their bonds as the energy in my body tried to escape. And then it finally burst out.

My mistress kept sucking and licking as my cock pulsed. Cum shot out, filling the tip of the condom.

I imagined it spraying into her mouth to be swallowed. My climax was powerful. Each shot seemed to rush out with more force because of the tightness of her lips around me. My load was big and thick and powerful.

Like a vampire she didn't relent. She continued sucking throughout my explosive climax. She seemed to draw every bit of energy from my body. All my cum was drained from me until I felt empty and my cock finally relaxed.

I almost forgot about the condom in my post-orgasmic daze. I expected to see her reveal a mouthful of my hot cum. But instead she drew her head back and I could see the thick white load filling the condom and making it sag at the end of my cock.

Without a word, she peeled the condom off me, pulling the latex and making it stretch until it flung away from my softening shaft. I watched as she tied it off and examined the milky content with a proud look on her face.

"I reckon my friends will be impressed with how much I got out of you."

She stood up and showed off the filled condom by letting it sway like a pendulum in front of my face.

"Thank you for the treat, toy," she said before moving around behind me. "This means I don't need to find a way to trick you."

I felt my hands being freed. Then the sock was pulled out of my mouth and chucked aside.

"I need to head off, toy," she said, making for the door.

"Will I see you again?" I managed to ask despite my dry throat.

"Maybe, toy." She paused and turned, looking my naked body up and down and allowing me to return the favour, admiring the curve of her body in her latex pants and tight corset.

"If I want to see you," she said at last, "I know where to find you. Goodbye, toy."

She left the kitchen, the condom containing my cum still in her hand, and a moment later I heard the front door slam shut. For a couple of minutes I remained seated, contemplating what had just happened.

That woman had left my life just as quickly and mysteriously as she had entered it, and as I finally reached down to untie my ankles I knew I would be waiting eagerly for days or weeks or even months with the hope of her return.


3. Halloween Domination

Halloween was always the perfect time of year for Jen to come into her own. It wasn't just the parties or the alcohol or the trick or treating (although she was never one to turn down an offer to prowl the local neighbourhood), but it was the feeling of the season and its spookiness and the opportunity it gave her to let loose and set free all the inhibitions that she felt holding her back throughout the rest of the year.

So when Sally, her colleague and only true friend from work, invited Jen to her Halloween party, a wicked grin grew across her face.

"See, I knew you'd be up for it," Sally said as the two women ate together on their lunch break. "Bring booze, bring snacks, and of course come wearing a costume."

"I assume sexy costumes are okay?" Jen asked, making sure to check before confirming the plan she had in mind.

"Sexy? Not just sexy. Be outright slutty. It's the only time of year it's appropriate."

Jen smiled and her eyes twinkled. She already had a costume in mind, and for a week she waited in agony until the 31st arrived and she could finally put it on for all to see.

She arrived at Sally's party alone, late enough that the music was already pounding and the front door of the house had been cracked open by the stream of costumed guests.

But unlike with the assortment of generic superheroes and vampires and zombies, Jen's entrance was met by a show of astonishment.

She stepped gently through the crowd towards the kitchen. Each partygoer without fail stared with amazement at every inch of her, from her legs covered with a skin-tight layer of glossy black latex trousers to the voluptuous breast supported within an intricate corset. Jen's choice of outfit drew every set of eyes towards her, and she almost blushed. But her favourite addition to the costume, a facemask with a pair of bunny ears, hid part of her visage while showing off her smiling, red lips.

"Oh my god!" Sally squealed when she saw Jen walked into the kitchen. "You look incredible!"

"Thanks, Sal, you do too!" Jen let her colleague, dressed as a slutty nurse with blood-red makeup covering her face in faux wounds, embrace her tightly.

"So what are you?" She spotted the items attached to a belt around Jen's waist. "Oh my god, a dominatrix?!"

Jen laughed and gave a spin, showing off the handcuffs and crop hanging at her sides. "Good guess!"

"Where'd you get the outfit? It suits you so well!"

"Oh it's just something I've worn from previous years, nothing special."

Jen smirked at her own little lie. Truth was, she wore this outfit more often than once a year. It was a regular feature in her bedroom whenever she had one of her sexual partners over. But her sex life was kept strictly behind closed doors, and she had little intention of letting everyone in the workplace know about all her fetishes. That said, she found immeasurable excitement and pleasure being able to bring out her favourite outfit while still remaining outwardly innocent. Though the longer she wore it, the more she found her kinky side coming out.

"You're going to do some work on the guys tonight," Sally laughed.

"I might do..." Jen said slyly.

"Usually I'd advise you against going after the guys from work, but...give it an hour and I doubt they'll recognise you under that mask."

"We'll have to wait and see." Jen gave Sally a wink then accepted her offer of drinks, eager to get the night underway.

*****

Jen was soon liquored up and read for some fun. More fun than what was currently on offer from the idle chatter of tipsy guests getting more and more drunk.

Dancing was in order, and Jen made sure to take centre stage in the throngs of bodies pulsing along with the rhythm of the music in the middle of Sally's living room. It wasn't long before the attention of horny men was placed on her. She was prompt to turn them down with a sly shake of her head or a complete turning away of her body.

It was only when someone she recognised approached her that she allowed him closer to her. Henry, a colleague from her department now dressed as a cowboy, danced alongside her, nearly brushing against Jen's latex legs. But she didn't allow him. She only smiled alluringly and backed away slowly, leading him across the dancefloor until they were out of the room.

"Do I know you?" Henry asked in her ear.

Jen simply smirked with the knowledge that her basic disguise was enough to conceal her identity from her co-worker. Not that she was surprised. He clasped a half-empty cup of beer and staggered enough to suggest he had had a few, but he knew what he wanted. And as Jen wordlessly led him upstairs, he followed eagerly and obediently.

Jen found a quiet bedroom and stepped inside, glad to see no other couple had decided to occupy it yet.

"Are you sure I don't know you?" Henry asked again and he followed her inside and closed the door behind him. "Although, I'm sure I'd remember an ass like that."

Jen had felt his eyes on her backside as he followed her from the dancefloor. The black latex of her trouser accentuated her curves perfectly, so she was glad to know it was having the intended effect. But now she turned around to face him and stepped closer. She pushed him against the door, her breasts pressing against his chest, and made out with him.

Henry was more than happy to let her do as she pleased. Their hot lips kissed eagerly. Their tongue danced together. And soon Jen was pressing her crotch against the raging erection in his pants. She grinded against him, driving him wilder with arousal until he wanted nothing more than to fuck her. But as he tried to bring his hands round to touch her she grabbed his wrists and held them by his side.

"No," Jen whispered firmly. "You don't get to touch me."

"You're such a tease," Henry moaned as his arousal grew and grew.

"Oh?" Jen stopped and took a few steps back. "Stay there and I'll tease you a bit more."

Henry was glad to comply. He watched as she ran her thumbs under the waistband of her trousers. Slowly she pulled them down, revealing her long pale legs and black underwear. Next came her corset, under which a black bralet covered her breasts but gave Henry a better view of her entire body.

"Holy fuck," he said, admiring her beauty.

"Strip naked, cowboy," Jen ordered.

"Yes, ma'am."

Henry grinned at the thought of what was going to happen next. In the space of a minute, he was stark naked. He had no second doubts about showing himself in his entirety to this woman he didn't know. His cock stood out long and free, giving a centrepiece for Jen to cast her eyes over.

"Very impressive," she said. "Come here."

"It's all for you, you sexy bunny."

Jen laughed at his comment and signalled him to get on the bed.

"I'm not a sexy bunny," she said as she got on top of him and kneeled between his legs. "I'm a dominatrix."

"I bet you are. And do I get to see what's under that mask then?"

"Only if I feel like it."

Jen handcuffed Henry's wrists to the bedframe before he realised what was going on. The smile on his face showed how much the move excited him, as did the throbbing erection twitching right in front of Jen.

"Have you ever been controlled by a woman like me?" she asked as she began to stroke his cock.

"Fuuuuck, no."

"Have you ever given yourself completely to woman like me?"

"Fuuuuuuuuck, no."

"Of course not. You've never really met a woman like me." Jen slapped his balls and stopped stroking.

"Ow!"

"Now you will give yourself to me." She slapped again.

"Oww!"

"You will be obedient for me."

"Owwww!"

"And you will give your orgasm to me."

Jen started stroking again and the more than grateful Henry moaned out aloud. Her hand moved faster and faster. She felt the man beneath her shake as he came close to cumming and his own intention stoked a fire of desire of her own. But as much as her wet pussy wanted it's own pleasure, Jen had plans to be carried out.

"One second," she said, getting off the bed.

Henry groaned in discomfort at the intense edging. A drop of precum dripped from his cock.

Jen was back before too long, having rummaged through Sally's drawers.

"Hold still," she commanded.

Henry let her tie a pantyhose around his eyes, effectively blindfolding him, then she stuffed a pair of frilly pink panties in his mouth.

"Just chill out here, okay?" she said, getting back off the bed and finding her clothes. "I might be an hour or so. I don't know. But you just stay here. Then I promise it'll be worth your while."

*****

Jen returned to the party after having put her outfit back on. The thrill of having a bound submissive cuffed to a bed was enough to fuel an arousal that had her drifting dreamlike through the groups of partygoers. She needed another drink if she was hold off from pouncing on the tormented cock waiting for her upstairs.

"And where have you been?" Sally asked, appearing out of nowhere with a bottle of gin in her hand.

"Just dancing," Jen smiled.

"Hmm, okay." The slutty nurse looked at her up and down and squinted at her waist. "You seem to be missing your handcuffs."

Jen looked down and patted herself theatrically as if searching for something. "Oh crap," she said. "They must have fallen off somewhere!"

Sally raised an eyebrow then, a moment later, raised the bottle of gin to her lips. "Want some?"

Jen smiled and nodded and accepted the offer, taking turns with her friend to have glugs of the straight spirit.

"I'd better make sure my house isn't being wrecked," Sally said after having satisfied her thirst. "Don't get into any trouble now. I think most of the guys here want to fuck you."

She gave Jen a wink then headed off. The dominatrix, feeling even more eager to play with someone after Sally's teasing, went out into the garden where a handful of guest were getting some much needed fresh air. A few smoked, but nearly all stood around by the backdoor where the glow from the house illuminated their faces.

But Jen spotted one man stood alone further from the group. He was dressed like a mummy, draped all over with toilet paper. The only real clothing were his loose boxer briefs. A six-pack was almost entirely visible under his wispy shrouds.

"You must be cold," Jen said as she strode up to him.

"Huh?" He looked up, having been toying with a bottle of cider. "Oh, yeah, well. It's nice to be outside."

Jen tilted her head curiously. "I don't know you, do I?"

"Oh, er, Bill. I'm Bill."

He held out a hand and Jen gripped it firmly, taking control of a simple shake. She released only once she saw him since ever so slightly.

"I, um, I'm a friend of Sally's from school. But I don't really know anyone else here."

"Oh what a shame," Jen purred, deciding that now was a perfect time for some more fun. "I can introduce you to some people but...I could do with a favour first."

"Oh? Sure, anything." Bill seemed more than keen to help her.

"I seem to have lost part of my costume. I think it must be somewhere down the bottom of the garden but I could do with an extra pair of eyes to assist my search."

"Sure thing, that's not a problem, lead the way."

Only a couple of smokers noticed the two figures walk further down into the garden and become enveloped by the night. The light from the house failed to reach them and Jen had to slow down to watch her step.

"Have you got a light?" Bill asked as he stumbled behind her. "It'll be hard to see anything without daylight."

"That's okay," Jen took his hand in hers. "I'll guide you."

"So what are we looking for exactly?"

"A little bit of fun."

Jen could just about make out the outline of a trellis and she turned and pushed Bill against it.

"What are you doing?!"

Jen shushed him then gave a passionate kiss on his lips to shut him up. "Best be quiet. You don't want us to be disturbed now do you?"

"I, er, fuck. No."

"I thought not."

Jen felt his muscular body, running her hands all over it. Bill let her do as she pleased. He gasped as she slid his underwear down.

"Don't worry," she whispered as she got onto her knees. "I just want to make you feel comfortable."

"Fuuuuuuuck..."

Jen sucked his cock greedily and without holding back. She wrapped her lips around it and plunged her mouth down the length of the already hard shaft.

"Ahhmmmm," Bill moaned in ecstatic pleasure.

Jen bobbed her head back and forth, taking him deeper and deeper and sending him into further depths of pleasure. Each movement sent chills rushing through the helpless, horny mummy. His finger clasped at the trellis fence. His knees shook. His mouth was held open in a silent groan. He felt as if he was being sucked completely dry by Jen's expert blowjob.

"Do you want to cum in my mouth?" she asked, coming up for breath momentarily while carrying on stroking him with her hand.

"Fuuuuck yeees."

"Do you want me to swallow every last drop of your cum?"

"Mmmmm yes."

"Well...you're in for a shock." Jen stood up and stopped stroking, instead gripping his balls tighter and tighter. "I'm not some common slut."

"I...ow...I didn't think you were!"

"I don't go around giving blowjobs and swallowing loads just because I like it." Jen squeezed his balls tighter.

"Of course not!"

"What I do get pleasure from is controlling weak guys like you. Making you moan and wince and beg for me to stop hurting you or to start pleasuring you. Understood?"

"Yes!"

"So...beg."

“I, er, okay. Please. Please stop squeezing my balls."

Jen smiled and relented. "Okay. Good boy."

"Thank you."

"So do you want me to keep stroking?"

"Yes, please."

"Hmm...fine."

Jen stroked him immediately and furiously. Her hand was a blur. And within a few seconds the overstimulation was too much and Bill was groaning and begging for her to stop.

"Okay I'll stop." Jen let her hand rest on his cock, gently grazing it and feeling it throb. She felt his frustration in every shake of his body and twitch of his cock.

"No, please don't," Bill whined, completely desperate and at her mercy.

"Ooh, you really can't make your mind up can you?"

Jen continued to edge him over and over. Each time her hand came away and left him hanging, he would beg again for her to keep going. Soon a string of precum was hanging from the tip of his cock and his shaft had grown larger and pulsing.

"Do you still wanna cum?" Jen asked with her hand on him, stroking ever so gently to keep him on the edge.

"Fuck yes. So much."

"Be quiet and perhaps I'll let you."

Bill was keen to comply, but Jen made sure by putting her free hand over his mouth while stroking faster. She could see him about to erupt. And he was soon moaning into her hand.

As Bill nearly began humping Jen's pleasuring hand, she took it off and let his disappointment flow out in a rush of cum. His ruined orgasm shuddered through him. He was destroyed by Jen's torturing control over him. His muffled moans threatened to burst out of the clamping hand as the last of his white load drooled out of his cock.

"Thought I should teach you a lesson," Jen said, standing back. "You don't deserve an easy orgasm. You don't deserve pleasure without putting in any work. No one will ever just come up to you and give you what you want."

Bill stared at her, disbelieving what had just happened.

Jen left him standing there and headed back to the house before calling out behind her: "Hope you enjoy the rest of the party!"

*****

Jen was able to sneak back through the house without being interrupted by Sally or anyone else she knew there. After the bit of fun she had had in the garden, the urge to get her own pleasure was too much to ignore. Her pussy was wet. It needed to be released from the tight confines of her latex trousers.

Weaving through the groups of guests, she headed for the stairs. One couple were making out, sprawled over the bottom steps. Jen trod round them. The sight of their passion was fuelling her own desires.

Everything was quiet upstairs. Three angels clambered out of the bathroom, gossiping and laughing and ignoring Jen as they staggered back down the stairs.

Apart from that, no one was around. The dominatrix stepped towards the bedroom and opened the door.

Inside, her victim was tied up and ready for her. His blindfold and gag were still secure but he heard her enter and began to struggle in his cuffs.

"Don't worry, it's just me," Jen reassured.

She walked over and smiled at the sight of his bound and naked body. His cock was soft but as she announced her presence and stepped towards him it began to harden in anticipation.

"Is this for me?" Jen asked, running a finger over it and feeling it growing more erect.

"Mmmm," Bill moaned into the panties stuffed in his mouth.

"I've had some fun tonight while you've been waiting here. Do you want to hear about it?"

"Mmph."

Jen kicked off her shoes and started stripping as she told Bill about her night.

"I found a guy all by himself practically begging for my attention. So I thought he was a perfect toy to play with."

She stripped her corset and bra off, setting her large breasts free.

"I led him down to the bottom of the garden. He was so keen to follow me. But, really, who wouldn't be?"

Next came her trousers. It was a relief to get them off.

"I kissed him and took his cock out. It was much nicer than yours I must say."

Finally she took off her underwear and knelt on the bed, naked apart from her mask.

"I grabbed it just like this and stroked."

She mimicked the action and began to jerk him off.

"I even gave him a blowjob."

She leaned forward and blew her warm breath over his desperate cock.

"And over and over I brought him right to the edge and denied him."

She brought her hand away and let his cock bounce, eager for more stimulation.

"But do you know what I didn't get to do?"

Mmmmph," Bill moaned.

"I didn't get to fuck him, so now you're going to be my good little fuck toy."

She edged forward and guided his cock into her wet pussy. It slid in easily and without a need to start slowly she began to ride him hard and fast.

"Fuck yes that's good," Jen said, finally feeling the satisfaction of a good cock inside her.

"Mmmm."

Jen fucked him harder and faster, bucking wildly on top of her submissive mount. Bill's cock pulsed harder. Despite having such little stimulation beforehand, the long wait cuffed to the bed had filled him with an eager need to be satisfied. The warmth and tightness of Jen's pussy was sending waves of incomparable pleasure through him with every motion.

Her ass rippled each time she slammed down over his cock and slapped into his balls. Her tits bounced left and right like pendulums.

Jen rode and thrust, rode and thrust, rode and thrust and drew every bit of pleasure from the throbbing cock inside her.

All her excitement, all her arousal, it all crashed through her body like waves on rocks as the swell grew deeper and wilder and warmer. And as her orgasm built with thrust after thrust, she was rocked to the edge of an almighty release.

Her hands squeezed at the duvet beneath her. Her pussy clenched tight around the aching cock. She almost froze with ecstatic delight as all her pent-up energy shuddered out.

She moaned and moaned. Her orgasm burst forth. And there was nothing in the world that could have taken her out of that moment.

After a long pause, during which her naked body was slumped over the bound man and her breasts squashed into his chest, she recovered her senses and eventually pushed herself up.

Only when Bill moaned did Jen realise that his cock was still throbbing inside her.

"You didn't cum from all that?" she said, lifting herself off and having a look at the cock, dripping with her juices. "I don't know whether to be impressed or offended."

"Mmmm," Bill moaned as he felt himself being stroked again.

"Ooh yeah that's better. Do you like that?"

The cuffed man nodded. A bead of precum glistened on the tip of his cock, indicating his impending orgasm.

"Do you want to know what else I did with the guy in the garden?" Jen asked, stroking and examining the cock intensely. She could feel it's thickness grow and pulse as an orgasm drew close.

"Mmmmmm."

“I edged him and edged. And when he couldn't take any more and I knew he was right about to burst...I ruined him."

Jen let go. Once again, she ruined the orgasm of a second submissive. She could never get tired of it. The cries of despair. The wild bucking of hips as they tried to find any slight bit of sensation. And especially the sight of their desperate, struggling cock as it bouncing up and down with cum oozing out of it.

Tonight's ruin was no exception. Bill’s frustration and his hands clenching at the headboard were even more entertaining. Jen couldn't help but laugh. And even as the cock grew limp she gladly watched the results of her tormenting handjob.

Before any of the load dripped from Bill's stomach and onto the bedsheets, Jen rushed and grabbed a tissue from the bedside table to wipe it up. After she had put it in the bin, satisfied with her work for the night, she put her costume back on.

"I hope you enjoyed what you could from all that," she said as she pulled her corset tight. "I'll be back to play later."

Before any complaints could be made from the gagged man, Jen left the room and closed the door behind her before making her way back to the party.

"Hey! I've hardly seen you tonight. Where've you been?" Sally cornered her almost straight after she had come downstairs.

"Oh, you know, just having some fun." Jen couldn't help but look a bit sheepish, which her friend couldn't ignore.

"What sort of fun? Wait...really? Have you seriously fucked someone?"

Jen just held her gaze and smiled.

"That's not fair," Sally complained. "You wouldn't believe how horny I am. I wanna fuck someone, for fucks sake."

"You've got plenty of options, Sal."

"Like who? And I still need to look after my house. Speaking of which, where did you have your bit of fun?"

Jen looked at the ground, not wanting to admit it.

"Jen, seriously, please don't tell me you used my bedroom?"

At that moment, with her mix of shame and devilish mischief, Jen had an idea.

"Before you get mad, Sal, you might want to go upstairs and check your bedroom. If you want a good fuck, I can assure you you'll find one worth screaming about..."


4. Locked and Bewitched

A long time ago in the depths of a dark, wild wood there lived a young witch. The locals from the nearby village feared her and her magic. She might cast ill fortune on their season's harvest or set a curse upon the health of a newborn, just as easily as she could bewitch the mind of any unfortunate individual who happened to stumble across her lair.

For these reasons, the locals stayed as far away from her as possible and cautioned any travellers who intended to stray towards her domain.

And to the young witch, or Gwen, as she preferred to be known, this was a perfect situation for her. Because the truth was that she was no witch. She had no magic powers, she had no cauldron to create potions (only one with which to cook her favourite stews), and she had no maleficent feelings towards the villagers.

Gwen enjoyed her simple lifestyle. Her cosy cabin was her home, her woods provided almost all the food she could desire, and being left to her own was the greatest gift she could ask for.

The rumours of her witching powers were only that - rumours. She had no idea where they originated, but she was hardly surprised to find out that a single woman living alone in the woods could cause such imaginative stories from the superstitious locals.

Gwen also knew that her encounters with a certain handful of men from the village hadn't helped her cause either. As much as she liked to keep to herself, it was sometimes impossible to avoid bumping into a local as they foraged or hunted or collected wood.

See, there was something that anyone who saw Gwen might call bewitching - her looks. Through no fault of her own, the few locals who looked upon her would be utterly enchanted and quickly any fears of her turning them into a frog would dissipate and they would eagerly do anything to help out this beautiful young woman living alone in the woods.

And Gwen, who occasionally found herself longing for human companionship in a more physical capacity, would gladly lead them back to the warmth of her cabin.

But once these men returned to the village late in the day with no food or wood or any indication of labour, their wives could all too easily work out what they had spent their time doing. And rather than admitting to their infidelity, they could more than easily embellish their stories and claim to have been enchanted by the succubi of a witch, with their minds wiped blank and no memory of the details.

So, every time Gwen dained to choose a sexual partner, she also contributed to the perpetuation of the myth that she was a witch. And if it meant being left alone a little bit longer, she couldn't care one bit.

*****

It was on a chill autumn morning that Gwen had an encounter that she knew would be different to the rest. She was traipsing through the woods looking for ingredients for a wild mushroom soup, her thigh-high boots glistening wet with the early dew, when she saw a man she had never seen before.

He was out hunting. A bow with a nocked arrow was held at the ready and a full quiver on his back showed he had not yet had any success, and despite his keen eyes searching through the undergrowth as he stepped slowly through the bushes, he did not immediately spot Gwen.

So she watched him silently, planning her next move. His arms were strong and his body muscular and as he turned to face her she gave a friendly smile.

"Oh, hello, miss," the hunter greeted as his bow arm relaxed.

"Good morning, sir."

As Gwen continued smiling at him, she felt him being enchanted by her looks just as other men had been before. Her red hair glowed in the morning sun, and she knew her corset-enhanced cleavage was attracting his gaze.

"What are you doing out here all by yourself, miss?"

"I was just foraging for mushrooms, sir, but I...I seem to have lost my way. Would you help me?"

The hunter seemed to grow in confidence at the prospect of helping the young woman. "Of course, anything for someone as charming as yourself. Which way did you come from?"

"I think...hmm...this way?"

Gwen, already a little distance from the hunter, headed immediately off into the undergrowth. In reality, she knew exactly where she was and where she was going. The woods were her home. And so she hurried away, almost running, and knew that the hunter would struggle to keep up.

"Hold on, miss!" he bellowed behind her. "Don't go too fast!"

"It's just up this hill, I'm sure of it," Gwen called back as she stumbled along a trail she herself had made the previous spring. "Please keep up, sir!"

The man followed her for at least half a mile as she headed deeper and deeper into the woods. Sharp tree branches clawed at him and the snaking stems and roots underfoot seemed to grip at his ankles and make every step more and more strenuous. But just as he started to fatigue, he glimpsed the red hair of his quarry and followed it out of the trees and into a clearing. At the centre of this luscious green meadow was a cabin.

Gwen giggled audibly as she entered, while the hunter, out of breath, was unable to shout out to stop her. He followed her, observing the smoke already rising from the chimney and the neat rows of vegetables and herbs planted in the allotment outside. Reaching the dark wood door, he pushed it open and stepped inside.

*****

A pair of boots lay beside the doormat. The smooth bare legs of the strange woman ran out of view behind a magnificent tapestry that draped from the timber ceiling struts and divided the cosy cabin interior.

"Is this your place, miss?" the hunter asked, tentatively stepping further inside.

"Yes it is, good sir," the woman giggled in response.

"I'm glad you weren't too lost after all."

"But I'm so grateful that you were there to help me. I was sooo scared out there by myself." Gwen had to hold back a laugh as she put on a teasingly innocent voice.

"You live alone, do you?" The hunter moved towards the woman, still hidden behind the curtain.

"I do, sir, and sometimes I struggle not having a man around. In fact, could you come here and help me with something?"

The hunter took another step and pushed back the curtain. He gasped and stood transfixed at the sight of the beautiful redhead sprawled on her back over her bed and completely, mesmerisingly, naked.

"I—oh." The hunter averted his gaze momentarily but couldn't stop himself from peering up again as the woman got off the bed and approached him.

"Like I said," Gwen spoke softly and seductively, her beautiful tits free and her pink pussy exposed. "I need your help. I need..."

She put her hands on the waistband of his breeches, which were noticeably tight.

"...I need your cock."

The man stood as still as a statue, unsure of what to do as he was overcome by arousal and trepidation.

"The villagers spoke of a woman who lived out here," he spoke with a trembling voice. "Are you...are you a witch?"

Gwen smiled as she pulled his pants down with no resistance. "And what if I am?"

"Then I shouldn't—"

The first hint of hesitation was visible in the hunter as he almost stepped away, but that all vanished within a moment as soon as Gwen pulled out his raging hard cock and began to stroke him.

"Hmm? What's that?" She stroked firmly with her soft delicate hands, silencing the man whose eyelids closed and head leaned back.

Gwen kissed his neck then whispered in his ear: "I need you to fuck me."

The hunter heard what she said and, completely forgetting his previous reluctance, nodded his head.

He let her guide him on top of her as she lay back down on the bed and parted her legs.

"Fuck me," she whispered again, and on command the man pushed his cock into her wet pussy.

His thick cock filled her and gave so much pleasure as it slid in and out. Gwen, despite being beneath him, guided the man every step of the way. Her hands gripped at his butt cheeks, dictating the tempo at which he fucked her. When he tried to fondle her breasts, she held his wrists firmly against the bed. And when he tried to lean closer to kiss her lips, she turned and pushed him away.

He was here to fuck her and give an orgasm, nothing more.

As his grunts became louder and his cock pulsed harder, Gwen felt the warmth of her orgasm grow deep within and soon she was so overwhelmed by the tremendous pleasure that her body could not take it anymore and she felt herself trembling with anticipation as she reached her point of climax and groaned in ecstasy as every drop of pleasure rushed through her.

It was so much that she didn't notice the man cum inside her until he too collapsed on the bed, drained and exhausted and immensely satisfied.

After some time, Gwen got up to clean herself up. The man, almost asleep after the exhaustion of both the chase through the woods and the events in the cabin, failed to notice her return, or even her fiddling with his cock.

Only once the click of a shut lock pierced his ears did he sit up, still in a daze.

"What's that?!" he said with a fright, looking at the metal cage encasing his limp cock.

"A little gift for you," Gwen said, fully clothed again and returning to the bed after focusing on rekindling the fire that had been keeping the cabin warm..

"You witch, what have you done?"

Gwen rolled her eyes. "I'm not a witch, idiot. It's called a chastity cage. I got it specially made from a blacksmith further down the valley. A favour just for me. Not that I gave him much choice in the matter..."

"But why?"

"Because all you men think I'm a witch and keep spreading these annoying lies about me, you get to come and fuck me because I allow it, but then you cum inside me without asking! I think you rightly deserve to be locked up, until you learn your lesson. Or if you serve me until I'm satisfied."

"Please unlock me, miss."

"You're not anywhere close to being unlocked." Gwen toyed with the key then put it away in her drawstring pouch. "To start with, I think we could do with some lunch. As you're a hunter, why don't you go hunt something? You can run away if you like, but good luck getting that cage off without this key. Go on. Farewell."

The hunter rushed to pull his pants back on and grab his bow and arrows that he had left by the door. He felt himself get shoved outside by the woman, then he rushed off in search of some food.

*****

Within an hour, the hunter was back with freshly-caught game hanging over his shoulder. He tapped on the door and came in when called.

"I thought you'd be back in more of a hurry," Gwen laughed, beckoning him to approach.

"Will you unlock me now?" the hunter asked timidly.

Gwen stood up and stepped towards him. She grasped his cage through his trousers and moaned sensually into his ear, instantly causing his cock to stir with arousal. For the first time, the hunter experienced the discomfort of a partial erection, compressed by the confines of chastity.

"I have some more things for you to do before I even consider unlocking you," Gwen said, standing back and returning to lounge on her bed.

From there, she ordered him to prepare a lunch with the produce of his hunt and he complied. When it was all done, they ate together. Gwen continued teasing him. She leaned over to accentuate the cleavage in her corset, she licked her lips encouragingly as she toyed with her spoon, and she ran a foot up his leg and along his thigh to play with his cage.

"I want to go for a walk," she said when they had finished. "Come with me."

*****

The hunter trailed behind Gwen as she hiked through the woods, taking one of her favourite trails. She never paused to wait for him to catch up. Nor did she bother to turn around to check on him. He was loud enough for her to hear as he stomped through the undergrowth behind her.

Eventually they followed a path that led down a long forested slope. Through the trees, the outlines of houses could be seen, and in the distance a group of villagers were visible going about their day.

"You've taken me back to the village?"

"Well aren't you clever," Gwen mocked. "That's right. And we're going to have some fun."

"What do you mean?"

"Take your clothes off," Gwen commanded firmly.

The hunter stared at her in shock, then turned to look towards the village. "Here? What, now?"

"Here and now. Or don't expect to see this key again." She patted the pouch that held the little silver key.

The hunter gulped and reluctantly began to undress. He shivered as the cold air greeted his bare skin. His nipples grew small and erect after he took off his shirt, and after a pause to check no villager had strayed closer to them he pulled down his trousers. Exposed, his cock hung limp and small in its metal cage.

"It suits you well." Gwen grasped his balls and held them tightly then ran her hands over the chastity device. "It's like a piece of armour for your most treasured possession. Now, kneel."

The hunter kneeled and Gwen pulled down her skirt, revealing the lack of underwear underneath. The hunter stared at her gorgeous pink pussy and was pushed closer as the dominant woman guided his head into her. Knowing what to do to please her, he kissed and licked, focusing on drawing every bit of pleasure out of her.

Gwen purred and groaned as he ate her out. She leaned back against a tree and allowed herself to be enveloped by the ecstasy of it all. Every noise that she produced trembled through her body. And even as she became louder and louder, she did not care a bit. The hunter, though, began to work at a furious pace to bring her to climactic silence, so afraid he was of someone from the village hearing them and coming to see the cause of the mysterious wailing.

Fortunately for him, Gwen was quick to reach that point. She gasped and tried to catch her breath. She had no more energy to spend on moaning. All the power she held was concentrated on her wet pussy. And as she came, her thighs squeezed tightly around the hunter's head and held him right there.

She released only when she had been completely satisfied, and she pushed the hunter away.

He fell onto his back, exhausted by his own efforts and grimacing at the discomfort of his cage. His cock had grown hard and strained against the metal, his own arousal triggered by Gwen's orgasm.

"Please, miss," he panted. "Please unlock me. I can't take it."

"You can't take it?" Gwen smirked, pulling her skirt back up. "Well, you'll have to. Stand up and bend over."

The hunter did as he was told, bending over and steadying himself by grasping a sturdy branch.

Gwen slapped his bare ass, causing him to clench and gasp in response. As a result, his cock swelled and squeezed against the cage. The hunter grimaced and braced himself for another spank. More came. Each one sent a shudder through him and left a sharp sting. Gwen's delicate hands felt surprisingly hard and firm when they had to be. And when she wanted to use them to punish, they were cruelly harsh instruments.

But as the man gripped tighter onto the branch, preparing for more pain, he instead felt a different sensation.

"Hold still," Gwen whispered as she traced a circle around his asshole with her index finger. "This'll be a little bit of fun."

She licked her finger then slowly pushed it inside the man, whose knees trembled at the pressure. He could feel her penetrating him. His ass clenched, tightening around the finger inside. Gwen began to fuck him gently with it. And, before too long, the hunter was moaning

Knowing exactly what to do, Gwen gently massaged his prostate. She smirked as she watched the cock bulging between the bars of its cage.

"Is this how you like to be fucked?" she asked, continuing to pleasure the man with her finger. "It certainly looks like it. You're almost enjoying it too much."

The man almost was. He groaned louder in response to the prostate massage. The pressure around his caged hard cock only fed into the pleasure slowly building within him. And as it grew, his aching member began to leak a drip of precum that dribbled out and down onto the leave-covered forest floor.

Seeing this, Gwen pulled her finger out, genuinely worried that she might make him cum in his cage.

"Enough of that," she said, wiping her finger on him. "I don't want anything other than precum coming out of you. For the time being, at least."

She let the man recover and stand up straight again before giving him his next instructions.

"If you really want me to unlock you, there's one more thing I need to ask you to do. You're going to go walk into that village and tell those people there that I am not a bloody witch. I'm bored of the rumours. I'm sick of those men using me to have affairs. Go tell their wives the truth. Then come back to me."

The hunter nodded, willing to take her deal. Then he looked at the pile of his clothes and asked hesitantly, "Can I put these back on."

"What do you think?" Gwen looked at him sternly and paused a moment before laughing. "Of course you can put them on. I don't want people thinking you're crazy. Come on then. Hurry up."

The hunter dressed himself, his erection slowly dying down, and he was pushed away by Gwen to set off down the hill and towards the village.

*****

He returned only half an hour later. Gwen had been watching from the woods as he talked to the villagers. With the men away with their daily labours, it was mostly the women who were there to listen to the hunter try to explain the truth behind the local witch.

"Did they believe you?" Gwen asked as he traipsed back up the hill towards her.

"It seems like it," he said.

"Good. There'll be some interesting conversations in the village tonight. Maybe I should go pay them a visit tomorrow, see if they really believed you."

The hunter looked dejected, thinking that he might not be unlocked. "Please. Please take this cage off me."

Gwen pondered for a while, but she ultimately knew what she wanted. "Take your clothes off again. I think you deserve a reward for obeying me so well."

This time, the hunter was keen to strip, and within a minute he was completely naked once again apart from the metal chastity cage. His cock was trying to grow in anticipation of what lay in store for it.

"Come here," Gwen ordered. "I'm sure this is eager to be released."

She wrapped her fingers around the short metal shaft and played with it teasingly, stroking the cage and fondling the hunter's balls hanging beneath.

"Do you want to be released?" Gwen asked.

"Yes," the hunter moaned.

"How much do you want it?"

"So much."

"And if I let you out to fuck me, can you promise not to cum?"

"Yes. Of course. Anything for you."

"Good."

Gwen took out her key and, holding the cage firmly, she placed it in the lock and rotated to let it open with a click. The metal cage popped open instantly as the hunter's cock swelled out large and erect, the power of the erection sending the cage onto the ground.

"Time to prove yourself," Gwen said, giving the hard cock only a quick stroke to bring it out to its full length before taking her hand off. "Fuck me. And do not cum."

Gwen turned around and leaned over, matching the hunter's previous position when he had had his ass punished and pleasured. She parted her legs and rubbed her pussy and with one hand she grasped the hunter's thigh to guide him in.

His cock, already pulsing, pushed into her pussy. Gwen let him fuck her at the speed he wanted, confident that he would keep his promise not to cum. She steadied herself with one hand on a tree trunk while the other rubbed her clit. She felt the cock ramming in and out as she pleasured herself. The events of the day, from commanding the hunter to controlling his caged shaft, had driven her arousal to the limit and she felt the need to orgasm once more.

"Do not cum," she repeated in between deep breaths. "My pleasure is more important than yours."

The hunter braced himself and tried not to focus too strongly on the wild sensation of her tight pussy around his cock. Fortunately, he could control the angle of his fucking and he directed it to minimise the pressure around the sensitive cock head while maximising the attention on the woman's clit.

Gwen kept masturbating herself, and within a couple of minutes the dual pleasure of her finger and his cock was building to an intense climax.

"Keep going," she panted. "Just like that. But do not cum. Unless. Unless you want to be locked up again."

The hunter was just about holding out, and found himself struggling all the more as Gwen's pussy clenched tighter around his cock and her orgasmic groans became intense and more frequent. She rubbed her clit more furiously while her other hand clawed at the tree bark. She shuddered with the release of orgasm. Her eyes were screwed shut. The intensity of the sensation almost threw her off her feet, and it was only when she pushed the hunter back that he relented and pulled his cock, dripping and throbbing, out of her.

"You did well," Gwen said, turning around and pushing him onto the ground. "I think it's only fair you have a little reward."

Lying on a soft bed of moss and leaves, the hunter let himself relax as Gwen came down to straddle his chest. She faced away from him and towards his cock, so his gaze was focused only on her amazingly round ass in front of his eyes. Meanwhile, the woman clenched her legs down either side of him, pinning his arms to his torso. He was helpless to her now, but as she took his cock in her hands he could not care one bit.

She stroked him smoothly and sensually, using her own pussy juices still lingering on the shaft as a natural lubricant to slide both her hands up and down. She could feel the blood rushing through it as she held on tighter. Each time her hands squeezed over the head of the cock the hunter clenched in response to the pleasure, but each time Gwen refused to speed up and cater to his whims.

And even with the lack of acceleration, the hunter was soon close to the edge. Gwen could feel the proximity of the orgasm in every moan and throb and movement in the body beneath her.

And as the pulse of climax began to push out in a rush of hot white cum, Gwen stopped stroking and gripped the base of the cock in a tight ring, increasing the pressure inside and holding it upright. Despite the protestations of the hunter, he could do nothing to stop her from ruining his orgasm. Gwen's legs squeezed tighter and prevented his arms from pushing her off.

The intensely hard and red cock erupted like a volcano. The cum, forced through the tight grip of Gwen's fingers around the shaft, shot out straight up into the air before landing straight back down in sticky splatters over the shaft. And she never relaxed her grip until every wave of ruined pleasure had seeped out of the bulging cock head in flowing white disappointment.

The hunter eventually fell into silence as the confusing feelings of post-orgasmic euphoria met with absolute frustration. Gwen wiped her hands on his thighs then stood up, laughing at the mess covering his cock and crotch.

"There you go," she said, sorting out her skirt. "I'm done with you."

The hunter laid back, too exhausted to reply.

"I'll take this back, thank you very much." Gwen grabbed the chastity cage from where it had fallen on the floor. "But...if you ever want to have fun with me again, you know where to find me. And now you know how to pay for your pleasure with chastity. This cage will be waiting for you."

The hunter remained on the floor in a daze, slowly watching the mysterious woman walk away. He didn't even know her name, yet he felt compelled to search for her cabin in the woods once again, even if it did mean more time in chastity. And as he got up and dusted himself off, worried about the cum covering him, he realised too that she had taken his trousers.


Chastity Tales: The Complete Eight-Story Series


1. Introduction to Chastity: Dominance and Denial

Tara had been dominant all her life. She would boss around her brothers, take control of group projects in school, and when she had her first long-term boyfriend she was eager to explore her love of dominance in the bedroom.

And Zane was more than happy to do what she wanted with him. A natural submissive, he couldn't be more thrilled to find a girlfriend who was eager to fulfill all his kinkiest fantasies.

Being tied up, spanked, teased and tormented was enough to make him crazy for Tara. After only a couple of years together they had moved in, making sure to find an apartment with plenty of space for all their activities. Every other night they'd play together, and every other morning Zane would feel the sting of rope burns around his wrists, or the red of a recent spanking, or simply the exhaustion of being completely drained. And whatever happened during their intimate sessions, they both loved every moment of it.

But what they did together never left their bedroom. They were perfectly happy to play the role of a normal happy couple without letting on to their friends or family any hint of their wild nights.

But it all changed one evening when Zane was recovering from a heart-racing orgasm, his warm ejaculate pooling on his stomach. He breathed heavily and his limbs, tied stretched spread-eagled to the bed, could finally relax as the wave of euphoria washed over him. For a good hour he had been bound in that position while Tara mercilessly teased him. She had edged his cock over and over, losing count before the climax, and each time she gave him a moment to rest she had played with his balls or twisted his nipples or tickled his feet.

But the final moment of release that she had granted him was enough to completely empty his balls. And as Tara wiped him clean, she looked at him cheekily.

"Now then," she started, looking gorgeous with her blond hair and black lace chemise which always turned Zane on with its display of cleavage. "Before I untie you, I have something to propose."

"Oh?" Zane was in quite a daze, but his eagerness to be released was making him desperate for his girlfriend to get on with what she was planning.

Tara finished cleaning him up then went to rummage through a bedside cabinet. "I think you'll really suit this."

She held up a chastity cage and laughed at the look on her boyfriend's face.

"Are you serious?" he asked, starting to shift his position. But he could not get away.

"I'm more than serious. And I want you to consider it."

Zane gulped. "I don't know..."

"It's pretty simple. I put this on you, lock it, and I keep the key. No more stray orgasms, no way to masturbate without me knowing, no more pleasure for you unless I dictate it."

"Tara..." Zane, who was well aware of the implication behind chastity, having spent a long time fantasising about wearing a cage, was too nervous to admit how keen he was about her offer.

"Zane, don't lie to yourself. You want to give everything to me, don't you? Even control of your cock."

"Maybe...I'd have to wear it all day?"

"That's the idea! And look how small it is." Tara showed off the delicate-looking cage and ran her fingers over the short single inch of the metal shaft. "Come on honey. Just imagine how much better each orgasm will feel when you've spent some time locked up."

"Okay," Zane relented, holding back a smile of excitement. "How long are you planning on keeping me caged?"

Tara, already putting the metal ring over his cock and balls, smirked teasingly. "Oh I don't know. It depends how well you behave."

"I'm starting to regret this already."

"That's a shame. Because I'm not."

Tara slid the cage on, having to compress the soft cock in order to make it fit, and fiddled with the small internal lock to put it in place. Then she rotated the key and clicked the lock shut before examining the device to see if it was secure. Reassured that it could not come off without the use of the key, she began to untie Zane.

"There we go," she said. "I'll let you get used to it. But just because I'm untying you doesn't mean you're not under my control. You will do anything I ask of you, unless you want to spend the next year in chastity."

Zane, his hands now free, tested the security of the device. He found no way to slip it off, nor any method by which to masturbate himself. The rigid steel bars prevented any access to his shaft. Only his ball hung free.

"Go sort yourself out and get showered," Tara ordered. "Then come to bed. I'm knackered."

*****

The following morning, Zane woke to the discomfort of morning wood straining against the metal cage. He tossed and turned but was incapable of distracting himself from the growing pressure. And as he found his attention fixed upon the swell of the erection, it became all the more intense due to the ring that squeezed and held the blood pumping into the shaft.

"What are you doing?" Tara asked, surprising her boyfriend who had thought she was fast asleep.

Zane, having been caught fiddling with the cage and trying to loosen it in some way, found himself speechless.

"Are you already trying to escape? It's not even been a day!"

"It's, ah, no I'm not. It's just uncomfortable."

"Well it's not exactly meant to be comfortable now is it? Anyway, it's your fault for getting hard."

Tara reached to feel the cage herself. She was fascinated by the foreskin bulging out between the bars and the surprisingly intense warmth of the metal.

"Please can you unlock me," Zane pleaded.

"Hey, you agreed to being locked up!"

"Just for a bit. Please, Tara."

"Hmm. You do understand that I'll only release you if you behave well, right? Only good boys get treats."

"Of course."

"And not only that, but you need to treat me well."

"I see..."

"So..." Tara leaned over and whispered in his ear. "Make me cum."

Eager to please her, Zane clambered under the covers and between Tara's legs. She had opened them for him, knowing exactly what he would do to get her off. She had trained him well during their many sessions. She had always wanted him to be able to please her as and when she commanded, and now she was reaping the rewards of his practice.

He licked her out expertly, pleasuring her clit with gentle and targeted flicks of his tongue. He circled it and delved deeply. He lapped at her juices. The taste turned his arousal up to unbelievable heights. And despite the focus he was placing on Tara and the work he was having to do with his jaw, Zane could not help but feel the erection squeezing in the chastity cage.

But soon his practice was paying off. Tara's hands gripped the bedsheets. Her legs wrapped around her sub's neck, holding him in and preventing him from relenting in even the slightest as her orgasm rippled over her. She moaned and panted. Her chest heaved. Her heart beat rapidly. And when the rush of climax finally petered out she relaxed her body and Zane was released from her vice.

"Please unlock me," he begged after waiting only a moment to wipe his face dry.

Tara, frustrated at him interrupting her post-orgasm haze, slapped him lightly. "Be patient. You won't get anywhere if you keep begging like that."

"But it's aching so much!"

Tara sighed, thinking. "Okay, fine, I'll let you out. But only on my terms. Understood?"

"Okay," Zane nodded eagerly. "Whatever you say."

"Good! Go get a towel then join me in the kitchen. Go on. Quickly now."

Zane was quick to fetch a towel and return to his girlfriend, who was waiting by the dining table. She pulled out a kitchen chair and, after taking the towel off him, laid it on the seat.

"Get naked and sit down," she commanded. "I'll be back in a minute."

Tara rushed off to grab the equipment she had in mind: a pair of handcuffs and rope. When she returned, Zane was sat as requested, naked apart from the chastity cage. Fortunately for him, his erection had subsided.

"Like I said," Tara explained, moving behind him and holding his wrists. "You'll be unlocked on my terms."

She cuffed his hands behind his back then moved around to his front to tie his ankles to the legs of the chair. Once secured, Zane was helpless and stuck with his legs spread apart.

"Oh, I should probably get the key!"

Tara ran back to the bedroom but was not so quick to return. She only did once she had visited the bathroom to grab more necessary items.

She walked back in with the key hanging from a delicate silver chain around her neck. It hung alluringly between her breasts and the sight was enough to arouse Zane once again. But he was just as curious about the razor and shaving foam she was carrying, and Tara went to fill a bowl with warm water before stepping back over to him.

"We ought to take care of your caged cock," she said, standing over him. "And that means making sure you're kept freshly groomed."

Tara leaned over, letting the key dangle right in front of Zane's eyes. His gaze was drawn just as much to her plunging cleavage as to his chance for freedom.

"Beg for me to unlock you," Tara purred. "Just one more time."

"Please, Tara. Please unlock me."

Tara smiled. "Good."

She took the key and, with a quick little twist, it was unlocked. Zane's cock, excited to get out, swelled with blood as the metal shaft was pulled off. With the erection, it was tricky to get the ring off. But Tara was able to manage it and Zane's cock was soon completely free. It throbbed hard immediately in response to its new freedom.

"Do you want me to give you a little treat for being so good?" Tara bent down and kissed the tip of his cock with her lips. She didn't linger more than a moment, but it was enough to send a shiver of pleasure through Zane's body.

"Fuck yes," he said, imagining her taking him in her mouth.

"Too bad!" She pinched once of his nipples and caused him to squeal. "There are more important things to do now."

Tara wet the razor and squirted some shaving foam into the bush of hair around Zane's cock. Slowly and carefully, she began to shave him, taking care to wash off the blade with every couple of strokes. As she concentrated, she held his cock to keep it out of the way and wondered out aloud.

"Now that you're my little chastity slave...it makes sense that our kinky little relationship isn't kept exclusively in the bedroom. I assume that's okay with you?"

Zane, more focused on the hand caressing his cock than what his girlfriend was proposing, nodded his head. "Okay."

"Good. Because now that you've surrendered yourself into chastity, I am your keyholder. That means I own your cock. Twenty-four seven. Understood?"

"Mmm, yeah." Zane responded more loudly as Tara stroked him faster with one hand, the shaving foam acting like a lubricant, while her other deftly shaved around the base of his cock.

"While we're taking our BDSM relationship to the next level, I think you should call me something more befitting of my dominance over you. How about...mistress?"

"Whatever you would like...mistress."

"Very good, slave." Tara moved down to shave what she could of his taint, causing him to tense his muscles and let out an involuntary groan. "We're nearly done here."

Once she was satisfied, Tara went to grab another towel and wiped Zane's cock dry.

"There we go, that's perfect! I like to see my cock all fresh and smooth."

"Will you let me cum now?" Zane, who had been driven wild by the slight and gentle touches during his shaving, had been waiting a while to ask the question.

"Do you really need to ask that?"

Zane paused a moment, hesitant to push his luck. Finally, after looking at his girlfriend with pleading eyes, he begged, "Please, mistress?"

Tara looked down at his throbbing cock, gave it one single long stroke, causing her sub to struggle in his bondage and groan, before taking her hand off and walking away.

"Nothing for you today, slave. Just try to calm down while I go have a shower."

Zane watched her leave and head to the bathroom. He tested the strength of the cuffs and ropes and found they would not loosen one bit, so he hung his head in defeat and tried not to focus too much on his incredibly needy cock.

*****

He was completely soft by the time Tara returned, looking comfortable in black leggings and a loose sweater.

"Glad to see you've calmed down," she said, walking over to him and picking up the cage from where she had left it discarded. "Now it's time to put this back on."

Zane didn't struggle. He knew it would do him no good. As Tara put the ring of the cage on, fiddling to put it back around his cock and balls, he felt the stirrings of an erection in response to the stimulation. But Tara was quick to put the metal shaft in place and stifle his chance for full arousal. And once she clicked the lock into place, returning the key to it's chain around her neck, she took a step back and smiled.

"There we go," she said. "I love to see my cock locked up where it belongs."

"Can you untie me now?"

"Untie you? I was planning on keeping you sat here all day...okay no I'm kidding. Hold still."

Zane let her unlock his cuffs and untie the rope binding his legs to the chair.

"Now your turn for a shower," Tara suggested as he stood up and stretched his limbs. "And be quick about it. You're making breakfast, slave."

Eager not to displease her, Zane hurried away for a quick shower. For the first time he had a moment to examine his chastity device. It made his cock look so small and compact. There was something satisfying about it, seeing it neatly packaged within the bars of shining silver metal and completely impenetrable without the key.

Remembering Tara's request for haste, Zane finished the shower, dried himself and got dressed before joining her in the kitchen.

"About time," Tara said, lounging about as he came in. "Remember: you do as I command. So, breakfast. Now."

Zane made breakfast and the couple ate together, enjoying the slow start to a peaceful morning. When they were done, and Zane had washed up as ordered, he was asked to sit down and Tara moved around to straddle him.

"I love feeling that hard bulge in your pants," she said as she pushed her crotch against the firm mound in his lap. "It turns me on so much, knowing you're all locked up, unable to get hard. Even if I do this..."

"Fuck..." Zane moaned as Tara grinded against him and leaned into him, kissing up his neck and gently biting his earlobe.

"Touch my tits," she whispered, taking his wrists and guiding his hands under the front of her sweater. Zane was quick to find out that she wasn't wearing a bra, and as she worked herself up into a flustered frenzy of arousal, she moaned and moaned and turned Zane on more and more. "Play with them," she purred as he fondled her breasts. "Squeeze my nipples...oh fuck."

As Tara pushed into him, stimulating herself with his hard cage, Zane was helpless but to play with her tits and let her get herself off, even as his discomfort grew with the strain of his erection.

"Make me cum," Tara said as she turned around, planting her ass in his lap and continued to grind against him, enjoying being able to tease him so easily. Her tight leggings made her ass look irresistible to Zane, who couldn't look away.

As one of his hands continued to fondle Tara's tits, he felt the other being guided again, this time down to her crotch. Zane knew what she wanted. His fingers found their way beneath the material at the front of her leggings, and then her underwear, and from there it was easy to find the welcoming warmth of her wet pussy.

"Fuck yes, right there baby," Tara moaned as he began to finger her. Already so worked up by her grinding, she was soon breathing deeply and letting Zane take her towards climax.

With both hands wrapped around her, Zane could do nothing but embrace his position of subservience. He was there to please her, just as she wished. He knew how the tweaks of her nipple sent an electric rush of pleasure through Tara, and he knew how the focus on her clit was causing her muscles to clench and her heart to start racing.

"Just like that," Tara said, barely audible.

Her hands gripped the back of the chair. Her ass moved back and forth as her arousal was driven to the edge. Zane cock yearned for release but he knew there would be none. Not now. It was all for Tara. The orgasm rushing through her was only hers. She owned every drop of it. She let her chastity slave do his job, and once she could finally relax she slumped back against him.

"Good boy," she said, panting. She reached behind to run her fingers through his hair. "Such a good boy."

Zane revelled in the moment, enjoying the praise and sharing the post-orgasm glow that he had helped to deliver. For once, he knew not to ask for release and ruin the atmosphere of pleasure.

"Why don't you taste me, slave," Tara said, getting off his lap and leading his wet hand up to his mouth. "I know you love it. Feel how intoxicating I am."

Zane sucked his fingers as requested, enjoying, just as Tara said, the taste of her pussy on his tongue.

"Good slave," she purred. "Is my cock hard in its cage?"

"Yes, mistress."

"Good. You need to learn to accept denial as a fact of your existence. Only good slaves deserve any kind of release. Speaking of which, I know exactly how you can be a good slave. Someone needs to go get our groceries for the week, and I would much rather having a lazy day staying at home. So, I think it's a perfect chore for a good little chastity slave like you, don't you think?"

Zane nodded acceptingly. "Yes, mistress."

"Away you go, then. I've written the list already. Bye now. I'll be waiting."

*****

For a week, Zane submitted happily to Tara and the strict chastity she imposed. His cage was never unlocked. Even when he begged, she never showed mercy. In fact, it was quite the opposite. After a few days, when all the teasing Zane suffered and all the orgasms he gave to Tara had him aching to just be unlocked for a moment, the dominant woman grew tired and fetched her riding crop.

"I know you're familiar with this," she said, pacing back and forth in front of Zane, who had been stripped naked. "I think it's time you learn that your begging is getting on my nerves, and it's not going to improve your situation one bit."

So she had him bend over and she smacked his bare ass, once, then twice, then another eight times. Zane, more than used to her favourite tool for punishment, was nevertheless grimacing at each strike of the crop. And by the time Tara was done with him, he had certainly learned his lesson.

For the rest of the week, Zane remained obediently in chastity. He even learned to be less self-conscious when he went to work. Fortunately, the cage was small enough that there was no bulge visible to any outside observer. In fact, he soon found it a comfortable addition to his regular outfit, and for most of the day he would forget about the device that trammelled the cock owned so outrightly by his dominatrix girlfriend.

Seven days after Tara had first introduced the cage, it was a Friday evening and both herself and Zane were relaxing after long days at work.

"Do you think you've been a good little chastity slave?" Tara asked out of the blue as they were watching Netflix.

"Oh, um, yes, mistress," Zane answered, remembering to add the title which Tara demanded of him whenever they were alone.

"And do you think my locked cock deserves to be let out of its cage?"

"Yes, mistress, definitely, mistress."

"I think so too." Tara smiled and stood up, prompting him to follow her. "But I don't want you to even have a chance of touching yourself, so why don't you fetch the handcuffs. That's a good boy."

Much like when Zane was shaved the week before, Tara laid down a towel on a chair for him to sit on when he returned. He stripped naked as commanded, then sat down. His hands were cuffed behind him, with the chain between his wrists looped around the back of the chair so he could not pull away.

"Wait here, slave," Tara said. "I'll just be a moment."

The moment lasted ten minutes. And when she returned, wearing her black lace chemise and nothing else, Zane shifted in his seat. Her legs were long, slim, and bare, and her cleavage was utterly alluring, but his eyes were fixed only on the key, still attached to the chain that had remained around Tara's neck all week. It hung tormentingly in the dark valley between her breasts, and as she put her hands on Zane's shoulders and leaned forward, it slipped free and dangled in front of his eyes.

"Is this what you want?" Tara asked, gesturing at the key.

"Yes, mistress."

"I think, slave, I will let you free. But only because I've decided to. In fact, I want to introduce something to our routine. Your cage, as much as it would amuse me to have it permanently locked away, it needs to come off some time. If only to be cleaned. And that's what we're going to do now."

"And..." Zane was hesitant. "Do I get a treat for being good?"

Tara looked at him and smirked. "You'll have to wait and see."

She moved away from him, taking the key with her, and went back to the bedroom, returning immediately after with a red ball gag that had often been used on Zane.

"And to stop you from pleading over and over to be treated," Tara said. "You're going to wear this."

Zane let her put the gag in his mouth and secure it with the clasp behind the back of his head.

"And don't worry," Tara smirked. "You might still get the treat you really want."

She bent over and guided the key into the lock. With a twist and a click, it was unlocked, and Tara removed the metal shaft. Then, before Zane's cock could begin to swell with blood, she slid the ring off. With the chastity cage now removed, she went to put it in a bowl of soapy water which she brought over along with a small cloth.

"Don't get too excited," Tara cautioned, despite the noticeable rise of an erection. "I'm just going to wash you now."

She dampened the cloth and gently scrubbed around Zane's cock and balls. She cleaned every inch of it, even around his sensitive head. And, unsurprisingly to her, it promptly grew to its full size and Tara smiled. The warm water that drenched the cloth enveloped the throbbing member like a welcoming, wet pussy. Especially as Tara gripped tightly around the shaft, having been satisfied with her cleaning and eagerly moving along to the teasing.

"Mmmmm," Zane moaned into the gag as he was jerked off sensually.

"You like that, slave?" Tara asked, stroking slowly over the length of the shaft.

"Mmmmph," was all Zane could respond with. Even if he hadn't been gagged, he would have been just as nonverbal, as he was so engrossed by the pleasure. For a week, he had gone without any of this stimulation, and now it was all the most ecstatic.

Tara was quick to abandon the cloth. She was then bored of using her hands, and decided that, despite her love of tormenting her sub, he really had behaved well during his first week in chastity.

"When I first locked you up," she said, licking along the length of his shaft. "I said you might get treated if you behave yourself and perform your duties as my good little chastity slave. And...luckily for you, I do think you deserve a treat."

Without a moment to pause, she plunged her head over his entire cock, enveloping it all in the warmth of her mouth. As much as she loved to be the dominant one in their relationship, Tara also loved testing her other skills. Not many guys had received a full, deepthroating blowjob at which she was so skilled, and so she thought it was a perfect treat for her sub just as much as it was for her. The taste of his cock, the feel of it pulsing inside her, it was the one thing she had missed about keeping him in chastity. Not that that was reason enough to unlock him permanently.

Zane's response was just as Tara expected. As she bobbed her head up and down, pleasuring every inch of his shaft, he moaned and shifted as much as he could in his seat. His toes curled when she sucked as tight as a vacuum. His thighs shook as she took him deep into her throat. And when she brought her mouth up and away and completely off his cock, he groaned in despair while his cock throbbed and bounced, desperate for more.

"You want more, slave?" Tara purred, running a single finger along his cock.

"Mmmmmmmmmm," Zane nodded eagerly, his feet tapping in response to the continued teasing.

"Hmm, nah." Tara laughed and stood up, giving one final stroke of the cock before deciding her next move. "I have an idea, slave. I'm not going to let you cum."

"Mmm," Zane groaned in disappointment. A string of saliva was dripping from his gagged mouth.

"Nope, sorry. That's just something you have to get used to as my chastity slave. No amount of begging from you or teasing from me guarantees you an orgasm. Even if I decide to release you from your cage, you don't automatically get another kind of release. In fact, you still got your treat for being good. So don't complain."

"Mmph."

"While you're still hard, I have a proposition. I'm going to let you decide how long you stay in chastity for."

"Mmmph?"

"That's right. For every minute it takes you to get soft, that's one day in chastity. I'm not going to touch your cock  anymore, so it's entirely up to you."

Zane, whose cock was still rock hard, groaned in trepidation at the challenge.

"Time starts now. Good luck."

Tara grabbed her phone and started a timer, making sure to show it to her sub.

"How many days do you want to stay locked up for?" she asked mockingly. "It's entirely up to you."

She moved behind him and whispered in his ear.

"You're still so hard. I think you like the idea of being locked, of having me control that cock."

Tara kissed his neck all over and pressed her lips against his other ear.

"Maybe next time you get released, I'll let you fuck me. Would you like that? Actually, I think I want that. I want to feel your hard throbbing cock inside my tight wet pussy. I want to ride you hard and make you shoot your load inside me. Please get soft, baby. I don't want to wait too many days. I want you to give me a big juicy cream pie."

Zane was helpless to the fantasies she was pouring into his ears. Every word seemed to fuel his erection.

"Two days already, slave. Come on. Get soft already."

There was no sign of the erection subsiding.

"Maybe some pain will help distract you? I said I wouldn't touch your cock, but maybe somewhere else..."

Tara pinched both his nipples, making him groan and struggle. When she released, his cock seemed to throb more angrily than before.

"Four days already and you're starting to test my patience. Maybe you don't deserve to be unlocked for weeks, months even. Actually, maybe that's better for the both of us. You'll be more subservient and productive as a result. And I guess I'll just order a dildo to take your place. How does that sound?"

"Mmmm." Zane, despite his best efforts to think of anything other than his dominant girlfriend, was unable to tune her out. And despite any physical stimulation to it, his cock was still hard.

"Just as I expected, slave, I think you want to stay in chastity." Tara moved back around in front of him. "Almost a week locked up for you. You've done it once. You can do it again. But will it be much longer?"

"Mmm." Zane was disappointed by himself that he couldn't control his raging erection.

"What if you have to stay locked for a month? Could you handle that?"

Tara pushed the straps of her chemise off her shoulders. Slowly she let it fall and reveal her tits. They looked incredible right in front of Zane's face.

"If you stayed locked for a month, where would you want to cum? On these?" She pressed her tits together to form a deep valley of cleavage. "I could give you such a good titfucking. You could drain your load all over them.”

Tara sat on his lap, careful still not to touch his hard cock. She put her hands on his shoulders and kissed him sensually.

"Of course, just because I keep you locked for a month, doesn't mean I have to let you cum once I unlock you. Maybe we'll just play this game again. Over and over. Would you like that? Thirteen days locked already. Wow, time flies by!"

She leaned closer to whisper in his ear again, aware of his erection still persevering.

"Just imagine how full your balls will be by the time I do let you cum. It could be months. Or years even. Do you know how I'd want you to release that load? Your biggest load ever?"

Zane shook his head tentatively.

"I'll want to put my mouth around your cock, suck you till you cum, and I won't stop until every single drop has been drained from your body and you're left completely empty. And then I'd lock you up again. And maybe in another year or so we can do the whole thing again."

Tara stood up and looked at her phone.

"Sixteen minutes. Sixteen days. You're really not giving up, are you?"

She grabbed a chair and pulled it over to sit across from him.

"I'm honestly getting a bit bored, slave. So hurry up. Get soft."

She just looked at him and his cock and waited, clutching the phone in her hand and letting the time slowly but surely increase. Zane could do nothing but stare back, trying not to focus too much on her tits which still hung free. He closed his eyes and tried to imagine anything other than his cock sliding between them, but the more he tried the more vivid the image grew.

They spent a few more minutes in silence, with Tara amused for every moment of it. There were several instances where Zane's cock seemed to lose its erection, but as he felt it soften he could not stop but become aroused again by the sight of his girlfriend being so entertained and domineering. Eventually, however, his cock dropped enough that its head touched the seat of the chair and Tara stopped the clock.

"Twenty-eight days!" she exclaimed, showing him the time as proof. "You've maintained that erection for nearly half an hour. I'm honestly impressed. But that means four whole weeks locked up! Try not to get hard again now."

Zane was too exhausted to get hard again as she put the chastity device back in place and locked his cock securely.

"There we go," Tara smiled as she examined the cage and put the key back around her neck. "I suppose we won't properly see that little cock again for nearly a month! Don't worry though, I've got plenty of things to keep you occupied with. Just because you're denied, doesn't mean I'm reducing my amount of orgasms. In fact, I think it'll be quite the opposite. I expect your fingers and tongue are going to get quite the workout."

Zane almost whimpered, worrying about how he would survive the next four weeks.

"Don't put up a fuss, baby. I could always extend your denial."

Tara's teasing suggestion effectively shut him up. She went to uncuff him then remove the gag.

"I suppose I should unlock you. Then there are some chores for you to do. First of all, though, I need something to fill my cunt while you're caged. Let's have a look online. You can buy me something as a treat. I'm not sure about you, but I think I'm going to be extremely satisfied over the next four weeks."


2. Educated by a Dominatrix: First Times and Teasing

For four weeks Zane had been controlled and dominated by his girlfriend, Tara. Not only in the bedroom but in nearly every aspect of their lives. He served her whichever way she wanted. He would do the chores around the house, he would go out to do their weekly shopping, and, most importantly, he would provide her with pleasure in every way she requested it.

And Zane was happy to submit to her every whim. In fact, he revelled in it. While the going had started slow and difficult, he quickly learned his place. Being beneath his girlfriend, whether in terms of status or physically as he was often on all fours, was his natural position. He wouldn't have it any other way.

The tool which encouraged and enforced his submission, while he was nevertheless happy to be submissive, was the chastity cage that Tara had introduced to him nearly a month ago.

Having all his pleasure controlled by her, and any chance of sexual and physical release located in the form of the key that permanently hung around Tara's neck, drove him deeper into submission and helped to mould him into the perfect chastity slave.

And it was exactly four weeks ago since she had teased him mercilessly then locked him up, with the promise of being released at the end of that duration.

Zane never pushed his luck, he never disobeyed or questioned too irritatingly the orders his girlfriend gave him. He couldn't risk angering her and giving reason to extend his time in chastity. So he waited and suffered. Each of those twenty-eight days dragged by agonisingly slowly. Unable to get properly hard, let alone have a release, made the ordeal almost too much to take and it left him tortuously horny through every waking hour.

Tara didn't help his situation. She was happy to tease him to no end or make him pleasure her, whether it be with his fingers, mouth, or the new dildo they had bought. By the time the four weeks were up, she had almost forgotten about their deal. Zane, on the other hand, had not, and he was able to summon the courage to remind her of his impending release.

"Has it been twenty-eight days?" Tara asked absent-mindedly when he questioned her over dinner.

"It has!"

"Hmm. I almost forgot about our deal... I'm just so used to you being locked up. Are you sure you even want to be released?"

Zane nodded eagerly. His balls had been feeling full and heavy. Precum often leaked at the end of their teasing sessions. He was more than ready.

"Nope!" Tara laughed at the look on his face. "I'm sorry to be so mean, but you need to remember that I'm in charge of when you get unlocked. Or even if you get unlocked."

"Mistress...please," Zane begged.

"Okay, look, I'm not going to be really harsh. I promise, hand on heart, that I'll unlock you tomorrow morning."

"Really?"

"Yes. And I don't want to say anything more yet, but I've got a surprise for you. I hope you like it."

"Will you let me cum?"

"Will I let you cum...I think, actually, you've behaved yourself well over the last month. So, okay. I will let you cum tomorrow. Anyway, for what I have in store for you it'll be better that you're able to handle yourself."

Zane, ignoring the cryptic statement, beamed with joy at the thought of orgasm.

"That's what I like to see," Tara said. "A happy little slave. I like knowing that the seed has been planted in your head now. Is my cock getting hard in its cage, thinking about what it'll feel like to finally release that big load?"

Zane nodded. The discomfort was causing him to squirm in his seat. He couldn't take his mind off the idea, imagining how much cum would shoot from his cock after such a long period of denial.

"Good, slave, I want it to be uncomfortable. Go wash the dishes then we can chill the rest of the evening. I think you're going to need to save your energy for tomorrow."

*****

The following morning, Zane was stripped naked and tied to a chair, his hands behind his back. The night had been difficult on his caged cock, which had repeatedly tried to stir as his thoughts remained on his encroaching orgasm.

"Are you ready to be unlocked, slave?" Tara put on a show as she also took her clothes off. Zane watched, enthralled. Wearing nothing but the necklace with its attached key, her blonde hair flowed over the curve of her breasts and her pink shaven pussy looked so inviting. "Well?"

"Yes, mistress."

"You'd better be. Just try not to cum as soon as your cock gets released."

She kneeled down between his legs, took the key and unlocked his cage. His cock was already swelling with blood by the time the metal shaft was removed. With a bit of a struggle she took off the ring and his cock was finally let free.

"Wow, I don't think I've ever seen you this hard!"

"Fuuuuck," Zane moaned as she wrapped her fingers around him. It was the first real touch for weeks.

"I think I'd prefer you quiet, slave."

Tara grabbed her panties from off the floor and shoved them in Zane's mouth.

"That's better." Tara dribbled over his cock, using her saliva as a lubricant to prepare him for what was to come. Slowly, she began to stroke him.

"Mmm."

"Now, I know I promised to let you cum today but...I have an offer first. If you accept, I get to fulfill my promise and you get to cum! Understand?"

"Mmm?" Zane was frustrated by her new level of deception, but he was completely at her mercy as her hand worked over his cock.

"Okay, so, do you remember my friend Alice? From back home? You've not met, but I'm sure I've mentioned her to you? Anyway, she's recently moved here for college, actually she's only a few blocks away, so we met up earlier this week while you were at work. We chatted for hours and, I'm not sure how to say this, but I may have mentioned to her about our situation..."

"Mmmph?"

"Maybe I should have consulted with you first but it was so hard to keep my mouth shut. And she was so intrigued. Turns out, she's so kinky! I had no idea!"

"Mmm?"

"Yeah she's so interested in this femdom stuff, but it's weird because she's a virgin so she's had no chance to explore it properly. And now that she's at college she's intimidated about going into the world of sex without any experience. So, I hope you don't mind, but I offered to help her out."

"Mmmm." Zane was both intrigued by what Tara was saying and embarrassed that she had shared her secret. But he was also aware of the hand beginning to speed up as it stroked over his cock.

"So, slave, I need to check with you first." Tara knew from the throbbing of his cock that he was getting close. "I’ve asked Alice to come round tonight and I want you to help me out. I want to show you off as my wonderful sub. You will perform just as well as you have during the last few weeks. And just as you serve me, you will serve Alice too."

"Mmmmmmm." Zane was almost at the edge. The idea of submitting to another was driving him closer.

Tara slowed her strokes, keeping him right on the brink of climax. One hand held his shaft tight. The other massaged his balls.

"It's entirely up to you, slave. And, if you promise to help me out tonight and be a good little slave, I'll even let you cum now. So...should I let Alice know she can meet you tonight?"

Nothing in the world could have made Zane turn down the offer. He needed to cum more than anything, even if it meant serving another woman.

"Mmm," he moaned, nodding his head. He could feel the cum waiting to burst out with one final stroke.

"Good."

Tara pumped his cock with a tight grip, instantly sending him plummeting over the edge. The contractions of his pelvic muscles worked to shoot his load out like a cannon. For a month he had gone without release. Now, everything that had been built up erupted in an explosive orgasm that felt to Zane as if he was being drained of all liquid inside him.

His cum shot out in ropes that almost hit the ceiling. Kneeling in front of him, Tara received most of the load. Some sprayed over her while the rest splattered across her hair and face. She was shocked at first at how much cum Zane had stored inside him. But the results, which now caked her hair and lay in sticky strings over her forehead, nose, and lips, impressed her immensely.

"Wow," she gasped, almost made speechless by how intense and eruptive the orgasm had been. "Wow."

"Mmm." Zane had been completely emptied. His cock was still throbbing with what felt like aftershocks to his climax.

"Look at how much you had inside you!"

Tara played with the sticky white load, picking up drops and examining it. Then she held her tongue out and sucked each finger on her hands clean.

"So tasty too," she smiled. "Here, try some."

Zane, too exhausted to resist, let her feed him a taste of his cum. It was another kink of hers which he happily catered to. And having gotten used to it, he didn't quite mind the taste.

"Well, I had better clean myself up. Wait here."

Tara left him tied to the chair and returned a while later, having showered and washed all his juices off her. Some caught in her hair had been difficult to get rid of. 

"And it's time for a grooming," she said, having retrieved a razor and bowl of warm water. "I want Alice to be impressed by you, slave."

Zane relaxed as she shaved him smooth around his cock and balls.

"I need you to be really good today, slave," Tara said as she paid attention to her delicate job. "If you are so lucky as to get some form of pleasure later, I don't want you cumming immediately. Especially in front of Alice. I don't want you embarrassing me. So I hope you're now nice and empty so you can hold your own." She finished shaving and dried him off. "But, for now, back into chastity you go!"

*****

By that evening, Tara had been able to prepare everything for Alice's arrival. And that meant Zane too. She had secretly bought him something new to wear, and presented it to him after he had showered.

The black leather gimp suit surprised him when he walked in to find it laid out on their bed.

"Put that on," Tara ordered, having already changed into her outfit for the night, a red cocktail dress that barely covered her thigh and accentuated her cleavage.

Zane obliged her and, with quite a bit of struggling, put the suit on. Tara then approached to apply the final touch: a black leather mask to match. It had holes for him to see and breathe, as well as a zip across his mouth to keep him quiet, but apart from that Zane was covered head to toe in the tight black material. The bulge of his chastity cage was made all the more prominent.

"Alice will be here soon," Tara said as she rushed over to finish her makeup. "Go make sure the living room is tidy while I sort myself out."

Zane did as he was told, trying to get used to the restricted movements caused by his attire as he tidied away some of the mess around the place. When Tara came to find him, he had to take a moment to appreciate how stunning she looked, especially with the added volume to her golden hair and the sultry eyeshadow that caused a stir in the chastity cage.

"Come with me, slave," she ordered, beckoning him to follow. "I want you out of the way when she first arrives."

She took him back to the bedroom and put a collar on him. Then she attached a leash to it and attached it with a padlock to a bedpost before cuffing his hands behind his back.

"There. You'll stay here like a good boy."

"Mmm," Zane replied, muffled by the zipped-shut mask.

"Don't make any noise now."

A knock on the front door took Tara's attention.

"That'll be her!" she said, giving him a kiss on the cheek and a squeeze on the bulge where his cage was. "Be good, slave. I hope you're as excited as I am!"

Tara left and closed the bedroom door, leaving Zane all alone. For a while he waited. Maybe an hour, maybe two. He could hear Tara in the living room, and the voice of another woman. There was a lot of laughing. And the longer he waited the more anxious he became. But just as he began to feel uncomfortable in his cuffs, Tara came in to fetch him.

"Your time to shine, slave," she said, uncuffing him and unlocking his leash from the bed. "Things are going well! Come on."

She tugged on his leash so he was forced onto all fours.

"Oh wait, I forgot, she's a bit shy and asked that you don't see her. I'll just put this on you."

Tara put a blindfold on him over his mask, sealing out any source of light and plunging him into darkness. But he was still led out of the bedroom and towards the living room behind his dominatrix.

"Alice, say hello to my slave."

"Oh my god!" squealed the other woman's voice. She was clearly excited to see Zane in his current state. "This is so crazy!"

"You've not even seen the half of it yet. Watch: slave, kneel."

Zane was brought to a stop and rested on his knees.

"Slave, speak."

"Mmmmmhhhmm." Zane obeyed despite the embarrassment he felt.

"That's so cool!" Alice continued to marvel at his obedience.

"We can honestly do this all day, but...do you still want to have some real fun?"

"Oh...yes please!"

"That's what I wanted to hear! Here boy," Tara ordered, pulling Zane forward. "Lie down, flat on your back. That's it. Legs together, arms by your side."

Zane lied down on his back as commanded.

"Alice, would you do me a favour and watch him a moment while I fetch some equipment?"

"Oh, okay, sure!"

Zane heard his girlfriend leave the room, her heels tapping on the floor, while he remained still and silent. He could hardly hear any noise from their guest. Alice was standing over him, that he was certain of. And as he thought he heard her stifle a giggle, he became increasingly aware of how prominent the bulge of his cage must look protruding under the tight black leather of his catsuit. He wanted to move, but he couldn't disobey Tara, especially as the sound of her heels announced her return.

"Has he been a good boy?"

"He's been very patient," Alice replied.

"Good. Now, will you help me with these restraints?"

"Oh, sure."

"You take the feet. I'll take his arms."

Zane felt the two women begin to bind his limbs. Velcro restraints secured his legs at the ankles and knees, then more straps around his wrists and elbows pinned his arms to his torso. Tara had to lift his body up to thread the straps underneath him, and once she was happy with him bound tightly she patted him on the head.

"Good boy. Alice, don't you think he looks so much better like this?"

"He looks very...secure."

Tara laughed. "That's a good thing! It means we can do whatever we like with him. So...what would you like to do with him."

"Well...you said you'd show me his..."

"Of course!"

The zip that ran from Zane's neck, down over his crotch and around to his back, was the only thing separating his cage from exposure. Tara unzipped it slowly, putting on a show for Alice who eagerly waited to see what lay beneath the leather.

"Oh my god," she mouthed at the first glimpse of the chastity cage.

Tara pulled it out completely, balls too, and smirked. "Never seen a caged cock before?"

"Tara...you know I haven't. This...this is amazing! You keep it locked away all the time?"

"All the time, unless I have a use for it. Which isn't so much nowadays. My little slave has become a bit redundant ever since I got a new dildo."

"Can I see what it's like when it's released?"

"Oh honey, of course, that's why you're here!"

Zane felt Tara fiddling with his cage. She twisted the key in the lock. The metal device loosened and gently she removed it entirely.

"This isn't your first cock, is it Alice? You've seen others?"

"Only a couple others...but only really glimpses of, you know, I never really paid attention to it. I'm surprised how small it is!"

Zane heard his girlfriend laugh in response to the comment.

"That's only because he's a bit shy," she said. "Come on, slave, you can show off."

The embarrassment of being revealed to a stranger had made Zane's cock remain soft even after being freed from its cage, but as he felt Tara's hands gently caressing his shaft he could sense the rush of blood begin to cause a stir.

"That's better," his girlfriend commented. "See how easy it is to get him aroused?"

"Oh my, yes."

"Here, you have a go."

"Really?"

"Sure, go on."

Zane felt Tara's hand let go of his cock, only to be replaced by Alice's tentative and delicate grip. Her hand was noticeably cooler and her finger slightly smaller than Tara, and with her smooth skin the touch made Zane shiver in anticipation.

"Just stroke him gently and feel it growing harder in response to your hand," Tara said.

"I can't believe it's still getting bigger!"

Zane moaned as his cock grew to its full length.

"Men love any stimulation," Tara continued. "Even something as simple as a handjob. And it's more than most deserve, never forget that. It's important to make them aware of it too. Like this."

She grabbed Alice's wrist and brought it away.

"See. Just watch as it bounces. That means he wants more. We've hardly given him much pleasure but already he's desperate for more. And do you know what that means?"

"No, what?" Alice answered, an air of excitement noticeable in her voice.

"It means he is now fully in our control. He's now thinking with his cock. He would do anything for more. And what we can do is slowly feed his urges."

Zane felt a finger trail up and down the length of his cock. It was enough to fuel his erection and cause his heart to beat faster.

"You have a go, Alice."

The guest took over teasing duties, running her finger lightly over the hard cock.

"And don't forget his balls," Tara reminded. "A bit of attention there goes a long way. That's it. Good. Just fondle them. You can even squeeze very gently. Good. Any more than that and it's a punishment!"

Zane endured the tortuous teasing from the novice domina who was quickly becoming more practiced and was soon enjoying her handiwork.

"This is surprisingly fun," she said, giggling.

"Isn't it? There's nothing quite like making a man wriggle like this. You can step it up a notch if you'd like. That's it. Time to make him really worked-up."

As Alice began to stroke properly, tightening her grip, Zane really was at her mercy. He moaned and clenched his muscles but was secure in his bonds.

"Time to teach you about edging."

"What's that?" Alice asked, still focused on stroking.

"Watch and learn."

Tara took over. Zane felt the familiar finger grasp him and stroke expertly. Having been so worked up by Alice, it wasn't long before the quick strokes were bringing him towards a climax that he was almost afraid of. He knew how good Tara was at edging, and he knew how frustrating it would be once she brought him to that point.

"See how it's throbbing?" Tara asked as she let go, allowing the cock to bounce in desperation.

"It's leaking precum too!"

"That's good. It means he's really worked-up and so close. I brought him right to the brink of orgasm and now there's a little bit of cum trying to escape. And do you know the best thing about edging?"

"No?"

"We can do it over and over again. Here, you try."

Alice stroked Zane this time. His arousal was driving him wild after Tara's expert edge.

"How do I know when to stop?"

"Just focus on how he throbs in your hand," Tara replied. "And make sure not to make him cum. I don't want him to cum."

Alice continued steadily, slowly building Zane back up. Soon he was nearly there again.

"Careful now," Tara cautioned, having observed the minute movements in her boyfriend's body that signalled he was near. "Just slow down. See how it's clenching? That's not just his hips thrusting. His cock is trying to get a bit more stimulation. Take your hand off. Look."

"That's so cool!" Alice exclaimed, watching the cock pulse and drip more precum. She may not have realised but she had driven Zane to within a couple of strokes of an orgasm.

"That's very good, Alice. You're a natural! Now...we should probably wait a moment to let him cool down. We don't want any accidents do we. Of course, we could do this all day but I want to teach you more. Have you...ever given a blowjob?"

"Um...no. Sorry."

"Don't be sorry! Do you want to learn?"

"Is that alright?"

"Of course it is, honey. Here, just watch."

Tara moved over and straddled Zane, perching on top of his knees. She leaned forward, brushing the hair out of her eyes, and kissed the tip of Zane's cock. Then she did it again down the shaft before licking back up and opening her mouth to take him inside and suck him deep and tight until he was moaning and shuffling as much as he could on the floor. Then she sat back up and got off him.

"Your turn," Tara said, beckoning Alice to move into the position she had just been in. "Just like before, you want to tease him before getting to the main performance. Of course it should be amazing for him, but the most important thing is to have fun yourself. So, go for it."

Alice mimicked the beginning of Tara's routine, leaning over to kiss and lick him. She made the most of her first taste of cock, and her own enjoyment was reflected audibly in satisfying moans. Zane braced himself as she finally took the next step in the blowjob and tentatively opened her mouth to suck on the head of his cock.

Zane groaned at the intensity of it. Alice was happy to stay where she was, working her tongue against his tip and sucking tight as a vacuum. Then with a bit of encouragement from Tara she lowered herself down further. Inch by inch she enveloped Zane's cock. She surprised herself by how close she got to the base without gagging, and only had to withdraw when Zane reflexively thrust his hips up.

"Bad slave!" Tara chastised, slapping his balls. "Don't do that again or I'll lock you up for another month. Go on Alice, continue. He should behave now."

Alice resumed her blowjob, getting into the rhythm of it by bobbing up and down and driving Zane crazy within a few moments.

"Easy now," Tara said. "We don't want him cumming yet."

"Aww, okay," Alice replied mischievously as she just used her hands to stroke him. "I think he was close again."

"I'm sure he was considering how good that blowjob looked."

Zane, sweating in his catsuit and feeling his cock desperate for a release, could hardly turn his attention to what the two women were saying.

"Do you think he's ready to cum?" Alice asked, still gently stroking and watching with fascination.

"Oh honey, he's been ready to cum ever since I unlocked him. I'll let you do the honours."

"I've never seen a guy cum, not in person, and let alone been the one to do it."

"Don't worry, I'll talk you through it. Keep going for now. He's in your hands."

Unbeknownst to Zane, Tara had leaned over to whisper something in Alice's ear. Only the giggles from the guest might have given something away but Zane was too focused on the intense desire in his cock to notice something was amiss.

"Keep going, slightly slower now," Tara said audibly this time. "You don't need to be aggressive, just coax that orgasm out. There you go. Look how close he is. Look at all that precum. He's right about to...now!"

Alice removed her hand at Tara's signal. Zane writhed on the floor, almost threw her off from her perch on his knees. His cock pulsed helplessly. There was nothing he could do. He felt the rush of orgasm force its way through and his cock, abandoned and angry, and powerfully shot out thick ropes of white cum across his stomach.

Even after his milking that morning, Zane still had an impressive volume to release until his ruined orgasm came to its end and left him panting and exhausted in his suit. His cum sprayed in contrast against the black of the latex and slowly dripped down the sides of torso.

"That was amazing!" Alice eased herself off Zane's legs.

"You're saying that and it's not even your orgasm!" Tara replied, amused at her guest's enthusiasm.

"Speaking of which...I know exactly what we can do next, but we need to let him recharge first. Actually...do you want to stay over tonight?"

"Are you sure? Is that okay?"

"Of course! It'll give me time to teach you more, including stuff that we don't need him for." Tara slapped Zane's thigh and caused him to grunt. "Haha, exactly."

"I've made a big mess..." Alice commented on the puddle of cum and that on her fingers which she couldn't take her eyes off.

"That's the result of having fun! Why don't you clean yourself up, and how about opening another bottle of wine. I'll sort him out."

Zane heard Alice leave for the bathroom to wash her hands. Tara leaned down close to speak softly in his ear:

"You've done well slave, for the most part at least. I think I'll let you recover for the rest of the night. Meanwhile, I'm going to have some more fun with Alice."

Zane felt Tara wipe down his cum with a damp cloth that must have been waiting for that exact purpose. Once he was clean and his cock soft, she put the chastity cage on and locked it. Then she untied him and led him back to the bedroom. She undressed him and made sure he was comfortable before locking him by his leash to the bed and allowing him to watch TV

"Just relax now, honey," she said, giving him a kiss on the cheek. "I need you to be all...rejuvenated by tomorrow."

Tara walked out, leaving Zane leashed to the bed with nothing to do but watch TV and wonder what she would be getting up to with Alice. He then realised that he had never seen the mysterious guest who had practiced a cruel dominance over him and who had brought him to a frustrating ruined orgasm. And as he imagined what she might look like, Zane was thankful that he had been granted a release. And the second of the day at that. His cock now sat comfortably in its cage and Zane lay back, content but excited for the next day's events.


3. Uncaged for her Innocence: Double the Domination

Leashed to a bed and with nowhere to go, Zane tried to get to sleep like a good submissive. At the end of a long and interesting evening, he had been thoroughly drained and he was glad to get a moment of peace to recuperate.

But it was difficult. In the next room, his girlfriend, or rather his mistress, could be heard having plenty of fun. Tara's laugh penetrated the walls. Even over the sound of music she had put on. Her friend, Alice, could be heard too. This mysterious woman who Zane had not seen yet but who had given him a devastatingly ruined release was playing on his mind. He couldn't get the thought of her, of what she might look like, out of his head.

And as the evening grew later, the two women continued their fun. And the later it got, the more their fun changed.  Zane could hear their laughs morph into moans. Then the music turned up and they were drowned out.

So Zane remained in bed, half expecting to be called or fetched to perform again. But he wasn't. And as the evening grew later, he grew drowsier, soon finding himself drifting off to sleep.

He was right on the brink of slipping into a peaceful dream when a hand on his shoulder shook him gently awake.

"Just checking you're okay, honey," Tara said, making the bed creak as she got under the covers beside him. "Sorry if I disturbed you."

"Did you, er, have fun?" Zane asked groggily.

"Oh so much fun. Do you want to hear all about it?"

"Well..."

"Sorry, slave, too bad. All I'll say is I had a lot to teach Alice, and our lessons were filled with a lot of...excitement. I'll leave the rest to your imagination."

"Fine..."

"Alice is sleeping in the guest room. I considered joining her but I didn't want to leave you all alone. Besides, we'll all have a lot of time to play together tomorrow. You don't have any plans, do you?"

"No, mistress," Zane said, his mind wandering to thoughts of what she might have in mind.

"Good. Well, sleep tight, slave. I love you."

"I love you too, mistress."

Tara leaned across to kiss Zane on the cheek, then the couple went happily to sleep.

*****

Zane slept well that night. For the first time in a while, he wasn't woken to nocturnal stirrings causing a strain in his cage. After being milked twice the day before, he was quite at peace, and it grew late into the morning before anyone stirred from their slumber.

It was Tara who was first awake. She saw Zane sleeping soundly and decided to take pity on him. For a moment, at least. She left him undisturbed while she scrolled through her phone and checked her social media. Only after a while, once she heard a quiet growl coming from her stomach, did she poke him awake.

"Get up," she said, not too loud so as not to wake Alice in the other room. "I need my slave to make breakfast."

"Huh? Oh, sure sure," Zane grumbled, wrapping an arm around Tara and giving her a tight hug.

"Hey, not now. We need to get up. Come on."

"I'm so tired."

"Well, I'm so hungry. But I want a shower first. And you're allowed to join me."

That idea woke Zane right up. He eagerly followed Tara out of bed and to the shower, treading lightly as she beckoned him to be quiet. Alice was still fast asleep.

Tara locked the bathroom door, turned the shower on, then stripped off her pyjamas and stepped in. Zane did the same, joining her under the warm water and wearing only his cage.

He took a moment to appreciate his girlfriend's naked form. She looked amazing with the water streaming over the curves of her tight, round ass and her perky tits. There was even something about how her wet blonde hair darkened and fell in ropes down her chest and breasts that made her look so innocent and alluring, even though the key and symbol of her control remained visible on it's chain around her neck. It was almost easy to forget how delightfully cruel she could be, until Zane felt his cock try to grow and once again the familiar discomfort returned. Not that he minded it. He would happily take a lot more than discomfort for her.

"How's my cock feeling today?" Tara said, noticing the swelling as she cupped his balls. "Not too drained I hope?"

"No, mistress."

"Good. Because it might have to perform again today. Do you think it'll be up to the task? The last thing I want is for you to go limp and useless in front of Alice."

"I don't think that'll be a problem. So you're unlocking me again?"

"Only if you keep up the good behaviour. Now, you're not here to gawp at me. Help clean me."

Tara passed him a bottle of shower gel and he squirted some in his hands. Then he followed her commands and began to rub it into her body, all around her arms and down the front of her body. He paused a bit too long with his hands fondling her breasts and she tutted then turned around.

"Other side."

So Zane washed her back, massaging her soft skin with the soapy warm water. As his hands got lower, he cupped her ass cheeks and in a moment of weakness stepped forward. His cock, bulging as hard as it could in its cage, pressed into her. He thought Tara might turn and slap him, but she allowed it. In fact, she embraced it.

With one hand pushed against the wall, the other ran over Zane's cheek and through his hair. He felt her pull at the back of his head, gesturing for him to push in closer to her. His caged cock nestled between her cheeks which felt so soft and warm and lubricated by the shower. His arms wrapped around the front of her body. He squeezed her breasts then felt her guide a hand down to her crotch. Zane found the slick, warm opening of her pussy. He fingered her, caressing the soft insides and making her eyelids flutter in delight. Meanwhile, his other continued to tease her breasts while he tried not to pay too much attention to the key that was swinging on its chain between them.

Zane could hardly contain his excitement as he brought pleasure to his girlfriend. He thought his cock had had enough after yesterday's activities, but now it throbbed and ached as desperately as ever. And as his arousal grew, he found himself grinding against Tara's ass, trying to get the slightest bit of stimulation through the bars of the cage. Tara didn't stop him. In fact, as she found herself climbing towards climax, she too started thrusting her hips back and forth, trying to gain more pleasure from his hand while also enjoying the feeling of the hard metal device that pressed into her and contained the cock that she controlled.

Zane continued fingering Tara until he felt her body tighten, her knees trembling and her back arched. She bit her lip, stopping herself from moaning with ecstasy as she trembled and came.

For a moment, all that could be heard was the pattering of water as it sprayed down over their bodies and onto the shower floor. Then Tara turned it off and Zane took his hand away, stepping back and trying to cool down. His cock still throbbed angrily in its cage.

"You do seem eager to please," Tara commented as she got out and grabbed a towel then threw Zane another one. "Dry yourself off and get changed. Then it's time for breakfast. I don't want Alice to starve. Nor me, for that matter. Come on."

*****

Once he had changed into a casual shirt and jeans, Zane prepared breakfast and Tara, wearing her comfy yoga pants and tank top, went to check on Alice.

"She's just woken up," she said as she came back into the kitchen. "Are you nearly done yet?"

"Nearly," Zane said, his mind more focused on Alice than the bacon he was frying. He felt his heart racing, surprised by how nervous he had become. Despite what happened last night, it didn't quite seem like he had properly met Alice. With what she had done to him, tying him up and giving him a ruined orgasm, it was as if it had been done by a stranger, and rather than move on he was now going to meet her and see her for the first time.

"Remember, slave," Tara had walked over to whisper in his ear. "Whatever happens, behave yourself and do as I say, and you will be rewarded."

Zane was about to respond with his usual, "Yes, mistress," when Alice entered the room and his attention switched to her.

"Good morning," she greeted cheerily, looking as if she had had a perfect night's sleep.

"Hey, come have a seat," Tara beckoned to the kitchen table. "Slave boy here is just finishing breakfast."

"I know, the smell of bacon woke me up!"

Alice strode over to sit at the table. She was quite petite with dazzling raven hair and delicate facial features, but what Zane was shocked by was what she was wearing. She had obviously borrowed some of Tara's pyjamas: a white pair of shorts that revealed so much of her bare legs, and a lacy chemise that might have been fairly modest of Tara but now bulged with the swell of Alice's much larger breasts. With no bra underneath, both the cleavage and visible sideboob it caused was tantalising and Zane only looked away when he caught Tara glaring at him.

"Serve us, slave," she said. "You don't eat until we have."

"Is that necessary?" Alice whispered tentatively to her. She seemed slightly embarrassed about being around Zane. She only gave him quick looks and avoided eye contact.

"It's important that he learns his place, especially with you around. He understands I'm his mistress, but he should be just as subservient to you."

"Okay..."

"You'll see. Everything works much better this way."

Zane served the two women their breakfast. As he laid down Alice's plate she couldn't help but glance at the bulge in his pants.

"Here, slave," Tara ordered, beckoning to the floor beside her. "Kneel here while we eat."

Zane knelt obediently while they ate and chatted.

"Don't worry, Alice," Tara said. "My slave here doesn't know anything about what we got up to last night. You had a lot of fun though, didn't you?"

Alice couldn't hold back a smile. "So much."

"And you're still up for what I suggested we do today?"

Alice looked at her, down at Zane, blushed and nodded her head.

"Good, it'll be worth it I can assure you." Tara scratched Zane's head. "He doesn't know what he's in for."

Zane waited patiently while they finished eating, having no idea what Tara had in mind for him.

"Go eat, slave," Tara commanded when their plates were clear. "Then come join us in the bedroom."

The women left Zane to eat then clean up, and he took his time to do so, nervous as he was for finding out what was in store for him. But he couldn't keep his mistress waiting, and before too long he made his way to the bedroom.

*****
 

"Wait there, slave," Tara commanded as Zane closed the door behind him and looked at the two women, surprised to see them on the bed.

Alice was sitting on the opposite side with her back to him. Her legs were apart and Tara kneeled on the floor in between them.

"Don't get jealous, slave," she said. "Guests deserve to be treated well, unlike you."

Tara moved back out of view as she resumed what Zane knew must be an intense oral display. He couldn't see anything apart from Alice's back and the deep black hair that gleamed down it, but he could imagine it and that was all that was needed to cause discomfort in his cage. He saw Alice's hands grip the bedsheets tightly. He heard her moan and his girlfriend kissing and licking.

Zane would have given anything to be in Alice's position, to see Tara kneel before him and feel her give all her attention to bring him pleasure. But he was caged and he was hers to use as she pleased. And as Alice climaxed, groaning excitedly, all he could do was stand and watch.

"Now, are you ready for the main event?" Tara asked Alice, who nodded and pulled up the pyjama shorts that had been lying at her feet. "Good, let's get him ready shall we? Slave, get naked."

Zane accepted the order given to him and began to undress, all the while wishing he had seen what Tara had when she was kneeling between Alice's legs. But the two women busied themselves as he laid his clothes on the floor. After having been in such a compromising position in front of Alice before, he thought it would be easy to remove his underwear. But his nerves had him reluctant to reveal himself. It was only a stern look from Tara that finally convinced him to do it.

"Good slave. On the bed now," she commanded as she gathered a collection of chains and cuffs.

Alice just watched him as he lay down on the bed. Her eyes were fixated on the chastity cage and the cock that she had handled the previous night. Zane couldn't help but take the moment to examine her. The small body and large breasts in his girlfriend's set of pyjamas meant that the clothes almost suited Alice better. Perhaps that was just because her physique showed off more skin. Zane had to be careful that he didn't stare too long at her plummeting cleavage. And as he caught Alice biting her lip, as if having an appetite for what lay before her, he felt himself become completely aroused by the thought of what might be about to happen.

"What are you waiting for?" Tara asked Alice, passing her the bondage gear. "This is your operation now."

Alice accepted them, looking slightly unsure about it, but Zane soon realised that she knew exactly what she was doing.

"Don't struggle," she said, with what were her first words aimed directly at him.

Zane let her take his wrists and move his arms into position above his head. Her small, delicate fingers were firm and her simple command had him giving up any resistance in an instance. He tried not to look at her cleavage as she bent over to lock him in place. He turned his head away, noticing Tara standing at the foot of the bed and examining Alice's handiwork more than she was watching her slave.

"That should be okay," Alice said, to herself more than to anyone else.

With Zane's hands secured, she moved down to his legs and with the remaining cuffs she bound his ankles to the bedposts so that he was then secured spread-eagle.

"Now, Alice, you have some decisions to make." Tara stood beside her. The two women looked down over Zane from the foot of the bed, making him squirm in anticipation. "A few things you could add, depending on your preference. You might want to gag him, if you don't want to suffer his protests. Although I'm not sure he will be protesting. But anyway, I have a few options if you want to silence, or at least muffle, him. Want to take a look?"

"Sure!" Alice answered, now sounding quite excited about being given an option. She followed Tara over to a wardrobe inside which Zane knew what range of tools she kept.

"There's a classic choice like this red one," Tara explained, going through and showing off the display. Zane, however, could not see past their bodies. "Or something a bit more intricate like this."

"What is that?!" Alice asked, picking one up with intense curiosity.

"We could have a lot of fun with that, maybe later." Tara paused and reconsidered. "Actually, fuck it, let's do that. Don't worry, I won't steal your show. But I have a fun idea. Go on, you can put it on him."

Zane watched as they returned to him. Alice approached with a gag in her hands. He realised, as she fiddled with the straps, that the long black shape to it was a dildo. He opened his mouth obediently and bit down on the ball gag which was attached to the silicone dildo that protruded straight out from between his lips. As he lay back, it stood straight up as firm as his cock would if it was unlocked.

"Suits him, don't you think?" Tara said.

"Definitely!"

"So, one final decision I think. Do you want to blindfold him? Or the question is more whether you want him to see you..."

Alice took a moment to think about it, looking over Zane as he looked away, embarrassed by the fake cock jutting out of his mouth that cast a large blurry shadow in the front of his vision.

"No," Alice decided. "It's better that he sees. I have to get used to being seen. Besides, it's more like the real thing that way."

Tara smiled, pleased by Alice's growing confidence. "Good. Then I suppose you'll be needing this."

In what was, to Zane, the most surprising moment of the day so far, Tara took the chastity key off from around her neck and passed it over to Alice.

"Here. I'm giving you a lot of responsibility, but I trust you completely."

"Thank you, Tara."

Zane's girlfriend came around the side of the bed and knelt down, resting her arms on the mattress beside his torso.

"Just so you're aware, slave," Tara said, stroking Zane's cheek. "Alice needs some more practice. Because, as I’ve told you, she's a virgin, but she told me she wants to learn to take a cock. And I thought there's no better way to practice than with the real thing. I'm sure you don't mind."

Zane looked at her in astonishment, then turned to Alice who was blushing bright red and keeping her eyes lowered sheepishly.

"You don't mind, right?" Tara reiterated.

"Mmmphmm." Zane shook his head. No part of him minded. It was the last thing he expected, but he had no intentions of declining the offer of being used by Alice. And this time it wasn't about teasing or dominance. He was going to get fucked by this beautiful, petite college student and his girlfriend was there to watch.

"See," Tara turned to Alice. "I told you he'd be keen. Just look how much he's trying to get out of his cage."

The sight of Zane's cock bulging between its metal bars seemed to encourage Alice, perhaps because she realised how much power she had, being able to turn him on so easily with only the suggestion of being fucked.

"Are you ready?" Tara asked.

"I am," Alice answered.

"Well, I suppose you should start by getting naked."

Alice nodded, knowing that this moment had been coming. Zane watched her. She looked down at him, and in that moment realised that she had his complete attention, and she had him under her complete control. Bound to the bed and with his cock caged, he was her slave just as much as he was Tara's.

So Alice took off her top, setting free her large breasts and, before she could think too much about being exposed in front of Zane, she took off the shorts too. After being licked out by Tara, her pussy was still wet, and the recent orgasm only drove her current arousal higher.

Tara had seen plenty of Alice's body the night before, but she still found herself admiring her friend’s beautiful physique and becoming the slightest bit jealous of the size of her tits, if only because they were so obviously the focal point of Zane's own gaze. Although he was also drawn to the sight of her freshly-shaven pussy that looked so tight and which he was imagining enveloping his cock.

"You think it's time to unlock him?" Tara asked, excited to get things moving.

"Definitely."

Alice moved onto the bed, kneeling between Zane's spread legs. She still held the key in her hand and slowly, without needing any encouragement from Tara, she drew it down over the chastity cage, tracing over the metal bars and teasing Zane with the thought of being released. She found the lock and inserted the key into the hole. With a slow twist that seemed to Zane to last forever, she unlocked the cage.

"Now just ease it out carefully," Tara coached from the sidelines.

Alice didn't need much guidance, having watched intently during the previous night. She removed the cage, including the base ring, with complete ease, despite the difficulties that Zane's raging erection would usually cause. But now it stood hard and free, standing straight out and throbbing with excitement.

"Fuck," Alice mouthed to herself as she imagined its length and girth fitting inside her. Zane too was picturing that moment. He was almost straining with impatience in his bonds.

"Just take your time, Alice," Tara reassured her. "Straddle him and line yourself up against him. There's no need to rush into it."

Alice got herself on top of Zane, placing her knees on either side of his waist and resting her ass on his thighs. Zane's cock throbbed harder than ever. He could feel the warmth emanating from Alice's pussy. Her lips were only an inch or two away from his cock and they almost touched his balls.

"Are you still wet?" Tara asked.

"So wet." Alice felt herself, gently rubbing her clit to warm herself up for what was about to come.

"Good. That'll help. When you're ready, you can take hold of him and make sure he's pointing upright. Then you can move yourself into position."

Alice held Zane's cock and pointed it up at her opening as she shuffled slightly forward and kneeled up above it.

"Now just let it press into you. Just feel the tip pushing against you. That's it."

Alice let the end of Zane's cock rub against her wet lip. She took a moment to get used to the firmness of and the feeling of Zane as he clenched in response to the stimulation.

"When you're ready, Alice, you know what to do." Tara remained by the side of the bed, watching as her friend lowered herself further and allowed Zane's cock to penetrate her.

Alice couldn't help herself from releasing a moan of ecstasy as she felt for the first time the pleasure of a warm, hard and throbbing cock inside her. She had been so aroused by Tara's oral performance and the excitement of dominating Zane that his cock slid in easily as she lowered herself more and enveloped it inch by inch.

"Oh fuck," Tara groaned at the new sensation. "Oh fuuuck."

She didn't need any more guidance from Tara. The feeling of Zane's thick erection inside her and pressing against her clit was enough to make know what she needed to do. Slowly, she began to ride him. Her hands pressed against his chest for support, she fucked him up and down, getting faster and faster without restraint.

Nothing could hold her back. She was in control. The cock inside her was serving only her pleasure. And Zane, bound to the bed and moaning into his gag, could only let her use him as her personal fucktoy. Not that he minded. Every ripple of Alice's tight pussy drove him crazy. His unlocked cock had not felt such a pleasure in a long time. There was even something about the novelty of being fucked by a different woman that added to the joy of the moment. He wished he could feel Tara riding him like this, but to be allowed to be used like this, for Alice to choose him as her first fuck, it had him thanking his lucky stars.

"Oh my god," Alice continued moaning, fucking faster and faster, her tits bouncing up and down. "Oh fuck. Mmmm."

Tara watched intently. She considered telling Alice that she could cum, but she didn't want to ruin the moment. Instead she held back, finding herself becoming incredibly turned on by the view of Alice becoming more overwhelmed with every passing moment. Tara bit her lip and let her hand wander down between her legs. She was impressed by Zane, even more so by how he was holding off so well. She was proud of the cock that she had trained so well. Not only was it showing stamina, it was also doing such a good job at bringing pleasure to Alice who was now visibly shaking as she reached the edge of climax.

"Oh fuck," she panted. "Oh fuuuck..."

She came, riding Zane harder. Her pussy clenched around him and she almost yelled with pleasure. The new experience had been greater than anything Alice could imagine, and as she sat, still firmly planted on top of Zane's cock, she had to take a minute to regain her composure.

"Alice? Are you okay?" Tara whispered from the side of the bed.

"Uh huh." Alice rested for a moment, her eyes closed. She hardly noticed Tara get onto the bed beside her. Nor had she noticed that her friend had stripped naked. "Oh?"

"Mind if I join you?" Tara purred, kneeling beside Alice.

"Mmm, please do."

The women kissed, deeply and passionately, cupping and fondling each others' breasts. Zane could only watch in amazement as his girlfriend made out with the woman who had just been fucking him. He had been too focused on holding back that he hadn't got near to an orgasm, but now as his cock remained deep inside Alice, her tightness and his aching for more stimulation was becoming too much. So he watched as they kissed, and he worried when he saw Tara whisper in Alice's ear and couldn't hear what was being said.

Alice smirked and nodded. Whatever Tara had suggested was intriguing her. The blonde moved over and straddled Zane's chest, blocking his view of Alice.

"You know your place, don't you slave?" his mistress said, leaning forward and licking the dildo protruding from his gagged mouth.

"Mmm," he responded.

"Your place is beneath women like us. Your place is serving women like us, and being used by women like us." Tara wrapped her lips around the fake cock and began to give it an outright blowjob, slobbering unabashedly and covering it with her saliva. Zane imagined her doing the same to his cock, which twitched inside Alice who had remained unstirring on top of him.

"Time for more fun," Tara said after taking her mouth off the dildo. "It's your lucky day, slave. There's still something else Alice wants to experience: having a cock cum inside her."

"Mmm?"

Tara ignored him, instead moving forward more and sitting down on Zane's face. She let the dildo penetrate her, and she sat down with it inside her. Zane looked up adoringly at the sight of her taut stomach, her perky tits, and her luscious golden hair. He could hardly believe what was happening, especially as both women began to ride him.

Alice fucked his cock, which was still rock hard. Tara fucked his face, pushing up and down over the dildo gag. As much as she wanted the real thing, she didn't want to rob Alice of the experience. And she found that the gag, one she had bought recently without Zane's knowledge, was doing a good job anyway. After being so worked up from simply watching Alice get off with her boyfriend, Tara needed nothing more than to do some fucking of her own.

So she fucked him hard, and he watched as the dildo slid in and out of her pussy. He could smell the musk of her juices and he loved the view of her tits bouncing up and down. But as much as he enjoyed Tara's performance, his main focus was out of sight. Sat behind Tara, Alice was back to fucking him unrelentingly. Despite two recent orgasms, nothing had slowed down her desire for more. Rather, it was as if something had been unlocked inside her. Now that she had experienced a penetrative-induced orgasm once, she was hungry for another. And her newfound energy was noticeable to Zane.

Tara's statement that Alice wanted him to cum inside her had worked like a trigger, unlocking his need to orgasm. He had no reason to hold back, if only to show off his stamina, and with both beautiful women on top of him, both moaning in pleasure and using him for their needs, he soon felt that sensation of release building up in the heat and frenzy in his cock.

Meanwhile Tara couldn't care less about what was happening with her slave's cock. All she cared about was her own pleasure as she rode his face faster and joined Alice in moaning louder as both women approached climax. Tara felt Alice put a hand on her shoulder to support her, so she put her hand over it while steadying herself against the headboard with the other. The two were connected, skin on skin, as they fucked the same slave and rode themselves towards a shared climax.

As they drove closer, almost feeling the rush of orgasm in their bodies, Zane became overwhelmed by the tightness of Alice's clenching pussy and the pure arousal of being used in this way. He could see Tara's telltale sign of climax. She bit her lip, squeezed her tits, pinching a nipple to send an electric buzz of excitement through her. And seeing this and feeling Alice almost shaking on top of him was too much for Zane. He moaned into his gag. Bound to the bed, he simply embraced his orgasm.

His cock erupted, shooting its load inside Alice. As if feeling it, she burst out with an intense moan and shuddered with her own climax. Tara was also triggered by her explosion of pleasure. The three bodies experienced as one the simultaneous and fiery frenzy of a long and absolute moment of bliss. Nothing else mattered as they embraced it completely. Nothing mattered but their pleasure. And as their senses returned and the room faded back from black, nothing could be heard but their deep breathing.

Zane couldn't believe how amazing it had felt to empty his load deep inside Alice. As she pushed herself off him, his cum dribbled down out of her pussy and over his softening cock. Tara moved a moment later, leaving the dildo covered in her juices. The two women then lay on the bed on either side of Zane.

Tara to his left put an arm around his chest, while Alice on the left swirled a finger through the cum on his stomach with a strange curiosity.

"So, Alice," Tara said, still catching her breath. "Was your first time all that you imagined?"

"So much better," Alice replied, examining Zane's cock as it slowly shrunk down to size. "Thank you for letting me use your slave. It was a fun ride."

"No problem honey. That's what he's good for. Isn't that right, slave?" Tara pinched his nipples and made Zane grunt. "He's had quite a weekend. Three orgasms is more than I've allowed him in the last month. Time to lock him back up. Want to do the honours?"

"Certainly."

Tara cleaned up Zane with a towel as Alice fetched the chastity cage. She put it on his soft cock and locked it in place.

Tara took the key back from her friend and gave her a kiss on the lips. "You're free to practice on him whenever you like. I'm sure he'll not mind."

"Awesome, thank you." Alice squeezed his balls and smiled. "But I think it's about time I found a cock of my own to control."


4. Unwrapping his Present: A Christmas Chastity Story

By the time December rolled around, it had been a couple of months since Zane had completed his journey into submission and become an obedient chastity slave for his dominant girlfriend, Tara. The metal cage that kept him perfectly subservient and that provided an easy tool with which Tara could control him had simply become part of his everyday attire and it was almost a permanent part of his life and a natural extension of his body.

The cage was unlocked just once a week. That was only for cleaning and, if he was very lucky, some teasing. But Tara had for a while now decided that, for him, the fewer chances of satisfying release the better. So week after week Zane would be forced back in the cage - and it did often require some force to squeeze his aroused appendage back into its small metal confines - and then the rest of the time he would be quite contentedly locked away. Because he was quite content being Tara's chastity slave. It made her happy, which meant it made Zane happy. The semi-permanent state of frustrated arousal that he experienced as a result of his constant denial allowed him to more eagerly serve his girlfriend in any way she pleased.

And so it caused great excitement when, with only two weeks left until Christmas, Tara said at the end of one of their cleaning sessions where she had gone easy on the teasing: "I know you're dying to finally have that orgasm that you've been waiting weeks for...and I've got some good news. I couldn't think of anything to buy you this year, so as I present I'll actually give you the release you've been dreaming of. A proper one too. Sorry your present isn't a surprise!"

Zane, tied to a chair and watching Tara turn her key to lock the chastity device back in place, couldn't help but smile. "Don't be sorry, that'll be amazing. Thank you." He felt a twinge of disappointment that he wouldn't be receiving a physical present, but ever since giving over complete control to Tara every orgasm that she allowed him had been a greater and more intense release of pleasure than he had ever felt before and so, knowing how close Christmas was, he sensed the stir of arousal as he imagined what his present was going to feel like.

"Looks like I got you back inside just in time," Tara commented as she noticed the swell of his cock inside his cage. As his erection started, Zane couldn't stop it from trying to grow more. Soon, it was bulging against the solid metal bars. "Your time will come, don't worry."

Tara didn't help the situation. Always fascinated by the look of the stuffed cage, her fingers traced around the short metal shaft and over the protruding bits of foreskin. Then she fondled his balls, squeezed tightly, and laughed.

"I thought you were learning to control yourself," she said, keeping her grip secure. "Is this what a promise of an orgasm does to you?"

Zane visibly winced until she let go. "It's what you do to me."

"That's sweet." Tara moved around to untie him, then allowed him to get changed. "Time for you to make dinner. And try not to get too distracted thinking about your present."

*****

Nearly two weeks later, on the day before Christmas Eve, Zane returned home from finishing his final shift at work. He and Tara were planning on going to Tara's parents' the following day and staying a couple of nights. In no part of their planning did Tara mention his present or when he would receive it. For Zane it had plagued his mind every day, but he had long since learned not to beg or even ask questions about his orgasms. Tara was in control of them completely and nothing he said could change that.

As he walked through the door, Zane smiled at the sight of their apartment. Their decorations had been put up and the lights on their tree were shining gold. Even the Christmas songs from one of Tara's old tapes could be heard gently filling the room with holiday nostalgia. But when Zane called her name, he got no reply.

"Mistress?" he called, only hearing the response of sleigh bells from an overplayed tune. "Mistress? You home?"

He treaded lightly, trying to listen out for his girlfriend's reply, and dumped his bag and coat on the kitchen counter.

"Mistress?"

He approached the bedroom, wondering if she was taking a nap. The door creaked open and there she lay on the bed, but not as expected.

From head to toe, Tara was covered by an intricate weaving of red ribbon. She was on her back on top of the duvet, her legs tied straight together and her hands bound as in prayer and covering her chest with her elbows bent. It even wrapped around her mouth, gagging her with a bundle of material stuffed inside, and over her eyes as a blindfold.

She was almost mummified by the soft red material, but bare skin between the strands showed that she was completely naked underneath, and as Zane entered Tara shifted and moaned.

*****

Two hours earlier, Tara had been pacing around the apartment unsure of what to do. She needed to pack for their trip to her parents but she was too preoccupied by other matters. How could she make Zane's present special? He deserved it, after all, for going along so obediently and obligingly to her ideas. For weeks, months now, he had submitted to her, giving over everything including control of his cock. Now he deserved a proper reward, especially now it was nearly Christmas. But the idea she had in mind was certainly not something she wanted to happen at her parents'.

So Tara called Alice, her long-time friend, knowing that help would be needed, and the college student arrived as soon as she could with the materials needed.

"Thank you so much for this, Alice."

"Anything for you!" The petite brunette turned up in a glamorous faux fur jacket. "You've taught me so much...I have to tell you about the last guy I was with, how I used that technique you showed me. You know? Anyway, I'll have to save that for another time. I've got the ribbon. What do you need it for?"

"Well...I've written these notes for when Zane gets back." Tara passed over two slips of paper and watched Alice's facial expression.

"You're seriously going to do this?"

Tara nodded and pulled out the key that was hanging from a chain around her neck, previously hidden under the thick sweater she wore.

"I'm serious," she said, taking the key and one of the notes and putting them in an envelope.

"Okay, so when you say 'unwrap you'...what do you mean exactly?"

"That's where the ribbons come in."

Tara explained her plan in more detail, letting Alice listen in shock, fascination, and intrigue.

"That sounds so exciting," she said, blushing as she imagined the scene when Zane would get home. "I'm sort of jealous..."

"Aww don't be honey. How about if you agree to help me, I'll really make it worth your while."

Tara winked and Alice bit her lip before taking her jacket off to reveal the sheer blouse beneath.

"Just tell me what to do," she said.

"Well...I think it would help my plan if I were to naked."

Tara pulled her sweater off and laughed at Alice's look of surprise.

"What? I was just chilling at home today, it's not like I needed a bra."

Alice gazed at her bare, perky tits which she had seen on numerous occasions by now and yet could not help but admire their perfect composition of size, firmness, and symmetry.

"Join me," Tara suggested as she took her jeans off. "If you like."

Alice did like the idea. It wasn't what she was expecting when she got the call to come over, but she wasn't going to turn down the offer of some fun. And she knew how Tara liked to have fun.

"Bring the ribbon," Tara said, fully naked now as she walked over to the bedroom.

Alice watched her amazing ass as she walked away. The student then stripped her clothes off as quickly as possible and grabbed the roll of red ribbon before following her friend.

Tara was waiting, sat at the end of the bed with her legs slightly apart and a teasing grin on her face.

"I hope you've been practicing the knots I've taught you," she said, beckoning Alice over. "But first, your reward. Come here."

Alice tentatively stepped closer. She placed the ribbon down on the chest of drawers. Once she was close enough, Tara grabbed her by the hips and pulled her over. Alice straddled her thighs. Her large breasts swayed right in front of Tara's face.

"So tell me, Alice, how many cocks have you had under your control since I taught you everything I know." Tara grabbed her ass with both hands and squeezed.

"Ah, I don't know...I've lost count to tell you the truth."

"Oh? Sounds like you've been having a lot of fun. It's a shame I only have the one cock under my control."

"At least you have it at your disposal every day." Alice's voice was tinged with a hint of jealousy at what she was missing out on, but that was displaced as Tara reached down to play with her pussy.

"It's locked up and useless most days, as it should be. But sometimes I think having you around more could add a whole lot more fun to my life."

"Mmm," Alice moaned. Her hands held on to Tara's shoulders. "New Year's Resolution?"

"Yeah?" Tara continued to finger Alice. "More time spent with my sexy apprentice? I like the sound of that."

"Mmm, fuck, so do I."

"I suppose you do deserve something for helping me today...but I had better give it to you now, before I'm all tied up and helpless."

"Fuck," Alice whispered, her back arching as Tara fingered her clit. "Yes please."

"You like that?"

"Fuck yes, so much."

Tara fingered with one hand while the other groped Alice's tits. She squeezed gently and leaned forward to put her mouth over a nipple. She sucked and tugged, making Alice squirm in pleasure. Then Tara moved to the other tit, all the while circling Alice clit with two fingers and bringing her closer to orgasm. She continued playing with her friend, holding her in the embrace of pleasure. Alice hardly moved. Minutes passed as she felt the burning desire rise within her.

"Fuck, you're gonna make me..." Alice was cut short as the rush of climax overcame her. Her hands gripped Tara's shoulders tighter for balance. Her head rolled back and mouth hung open. Her hips grinded against Tara's fingers. She moaned in ecstasy, completely enveloped by the pleasure granted to her by her mentor.

Tara seemed to know exactly how long to keep going to lengthen the orgasm, and exactly when to stop to prevent overstimulation. She licked her wet fingers clean then kissed Alice on the neck and down across her chest. Alice breathed heavily, feeling her the heat of her cheeks bright red.

"Fuck," she said again. "Wow."

"Merry Christmas to you."

"Merry Christmas."

Alice regained her composure as Tara continued kissing her, now around her large tits and onto her nipples.

"Now time for the favour," she said as Alice finally summoned the energy to move again. "Get the ribbon. Time to truss me up good."

Alice picked up the ribbon and began to unravel it. She also noticed the scissors that Tara had laid out in preparation.

"How do you want it?" she asked.

Tara went through and a detailed explanation of how she wanted to be tied, and for each stage Alice did as suggested. First her legs were bound, followed by her hands in a prayer position across her chest. Next she asked to be covered all over, so Alice wrapped more around her until she was almost mummified. And before anything else happened, Tara said what to do with the two notes she had written.

Finally, her plan was almost set-up for completion.

"Last thing, I want you to blindfold and gag me," Tara said as she tested her bonds and found them satisfactorily secure.

"Are you sure? I don't want to leave you completely helpless."

"I'll be fine, honey. And once you've done that, I guess I'm all sorted! Have a good Christmas!"

With the okay to go ahead, Alice proceeded to gag and blindfold Tara with the ribbon until she was completely bound and helpless, lying on the bed.

She looked quite content and happy, despite not used to being the one tied up. Alice noticed this and her vulnerability. Knowing that she might not get the opportunity again, she couldn't resist but make the most of it.

Alice reached down and stroked Tara's ribbon-covered thigh. She squirmed and giggled, amused by Alice's boldness. But, for once, there was no escape for her, no escape from the hands that felt their way up her thighs.

The ribbon that lay across Tara's crotch had been left intentionally loose. Alice moved a hand under it, finding Tara's warm pussy. The bound woman wriggled, not expecting such a move. She suddenly felt Alice's fingers playing with her, with light touches that sent tingles through her body. Her hands clasped together tightly. Her hips tried to thrust into her.

Alice didn't let up. She could feel her fingers getting wetter. She mimicked Tara's previous moves and circled two fingers around her clit, causing her to moan and writhe in her bonds. But nothing could be done to stop it. Not that she wanted the pleasure to stop. Alice had learned well. Her fingers were successfully building Tara towards orgasm. But Alice had learned much more from the domme. In a moment of cruelty that she thought she might come to regret but simply couldn't resist, she took her hand away.

"Mmppphhhhh!!!" Tara groaned and struggled at the frustration.

"I'm sorry!" Alice said with sincerity in her voice. "I just, well, I wanted to leave you wanting more. Now you'll be ready for Zane."

Tara was more than ready. Her pussy was wet. She was desperate to be fucked. And whatever temporary frustration she felt towards Alice soon disappeared as she realised there was nothing to do, and it just made her all the more ready for Zane's arrival.

"Sorry again, please don't be mad!"

"Mmm."

"I guess I'll see you after Christmas," Alice said as she got dressed. "I'm looking forward to doing more with you in the New Year!"

"Mmhmm."

"Well, I hope Zane enjoys his present, and you enjoy it too. Bye!"

Alice left the bedroom and let herself out of the apartment. Tara remained on the bed, bound tightly and unable to go anywhere. Impatient and horny, all she could do was wait for Zane's arrival.

*****

"What the hell, Tara?" Zane asked, staring at his girlfriend bound and gagged.

"Mmmmmhamhamha." Despite the muffled voice, she was clearly laughing.

Zane rushed over and pulled back the ribbon that covered her. She looked back at him teasingly. There was no sign of fear in the sapphire depths of her eyes, but Zane was about to ungag her anyway before he noticed the piece of paper that she clutched in her hands. She seemed the gesture at it with her head, so Zane took it and read out aloud:

"Merry Christmas, slave. Here's a little surprise for you - me! Before you untie me, eat me out and prove you've got an appetite for me."

Zane looked up at her in disbelief.

"Are you serious?"

"Mmmhmm," Tara nodded in response.

Zane re-read the note then put it to the side. Tara was grinning as much as she could behind her gag as she saw her chastity slave turn his attention to her crotch where only a loose strip of ribbon covered her most intimate area. He pushed to the side, straddled her legs, and leaned forward.

Tara moaned instantaneously as Zane began to pleasure her with his tongue. She had been waiting half an hour for him to come home. Every moment of anticipation had built her arousal up for this moment. She had felt her pussy become wetter and wetter, and now she welcomed Zane's eager and pleasing tongue.

He knew exactly what to do, exactly where to target and what speed to do so to work her up towards orgasm within minutes.

Tara began to regret the position she was tied in. Her legs, bound together, could not be spread apart to provide easier access. She wanted to stretch out and embrace her climax but she was stuck and forced to accept the pleasure that was nevertheless consuming her and driving her wild. Her hands clenched and her knees buckled beneath Zane as he continued and pleasured her through to completion.

He finally withdrew, wiping his mouth dry. Tara breathed heavily, her chest and hands rising rapidly up and down. She recovered as Zane leaned over to ungag her. It was at that moment that he noticed something was missing. There was no key around her neck.

"Well done, slave," Tara said. "You deserve your real present now. Go to the kitchen. Top drawer next to the fridge. You won't want to waste a moment. Hurry."

Zane did hurry, almost running as fast as the uncomfortable strain of his erect cock in its cage allowed. He rushed to the kitchen and found an envelope in the drawer Tara had mentioned. He ripped it open and pulled out another note inside, again with his girlfriend's delicate handwriting sprawled across it.

"I didn't forget about your present," it read. "Look inside - you can have your release. And as a special reward for being so good, you get another gift: a fucktoy (AKA me!) Unwrap me as much or as little as you want. Christmas came early. Make sure you don't too xxx"

Zane looked inside the envelope and saw the glint of silver. He picked it up and examined his key, shocked that this was the first time he had ever held it and slightly frightened that it was a ploy by Tara to torment him further. Surely she couldn't give up her control over his orgasm this easily, he wondered.

So he returned to her, heart racing, and held the key out in his palm.

"Is this for real?" he asked.

Tara nodded from her position bound on the bed.

"I can unlock myself?"

Tara smiled and nodded again. She watched as Zane tentatively began to undress. His caged cock throbbed. He couldn't believe that he was finally going to fuck her after so long without feeling the tightness and warmth of her pussy around him.

Once naked, he slowly went to unlock himself. He kept looking over at Tara, expecting her to shout an order at any moment. But she didn't interrupt. She let him remove the lock and take off the cage.

"Fuck me," was all she said as his cock was released, immediately fully hard.

Zane didn't need to be told twice. He pulled her around so that her legs were hanging off the bed. Despite his desperation to begin with no delay, he realised that her bonds would make access an issue. So he fiddled with the ribbon, untying the knots at her knees and ankles so that her legs were freed and he could open them up and lean over and push into her in a moment that caused them both to moan from the immediate pleasure.

Tara's wet pussy allowed him to slide in deep and fast. Zane's hard cock filled her perfectly as he slid in and out, feeling an unbearable pleasure that he had missed after weeks of its absence.

Tara had missed it too. No dildo could replace the feeling of a real, warm, hard cock inside her. So she parted her legs further and welcomed him deeper inside, loving how his desperation was bringing her pleasure to an extreme.

Her hands clasped together, still bound securely across her chest. Zane noticed how she struggled as the intensity grew and grew. He slowed down and found which knot to untie so that her hands, still tied together at the wrists, were released from her body and she could stretch them out above her head.

Seeing potential for a change of pace, Zane reluctantly pulled out then turned Tara onto her front. He knew she loved being fucked from behind, so that's exactly what he did.

He squeezed her ass then grabbed her waist and fucked her, not holding back. Tara moaned, loving his passion and deep desire she had caused by allowing him to be unlocked. She grasped at the bedsheets as she shuddered with pleasure. She was cumming again, almost to her surprise. The feeling of Zane's cock was taking her over the edge with every thrust and she could only accept the pleasure of climax. Being fucked caused such a different feeling as she orgasmed, and it was so intense that she felt her legs shaking and pussy clenching around her boyfriend's cock.

"Fuck, Zane, hold on a moment," Tara moaned, almost out of breath.

Zane continued fucking. Either he didn't hear or he was too consumed by pleasure.

"Slave, stop!" Tara shouted this time, causing him to pull out and stand back, panting. His cock throbbed, leaking precum. "You are still my slave, don't forget that."

"No, mistress. I didn't, mistress. Sorry."

"That's okay...I still want to give you your full present, but I have an extra little idea."

Tara turned onto her back again and shifted around so that her head was almost hanging off the side of the bed, facing Zane. The ribbons by this point had loosened. Although her hands were still tied, the red strips hung loosely off her body and exposed her bare tits.

"Fuck my face," she said, commandingly. "And you may cum."

Tara opened her mouth. Zane stepped forward. Slowly, he brought his cock to her waiting lips. She kissed it then welcomed it inside as he pushed forward.

Zane groaned as Tara swirled her tongue around the head of his cock. It filled her mouth as he slowly fucked her. With the added sensation of her suctioning mouth, it was enough to make his knees tremble. After all their sex leading up to this point, Zane soon felt the surge of orgasm approaching.

He saw Tara's tits lying bare and exposed and wobbling as he thrust faster and harder. He took them in his hands, squeezing and pulling, prompting a groan from Tara in response to the new sensation.

Drooled dribbled from her mouth as Zane found himself on the edge. Tara could sense it in the way he slowed down, drawing every bit of pleasure from every inch of his shaft as it entered and withdrew from her mouth. She sucked tighter, keeping him there. Zane almost stopped completely. He was too focused on the pleasure that erupted out of him to fuck her any more. His cock pulsed. Tara's tight mouth and teasing tongue was enough to bring it over the edge. It released its warm load inside her with bursts of undulating satisfaction, the result of weeks of denial. It almost overflowed and spilled from between Tara's lips, but she kept them pursed tight around Zane's cock and continued to suck until every drop had been drained from his previously full and heavy balls.

As his cock finally stopped twitching and the final drop of pleasure had been drawn out of him, Zane pulled out reluctantly, already missing the tight warmth of her mouth. He lay down on the bed beside his girlfriend, exhausted and feeling utterly depleted. His Christmas present had been more amazing than expected, and now he was happy to relax in the glow of his orgasm.

But Tara had other plans. She rolled over and got up to straddle him. Zane welcomed the feel of her body on his. Only a few curls of ribbon encircled her body and she was now mostly naked. Even the knot around her wrists had been worked loose and freed her hands. She grinned, her lips still shut tight. But a bead of drool escaped to drip from her mouth and onto her tits. It was pearly white with cum.

Tara leaned over to kiss Zane. He received her warm lips eagerly, not realising that his load still remained inside her mouth. She pressed her lips into his. She put her hands on either side of his head, holding him in place. When Zane realised what she was doing, it was too late. Tara fed him back his cum, letting it pool from her mouth to his. She made sure none was lost in the exchange. Zane simply accepted it. He tasted the warm salty liquid. More and more seemed to come, until he felt it filling his mouth almost to the point of spilling out. And when Tara finally released her lips from his, she held his jaw clamped shut.

"Swallow it, slave," she commanded. "Another present for you. Swallow and savour the results of your pleasure. Do it."

Zane swallowed. It took three big gulps to clear it all. And despite the unpleasantness of it, Tara's smile as she watched him made it all worth it. Anything she asked he would do obediently and eagerly. It was all for her.

"Merry Christmas, slave," she beamed. "I hope you enjoyed your presents...all of your presents."

"Yes, thank you, mistress."

"Go put your cage on."

Tara pushed herself off him and let him fetch the cage and put it on. Then she found the key and locked him, putting his cock once again under her control.

"You've enough control of your pleasure," she said. "Time for you to be denied again. I wonder how long this time..."

"However long you say, mistress."

"Quite right, slave. Now, I think we should shower. Then you can make sure we're all packed for our trip to my parents. And make sure you're thorough about it. Let's say that for every item that you forget to pack, that's one week in chastity on top of however long I'm already planning. Sound good?"

"Yes, mistress."

Tara and Zane went off for a shower, relieved from both of their special releases and excited for the upcoming festivities. Neither of them knew what exactly would be in store for their kinky relationship in the new year, not even Tara. She was sure it would be filled with pleasure and satisfaction for herself, but perhaps not so much for Zane. In fact, she was already trying to think of how long would be reasonable to keep him locked up. Another month? Three? Or even the whole year!


5. Weekend with the Mistresses: The Couples' Competition

"Are you all packed yet?" Tara sat watching TV as her boyfriend, and chastity slave, rushed around her gathering items together.

"Nearly!" Zane said, panting. Five minutes later he crashed down on the couch beside her, having crammed everything they needed for a long weekend away into their travel bags. "I hope the holiday will be less stressful than this."

"I can't make any promises about your experiences," Tara giggled, poking his ribs. "Alice has a lot she wants to do. We'd both better just go along with it."

"I don't suppose there'll be much time for hiking then?"

"Probably not."

"Right. So what do you know about her boyfriend? He must be quite...open about things."

Tara smirked. "Let's just say that Alice has been with at least a dozen guys in the few months since I trained her. Todd just happens to be the first one she hasn't scared off."

"Ah. I'm not sure what to make of that."

"Well, either he's just as crazy as she is, or he's desperately submissive, a good boy like you."

"Right..."

"And a good boy like you will go make me a coffee before we hit the road, won't he?"

"Yes, mistress." Zane got up obligingly and headed to the kitchen.

"While you do that I'll ready the razor. We have just enough time to get you nicely groomed before we leave!"

*****

Once the grooming had all been done, Zane and Tara drove out of the city and into the mountains where, nestled in the foothills amongst a pine forest, was the secluded cabin they had booked for the weekend. A car was already parked on the driveway outside, and as soon as Tara stepped out of the car Alice came bounding out from the front door to give her friend a massive hug.

"I'm so excited!" she screamed as the two women embraced and spun around. "You won't believe how busy this semester has been."

"I remember what it was like!" Tara laughed. "We all deserve a break."

Alice's boyfriend followed her out. The petite brunette introduced him, craning her neck to look up almost comically. Todd stood around six foot and so towered over her, but even so he willingly accepted her commands to bring the bags out of the car and show Zane around while the women caught up.

Zane and Todd got to know each other once they got past the awkward small talk, made all the more awkward by neither of them addressing the true nature of their relationships with their girlfriends or the main reason for coming on the trip. Todd revealed that he had shared a lot of the same classes as Alice, but it had taken most of the year for them to finally go on a date. As he told it, things quickly progressed from there. Zane noticed how he spoke about her with so much adoration. He also had to hide a smile when he noticed the all too familiar sight of a firm bulge in Todd's crotch.

The two couples spent the remainder of the day playing board games, almost half heartedly as if they were desperate for the evening to come. When it did, pizza was ordered, eaten, and a lot of wine was drunk. Tara and Zane kept sharing glances, as if each was waiting for the other to make a suggestion and change the events of the evening. But it was Alice who finally declared: "Strip poker! Let's play strip poker!"

Tara nodded, slightly surprised that Alice hadn't opted for an even naughtier option. "Let's do it!"

The four sat around a low coffee table, the couples sitting across from one another. Todd shuffled the cards and dealt the first hand.

"Fold," Tara said almost immediately.

"You can't fold in strip poker!" Alice almost screamed, before laughing and sipping her wine.

"Fuck."

"Are those the rules?" Zane asked.

"Yes, there’s no betting," Todd replied.

"Exactly," Alice said. "Show your hands!"

They all looked at each others' cards, trying to work out the outcome.

"Pair, pair, I got full house," Todd muttered. "Oh, um, Alice..."

"What?"

"You've only got ten high. Sorry..."

Alice looked at all the cards again. "Eurgh. It's rigged I tell you, rigged! But fine, hold on."

She whipped off her top, revealing a red bra underneath. Zane tried not to look at her large breasts, especially when he saw Tara looking at him expectedly.

"Next round," she said. "Come on. We don't need to make a big fuss about every bit of clothing."

The cards were collected, shuffled, and dealt again. This time, Todd lost. He opted to take his shirt off, perhaps out of solidarity with his girlfriend.

"We can't be the only couple getting naked," Alice complained, her breasts rising and falling as she sighed. "Let's keep going, I want everyone to get in their birthday suits!"

Unfortunately for her, she lost the next hand as well. She took her jeans off and sat looking annoyed in only her underwear and socks.

Zane was next to lose. He happily took the opportunity to distract himself from the attractive sight of Alice next to him by taking off his shirt. He then quickly lost the hand after, and once he stripped down to his underwear he became aware of the fact that the bulge of his cage was visible to Todd and Alice.

"There we go," Alice smirked. "We're almost there."

"I'm nowhere near!" Tara had been sitting fully dressed, eager to participate in the game and draw her boyfriend's attention to her.

"You'll get your turn eventually. Go on, Todd. Next hand."

The game progressed. Todd, Zane and Alice were soon all in their underwear by the time Tara got her first loss.

"My time to shine," she said, pulling off her jumper and showing, to some shocked faces, that she was braless underneath. "What?"

"Tara, you cheeky minx!" Alice squealed, excited by the development. "You know you've just given yourself a disadvantage, right?"

"So what? It's more fun!" Tara grinned at Zane, who was staring at her perky tits. She noticed Todd too. It was his turn now to keep his gaze centred on his girlfriend.

Fortunately for him, that was made easier when Alice lost the next round and eagerly took off her bra, joining her friend in going bare-chested.

Next, after stealing a cursory glance at the large pair of tits to his left, Zane's three of a kind lost to a lucky round for the rest of the group, and he had finally come to the part that he was most anticipating.

"Oooh," Alice gasped.

Tara looked at him and nodded, as if giving permission to reveal himself. Slowly, Zane removed his underwear. His caged cock was in full view of the room. He tried not to think too much about it as Alice restrained herself from commenting and Tara smiled reassuringly.

"Is that the end?" the blonde asked. "He's naked so he loses, right?"

"Oh," Alice wondered. "Maybe not. Let's keep going!" Last one standing gets to decide what happens next!"

They continued playing while Zane sat out. Alice lost and had to take her stringy underwear off, revealing her freshly-shaven pink pussy. The sight was too much for Zane, who couldn't stop his cock swelling as he tried to look away. When Todd lost next, it turned out that he too had become excited from the game. With less hesitation than Zane, he pulled his underwear down and showed off his cage. It was smaller than Zane's, protruding out by no more than an inch or two, and fully enclosed, reducing his cock to a small nub. But it nevertheless twitched as he failed to control the throbbing attempts at an erection.

"Well, looks like the winner is the one with her panties still on," Alice said.

"Looks like it!" Tara beamed, secretly thrilled at having won. "So what happens next?"

"We drink more, and you decide on the next game."

"Hmm, I don't know..."

"There's this empty bottle?"

Tara grinned and she decided on a game.

"Truth or dare," she said. "Without the truth part. We go around the circle and spin the bottle. Whoever it lands on gets given a dare."

The four agreed to the rules and Tara opted to go first. She spun the empty wine bottle on the centre of the coffee table and it landed on Zane.

"That's an easy one," she smiled. "Give me a kiss!"

Zane leaned across the table and gave her a tame peck on the lips, feeling under pressure from the audience.

"You're so boring," Alice joked. "Me next." Her spin landed on Tara. "Give me a kiss too. A longer one."

The two women kissed, fully aware that Zane and Todd were watching with wide open eyes. The kiss lasted much longer than the previous one, and it took a moment for Tara to finally stop and pull away.

Zane was up next, and he was relieved to see the bottle point to Tara. "Time to join us," he said, grinning to his girlfriend. "Take your underwear off."

"I suppose I’ve got off lightly so far," she said, standing up in order to pull her skimpy panties down. "There you go."

She blushed as the other three took a moment to admire her pussy. She sat down and tried to resist hiding herself by crossing her legs.

"Play with your tits," Todd gave his dare to Alice for his turn. She smiled and obliged him. She fondled her breasts, pinched her nipples and pulled lightly. She let out a soft whimper and enjoyed making a show of it.

"I think that's enough, Alice," Tara laughed.

"Oh, right, sorry."

"Okay, me next." Tara spun the bottle and smirked when it landed on Alice. "Actually, Alice, why don't you enjoy yourself even more. Masturbate. As much as you want."

"More than happy to!"

Alice fingered herself, moaning as she enjoyed herself rubbing her clit. And as she became more and more enraptured, she used her free hand to spin the bottle.

"Mmm, Todd, good. Come here. Eat me out. Now."

Her boyfriend and slave obediently came over to her. Zane and Tara looked at each other, unsure whether this was still part of the game.

"Spin it," Tara whispered to him.

While Alice moaned, with Todd kneeling down between her legs, Zane obediently spun the bottle. Tara nudged it so that it pointed directly at her.

"I dare you...to spank yourself," Zane said, hesitantly. "Five times. On your ass."

Tara raised an eyebrow and moved around onto her hands and knees. She pointed her ass towards Zane. He looked longingly at her pussy. Then she slapped her ass. Each time she went harder, making herself grunt but enjoying it nonetheless. Once the five were done, she was almost desperate for more.

"That looked fun," Alice moaned, having been paying attention to the rest of the game unfold. "Your turn, mmm, Todd."

Todd felt behind him for the bottle and spun it blindly.

"Mmm, it's on me, slave," Alice said. "Dare me something."

Todd withdrew from her crotch for a moment just to say "I dare you to cum". Then he returned, making Alice writhe in her seat as she allowed herself to come close to climax.

"Mmm, fuck, keep going, slave. Keep going. Fuuuuuuck. Yes. Fuuuuuuck. Mmmmm."

Zane was forced to watch and endure the torment of his raging cage erection as the gorgeous brunette orgasmed with her slave licking her out. Tara was also finding it too much. She rushed off briefly, returning as Alice finally let Todd stop.

"Someone's gonna fuck me, right now," the blonde said. She spun the bottle and showed off the item she had brought with her: a strap-on. "Oh."

Todd had moved back to his seat, allowing the bottle to land unambiguously on Alice.

"Fuck yes!" she exclaimed, regaining a burst of energy. "Gimme it."

Tara got up and gave over the sex toy. She leaned over her chair, her hands steadying herself. "Fuck me, Alice."

Todd and Zane could do nothing but watch as Alice strapped the dildo around her waist so it protruded out in front of her. She spat on it, lubing it up, and gently pushed inside Tara who moaned and rubbed her clit.

"Fuck, Alice, fuck me harder."

Alice was keen to bring her friend to climax after having her own. She gave attention in a way that was both gentle and tough, fucking as if she was experienced using a strap-on like this. Todd shifted uncomfortably, all too familiar with being in the position Tara was in now. Both he and Zane had throbbing erections, stifled by their cages.

Alice pulled on Tara's hair and spanked her ass. Tara only moaned louder. Every thrust inside was pure pleasure. And every moment built upon the next and brought her to a climax that had her yells echoing throughout the cabin.

"That was so good," she panted. "So fucking good."

"Mmm, I know,"  Alice smirked. "We've both had some fun tonight, I guess there's no need to play more of this game."

"Maybe not, but there's plenty more we can do." Tara whispered in Alice's ear and they both giggled.

Alice then went to move two chairs into the centre of the room and the two men were instructed to sit down.

Tara rushed to another room and returned with a handful of bondage gear. The two dominatrixes then set to work binding their respective slaves to the chairs. Zane felt his legs being tied beneath him, then his wrists bound to the arms of the chair.

"Alice, did you bring any gags with you?" Tara asked as she finished tightening the knots.

"Of course, honey!" Alice produced a matching pair of black ball gags from one of the satchels she had already hidden in the lounge. She put one in Todd's mouth, who didn't put up any resistance, and tossed the other to Tara who did the same with Zane.

"All secure?" she asked.

"Mmmhmm," he answered, nodding.

"Good. Alice, do you think it's about time these cocks got released from their eternal bondage?"

"I think it might be. My keys are right here as usual." Like Tara, Alice kept the chastity key on a chain around her neck. Both women went to their slaves and unlocked their cages, releasing the two cocks that had been waiting to spring out. Zane felt a sense of relief as his erection could finally grow to its full length. Tara grinned, seeing it so hard, and she felt a sense of pride at how girthy it was compared to Todd's.

"Alice, let's have a quick talk, shall we? We need to decide what these two are going to get next."

"Of course, we'll be back soon guys!"

*****

Zane remained tied naked to the chair, his hard cock standing upright from anticipation. The other man, Todd, was in the same position opposite him. His own member also ready for whatever would happen next.

When the two women walked in, however, both men turned all their attention to them. Because, being completely naked and striding confidently over, the sight of the beautiful dominatrixes could not be ignored.

"I hope you two are ready for what we have planned," Tara said, an air of excitement evident in her voice.

"I know I can't wait!" Alice squealed.

"Why don't you tell them?"

"Sure?"

"Of course, it was your idea!"

"Okay!" Alice circled her slave, running her hands through his hair. "We've decided to have a little competition. A blowjob competition, if you will. Sound fun?"

Both men nodded cautiously, moaning into their matching gags.

"We agreed that you've both been such good chastity slaves for us, and we think a reward is justified. But...it shouldn't just be given to you. And neither are we so benevolent to give it to both of you." Alice giggled excitedly and Tara took over.

"Basically, we're gonna suck your dicks. You're allowed to cum, and whoever busts their nut first is the winner. Understood?"

Again the men were unsure.

"As soon as one of you cums, the others' blowjob stops. That's it. So one of you will cum while the other will be denied."

"I hope you win baby," Alice said, caressing Todd's cheek.

"So it's a competition to see who's better at sucking dick, me or Alice, and which one of you is most desperate to cum. Everyone ready?"

Zane looked up at Tara and she smirked back.

"I think we should start with a minute of teasing, without touching any cock yet. To make sure you're both ready."

"Let's do this thing," Alice answered, immediately moving to straddle her bound slave.

Tara took a different approach. She lent in and whispered in Zane's ear: "You excited for me to suck your cock, honey?"

"Mmm," he nodded.

"Are you excited to empty your load into my warm mouth?"

"Mmm." Zane's cock throbbed even harder, feeling as if it could burst without any physical stimulation.

"Good, because I want to taste your cum. I want to swallow it all. So you'd better win this fucking competition for me, otherwise you're gonna be punished so fucking badly. Understood?"

"Mmm," Zane nodded again, looking into his girlfriend's eyes which were staring intensely down at him. She lightly ran her nails over his thighs and up over his chest, tweaking his nipples and sending a jolt of excitement through him.

"You need to show me how fucking badly you want to cum," she whispered, biting gently at his earlobe. "It's up to you to win this thing. Because I'm gonna give you the best fucking blowjob you've ever had. Don't you dare let my apprentice and her inexperienced sub you show me up."

"Ready?" Alice asked, interrupting.

"I was born ready." Tara looked at her slave and whispered one final instruction into his ear: "Cum for me."

Zane shivered, almost expecting her words to trigger an orgasm. He watched Tara kneel before him, her mouth inches away from his cock. She looked up and smiled.

"Three," she said.

"Two," Alice followed.

"One-uh."

Tara plummeted her head down over Zane's cock, immediately enveloping it in her warm, tight mouth. He moaned, his hips bucked. She sucked him hard and made his whole body squirm as the pleasure took hold of him. He couldn't believe this was happening, after so long locked up. Drool streamed down his face and over his chest and he looked with awe at Tara fiercely bobbing her head up and down over him. He knew how much she wanted to win, she had made that more than clear, and Zane tried his best to relax and allow his cock to release the load that seemed to close.

But he couldn't help but look across from him, at the other slave receiving another blowjob from a mistress who was also doing everything she could to win. Alice's ass looked so good from Zane's view behind her, and he found himself staring admiringly as it clenched and unclenched and bounced up and down as her entire body seemed to move with the motions of her blowjob. Zane noticed too that she was able to deepthroat her slave completely, making Todd writhe in his bonds as she sucked every inch of him down to the base of his cock.

Zane tried to look away and focus instead on the immense pleasure Tara was giving him as she sucked tightly and her tongue flicked against his sensitive spot. But then he noticed the look on Todd's face. With his mouth ajar and eyes screwed shut it was unmistakable: he was close to climax.

Zane tried to thrust his hips as best as he could, but his attempts to drive himself to the edge fell out of sync with Tara's rhythm. It was frustrating, though he was slowly getting closer. He could feel the heat inside him, the sensation of cum ready to burst out.

But not before a telltale groan from Todd signalled it was too late. Alice moaned as he thrust and released his load into her. Zane watched in horror, hoping that Tara would still be able to make it before Todd was finished. The blonde kept sucking, but Zane's panic was too much. He could feel his orgasm so tantalisingly close and he moaned as if pleading for Tara to finish the job just as Alice turned around and pulled her off.

"Mmmmmmmppphhmm," Zane anguished, feeling his cock throb in the open air, still so close to climax.

"Wait, you really won?" Tara asked her former apprentice, a note of disappointment clear in her voice.

As proof, Alice opened her mouth and showed her the white load that she had held off from swallowing.

"Fuck, Alice, well done, I guess. I was really looking forward to tasting some of that..."

Alice smiled as if knowing what she wanted. She leaned forward and kissed Tara, who eagerly accepted. As the two took a moment to make out, their jaws working together, they shared the winner's cum between them.

Zane watched, transfixed, as his girlfriend made out with her friend and swallowed another guy's cum. The intensity of the moment, he soon realised, was becoming too much. His cock had been floating at the edge of climax all that time, and Zane's eagerness had him clenching his kegel muscles almost absentmindedly as he watched the naked women. So it was almost a surprise when the sensation of orgasm did not subside. Instead it grew stronger, just enough to send a spurt of cum dribbling out of his cock without the complete fulfilling release he desired.

Tara had turned to see it happen just as she swallowed the remaining drops of cum Alice had given her. She laughed at her slave's ruined orgasm. His balls may have been partially emptied, but there was no pleasure or satisfaction to his release. In fact, his cock seemed to throb all the more hard in response to being so close to a real climax.

"Fuck, slave," Tara shook her head. "You really fucked up. You only had permission to cum if you won the competition. Now you've broken that rule and you lost us the contest! I don't know how I'm going to find a suitable punishment for you."

"Knowing you, I'm sure you'll have more fun dishing out the punishment that he would have  had if he won the competition," Alice said, sitting back and looking at the two exhausted slaves.

"Maybe," murmured Tara. "I still wish I won. I might have to reconsider the forfeit now..."

Zane looked quizzically at his girlfriend. "What forfeit?" he thought. She only rolled her eyes at him abjectly.

Alice smirked. "Oh don't think you're getting away with it that easily. It was your idea, after all."

Tara huffed. "Fine..."

"Besides, I think everyone here is too exhausted." She looked particularly at Todd, who was slumped in his chair and visibly drained of energy, his cock hanging limp. "Maybe we can leave the forfeit till tomorrow?"

"That sounds fair."

"It'll give you time to sort out your slave. Give him any punishments while you can."

Tara nodded. "Okay. Let's call it a night then."

"Sure, I'll just fetch his cage then we'll get ready for bed."

*****

It took some time for Zane's cock to soften enough to fit back inside it's cage, unlike Todd’s. Eventually Tara managed it, and once he was untied and ungagged both couples readied themselves for bed. Zane was almost unconscious as soon as his head hit the pillow, but he stayed up waiting for Tara who had gone to talk with Alice. She returned, looking innocent in her pyjamas, and slipped under the sheets beside him.

"What's this about a forfeit?" Zane asked the question that had been on his mind.

"Nothing for you to worry about, slave." Tara turned onto her side and let him spoon her. "At least, not until tomorrow."

Zane's caged cock nestled between her ass cheeks, aching from the torture it had endured. "What about my punishment?"

"Hmm?" Tara had almost fallen asleep. "Oh, I'll let you off this time. Your punishment can be those blue balls of yours. You’ll be suffering plenty tomorrow, I’m sure. Good night, slave."

"Good night, mistress."


6. Bound to her Control: A Frenzied Forfeit

Zane awoke to find the bed empty next to him. He wondered to himself, where was Tara? His girlfriend enjoyed lie-ins more than he did, especially after a few drinks. So why was she awake and out of bed so early?

He could have stayed under the covers longer. But his curiosity, and the ache caused by his chastity cage, had him eager to get out and have a look around.

The cabin was quiet. His feet padded against the hardwood floor as he went to explore. Ryan and Alice, the other couple on this kinky weekend getaway with them, had their room upstairs while Zane's was just down the hall from the kitchen and lounge. There was no one about so he poured himself a glass of water and dropped into one of the large armchairs in the lounge. The very one over which his girlfriend had got off with the help of Alice and a strap-on.

As he watched outside the window the view of the world waking up, he thought he heard grunting and moaning coming from upstairs. Ryan and Alice must be having some fun. Or certainly the small brunette was. He tried not to think too hard about it, instead thinking where Tara could possibly have got to. Perhaps out for a walk. It was a beautiful day, after all. It might be just the right cure for any hangover she was suffering from.

The noises thankfully died down and Zane heard someone coming down the stairs, followed by another, someone with heavier, clumsier steps. He turned around to see them come in, and he almost fell out of his chair with shock.

"Good morning, slave," Alice greeted him, looking stunning clad head to toe in dominatrix gear: black leather boots, a skirt, and a tight corset that accentuated her amazing tits. She tugged on a leash that she was holding. "Say hello to my new pet."

From behind her legs crawled Tara. Zane stood up in shock as he saw his girlfriend on her hands and knees, led by a leash attached to a black collar around her neck. Her tits hung beneath her, each nipple clamped with a chain running between them. And lower down, around her waist and crotch, she wore a shiny metal chastity belt that completely covered her pussy and ass. She stopped obediently by Alice's side and kneeled, then looked up at Zane with her pretty eyes. They had to communicate a lot - she seemed to say it was okay, she was happy to submit - because her mouth was firmly secured by a dildo gag.

"This is my new unicorn," Alice presented, gesturing to the silicone shaft that pointed out from Tara's mouth.

"What's going on?!" Zane exclaimed, wondering if he should go over to check on his girlfriend. But she looked at him quite contentedly.

"This, slave, is the forfeit," Alice beamed. "Because you and your mistress lost our little competition yesterday, you are both mine for the day. Understood?"

"Mmm," Tara nodded, prompting Zane to reluctantly do the same.

"I guess so..." he said.

"Excuse me, slave?"

"Yes...mistress!" he corrected himself.

"Good. Now then, I sent Ryan out for some shopping so we should take a moment to acquaint ourselves with our new dynamic. Both of you, come here. Kneel."

Alice led Tara to the centre of the lounge and Zane followed, kneeling in front of his girlfriend. When he was commanded to strip, he did obligingly. Left with just his chastity cage, he realised that the key no longer hung from around Tara's neck.

"Oh yeah, are you wondering where this went?" Alice showed off the key. It had been added to her now small collection, sitting next to Ryan's between the mounds of her breasts. "Don't worry, it's only a temporary exchange of ownership. I may not even have a chance to use it. All depends on how lucky you are today."

"Yes, mistress."

"So, what should we do with you two lovebirds? What do you do when you're alone together? Kiss?" Alice smirked, looking down at her two slaves. "Go on, Zane. Kiss your girlfriend's big cock."

Zane pressed his lips against the tip of the dildo that had only been a foot in front of him.

"More than that," Alice ordered. "Show your girlfriend some love. Suck it like you'd want her to suck your caged little thing. Mmm, yeah that's it."

Zane sucked, aware of Tara's face watching from only a couple of inches away. It was bemusing, at first, but then he noticed her starting to squirm and gently moan.

"Keep going," Alice said. "Treat her as well as she treated you yesterday. Maybe you'll have more luck making her cum."

Tara was visibly trembling now. She tried running her thighs together. Her hands clenched into fists, unsure of what to do. Her hips gyrated and Zane sucked her dildo gag harder, feeling as if his blowjob was turning her on. He was beginning to drool, and so was she. And as he tried to go deeper, almost deepthroating the fake cock in an attempt to please Tara and their new mistress, his cock swelled in its cage.

"Enough," Alice commanded, separating the two slaves. "You're both having more fun than I imagined."

Zane noticed Alice fiddle with a smart watch she was wearing on her wrist. Tara moaned, her hips still bucking. Her face was visibly pained out of sheer frustration.

"Poor slave," Alice laughed. "That was a good performance, Zane. You almost made her cum! Shame I decided to stop the show."

Zane looked at her quizzically.

"I suppose I should let you know how I've been having fun with your girlfriend this morning. See, I've always wanted to put a woman in chastity, just to see what it's like to control the female orgasm. But I needed some easy way to control her, so..." Alice tapped her watch and Tara almost dropped to the floor out of sheer pleasure. "Remote control vibrators really are a lot of fun. Shame she won't be experiencing their full potential right now."

Alice turned the vibrator off again. Tara grunted, having been close to the edge of climax.

"What this unicorn can be doing now, is using that horn to do some good." Alice sat down on an armchair and hiked up her skirt. She was pantieless underneath, and Zane couldn't take his eyes off the vagina he had seen get licked out the previous night. "You can kneel and watch, boy, while your girlfriend fucks me. Come on, slave. Come here."

Tara crawled over between the dominatrix's legs. The dildo was covered by Zane's saliva, almost dripping with it, so it went in easily as Alice guided her slave into her cunt.

"Mmm, yeah, fuck me with your face," she moaned, pulling Tara's hair while spreading her own legs even wider.

The blonde found it quite awkward to stimulate the thrusting of hips with the back and forth motion of her head. But what difficulty there was soon gave way as she found a rhythm with the movements of her neck and she slid the dildo smoothly in and out, in and out, deep enough that her nose would almost come to rest against the folds of Alice's opening.

The brunette sunk deeper into the cushion of the chair as she felt the stirrings of an intense orgasm rising from deep within her body. Her toes curled and she let out an involuntary whimper as the first shockwave took her by surprise. Her legs instinctively clenched, wrapping around behind Tara's head. The boots overlapped, acting like a black leather vice. Tara had her face buried deep, and yet she still found the freedom to move in and out enough to make her mistress cum hard, her pussy dripping, her chest turning red as she panted heavily.

When Alice finally relaxed, her feet falling to the floor with a click from the hard heels, Tara rested, the dildo still fully buried inside, and breathed deeply through her nose.

Zane watched a string of saliva fall slowly from his girlfriend's mouth. His cock strained, desperate. It wanted to be involved in the pleasure that he had just witnessed.

Tara pulled out as Alice sat up slowly. The gag was shining with her juices.

"Such a wonderful unicorn," Alice gasped, feeling the heat radiating from her chest. "You really are quite magical, you really did make me feel amazing. How are you feeling? Ready for more fun?"

Tara winced as the vibrator hidden inside her buzzed gently, just enough to prompt a slight sensation of arousal. "Mmhmmph," she nodded, then grunted and fell onto her hands and knees when Alice's foot came up and tugged at the chain connecting her nipple clamps.

"Oops, sorry slave. Although now you're down there maybe you can stay for a moment, just so you can help spread the magic." Alice stood up and ordered Zane to come over on all fours. She positioned him in front of Tara and had the blonde's dildo gag line up with his exposed ass. "There. Now, you stay still, slave, while this unicorn shows you what she can do with that horn of hers. It's all nicely lubricated now too. Go on, you know what to do."

She kicked Tara, forcing her closer to Zane's behind. The two slaves braced themselves. Tara reluctantly toyed with her boyfriend, teasing him with the tip of the dildo and trying to make sure he was relaxed before what was to come next. Fortunately she knew he enjoyed this, and that was confirmed by his audible moan of pleasure as she slowly sank the length of her dildo inside him.

His cock was rock hard, or at least as much as it could be within its metal enclosure. Tara pushed steadily all the way in until her face was almost buried between his cheeks. Then just as slowly she pulled back. Just as she had done with Alice, she gently fucked using her neck to push back and forth. Zane trembled on his hands and knees, the sensation overwhelming. His mouth was agape.

He saw Alice sit in the seat in front of him and stick her boots out in front of his face.

"Lick them clean, slave," she commanded, grinning as he immediately went to kiss and lick her leather-clad feet. As he continued to get fucked in the ass, Zane found himself craving the touch of the smooth leather on his lips. The subservience he felt was driving him wild. The image of Alice looking down at him made him want to remain forever on his knees for her, and the sight of her pussy under her skirt was still visible from his position and he realised his caged cock was dripping precum.

Behind him, Tara was in a world of her own. The motions of her head had become almost automatic. All her attention was instead on her yearning pussy. The vibrator had been gradually building in power as she fucked Zane's ass faster and faster. It was almost enough, she thought, to make her cum. If only it pushed up a notch or two. Her whole body was shaking, moving forward and back like a pendulum as the dildo went in and out. But she couldn't go any faster. And Alice was well aware of the intensity of the vibrator. She didn't allow it to increase any further. Instead, she tapped her watch and let it steadily die down.

Tara felt the inevitable decrease in power as the vibrator died down to a dull drone. As her arousal dropped from the plateau it had spent the last few minutes on, she realised her body was now aching from the repetitive exertion and she too felt her energy ebb and wane until she could hardly keep up even a slow movement of her head.

Alice recognised this and commanded her to stop. Zane, who had been sucking on the stiletto heels of the boots, groaned as the dildo pulled out and he was left empty, his mouth dripping saliva and his cock dripping precum.

"Someone's a little excited in their cage," Alice teased. "That's what a good unicorn can do to you!"

She stood up and commanded the two slaves onto their knees. They both looked at her, exhausted but horny and waiting for the next instruction.

Alice reached down to tug on Tara's nipple clamps. She pulled hard until they popped off, making Tara yell into her gag. Alice laughed. "Don't worry, slave. I'm sure you'll enjoy what happens next even more. Ryan will be back soon, and when he's here to help me set up you'll both be in for a treat."

*****

Half an hour later, Zane stood with his hands stretched up over his head. His wrists were cuffed and thick rope tied them to one of the wooden support beams that ran across the ceiling of the cabin. His legs were bound apart by the spreader bar cuffed to his ankles. And a few feet in front of him, Tara was in the exact same position staring back at him.

They both still wore their chastity devices. Zane, despite being desperate for release, was quite used to the cage, but he wondered how comfortable the metal belt around Tara's hips and crotch could be.

"I fancy playing with a cock today," Alice said as she entered the room with Ryan, naked, closely following her. "But my pet got to cum yesterday and he certainly doesn't deserve to be let out again so soon. Tara, sweety, do you mind if I play with your boyfriend for a while? I promise I won't make him cum..."

Tara rolled her eyes and grunted, still wearing the cock gag. "Hmpph." While she had agreed for herself and Zane to be Alice's slaves as part of the forfeit, her ex-apprentice was starting to draw things out. Tara had thought she'd be back in control by now. And while she had agreed to give the key to Zane's cage over to Alice, she wasn't sure what she felt about her friend playing with his cock without Tara's supervision.

"Do you want to be let out, slave?" Alice asked Zane, showing off the key in her hand.

He looked at it desperately and, despite feeling a glare of annoyance from Tara, he replied, "Yes, mistress."

"Well, I think you've been good. So I'll let you out for a breather."

Alice stood close to Zane and unlocked his cock. His girlfriend was naked in front of him, but his attention was on the corseted cleavage that grazed his torso and the brunette hair that gently tickled him as Alice fiddled with the cage and took it off.

"Wow," she gasped. "Very impressive as always." She gripped the shaft lightly, feeling it grow in her hands. Freedom and the cool touch of her fingers wrapped around him was enough to make Zane rock hard.

"Mmm, I wonder how you compare to Ryan? What do you think, Tara? Should I unlock you so we can compare how they feel inside us?"

"Mmmmm." Tara scowled, secretly wanting to be fucked by Zane. Although the suggestion did have her glance curiously at Ryan and consider his caged cock.

"Actually, I know something better to do with you." Alice tapped her watch and laughed as Tara's body seized up, the vibrator inside her suddenly turning on at a high power. "Ryan, do as I asked now."

Alice's boyfriend had been patiently waiting and had clearly been told before what she wanted him to do. He approached Tara with some materials in his hand. He wrapped a thick black cloth around her eyes, tying it off at the back of her head. She was too busy embracing the pleasure to put up a fight. Then he took out a pair of headphones and put them on over her ears.

"They're noise cancelling," Alice grinned at Zane. "I've already connected them to one of my favourite porn compilation videos."

Zane gulped, suddenly feeling very vulnerable now that his girlfriend could not see or hear anything else in the room.

Alice suddenly shouted: "Tara, you're allowed to cum as much as you want!"

There was no response from the bound blonde, only the repeated steady gyration of her hips as the vibrator continued to buzz inside her and she tried to grind her hips against thin air.

"I suppose I can do whatever I want with you now," Alice said to Zane, circling him and drawing her nails across his torso. "Ryan, go upstairs and read or something. I don't need you for this."

"Yes, mistress."

Zane shivered as Alice tweaked his nipple. With Ryan gone, he felt alone with the brunette. Even seeing Tara across from him and hearing her gently moaning, he was completely at Alice's mercy, and completely within her centre of attention. She circled him, making him wait, anticipating what might happen next.

"Have you dreamed about this?" she whispered in his ear. "Have you dreamed about me dominating you like this? Not with Tara around, I mean just with me? Have you?"

Zane's cock pumped full of blood as she took it by the hand and squeezed at the base, making it swell and throb. He nodded slowly, knowing that he could not lie to this dominatrix. She had been the focus of many a dream since Tara first introduced her and she first laid her fingers on him, bringing him to a devastating climax. Not that Zane would ever admit that to his girlfriend. He didn't know how she'd react.

"Good, I had hoped so." Alice stood behind Zane, her arms wrapped around him. One hand excruciatingly slowly stroked up his shaft while the other held his balls, firmly but without causing any pain. "I want you to take a moment to just look at your girlfriend. Do you see how easy it was to make her my puppet? To make her squirm and beg?"

Zane looked at Lara. She whimpered as the vibrator continued to work it's tantalising magic and she drooled from her gag. It dripped in strings down over her breasts which rose and fell with her deepening breaths. Her hips grinded uselessly and her whole body seemed to sway back and forth, her arms stretched up above and her feet almost forced onto tiptoes.

"Look at her. Is that really the image of a dominatrix? Is that really the person you'd entrust your cock, your whole life, to?"

Zane almost croaked out a "Yes". He wanted to. But something held him back. It was as if the pleasure of Alice's slow strokes was silencing him. Or maybe it was the sight of Tara, hanging desperately and focused only on her bliss, that had him see the absurdity of it, the concept of her paying even the least bit of care to his needs.

Alice released her grip of him and stepped around in front. Her height meant that she didn't block Zane's view of Tara, but she commanded his attention nonetheless. For the first time he noticed the hypnotic depth of her brown eyes and the shining beauty of her eager face as she looked up at him. It was almost enough to distract from the cleavage that pressed against his lower chest.

"What do you see when you look at me?" she asked, tilting her head with genuine curiosity.

"I don't know."

"Yes you do." Alice gripped his balls again, now a little harder. "Think, slave."

"I...a dominatrix?"

"Hmm, do you really think so?" Alice smiled and let go again. "That’s sweet of you. Because I like to think I am a dominatrix, not just with Ryan and not just in private, but over anyone who I deem worthy. And the thing is, while your girlfriend taught me well, and I really do appreciate that, there comes a time when the student outgrows the mistress. Don't you agree?"

"...maybe?"

"Well I do. And I want to prove it." Alice put her hands on Zane's face and kissed him on the cheek. For a moment he was lost in the unexpected tenderness and warm, and as soon as she pulled away he found himself missing her lips. "I believe that the best way to prove my expertise is to inspire a moment of rebellion in those who have some other person or power controlling their lives. With Ryan, he dedicated his time at college to playing videogames. When he met me, I instilled in him a newfound motivation and discipline. Now, he wastes less time and he's been excelling with his exams. So, the question is, what power controls you, and how can you rebel?"

Zane knew part of the answer, and Alice's hand returning to his cock made him sure about the other.

"Of course, it's the naked, whimpering, drooling woman behind me who has power over you, at least outside of today. And that's fine. You love her. I understand. But what harm is there to rebel, just for one little moment?"

"I..."

"Shhhh, you don't have to say anything. Actually, just watch your girlfriend for a moment. I'm sure you can tell she's close. You can hear it, can't you? You must be familiar with those sounds."

Tara was almost shaking as she reached climax. Her groans were louder, hardly muffled by the gag. Zane watched her cum, hard. Her hands pulled at the rope binding her to the beam above.

“Mmm, that's so hot," Alice mimicked the orgasmic moans. "And guess what? I'm not turning off that vibrator. She's just gonna keep cumming and cumming and cumming until her pussy is numb."

Zane saw Tara becoming still as she recovered. Yet there was evidently something still going on under her chastity belt. She soon began to struggle again as she felt herself becoming worked up once more.

"So, how about that act of rebellion? I think you'll be great at it."

"What do you mean, mistress?" Zane asked.

"Well, you should know, there's a reason why I won the competition last night. I have no doubt that you were desperate to cum...so I can only lay the blame on Tara. Maybe, as a treat, I can show you what you're missing?"

Alice kissed his chest, then down his stomach, then she slowly dropped to her knees in front of him and looked up with a smile

"I promised Tara I wouldn't make you cum. But, ultimately, it's not down to her, is it? And I'm not making you do anything. It's your choice, completely." She kissed the tip of Zane's cock, making him shiver with excitement. "So, tell me if you want me to stop."

Zane had no words as she opened her mouth and took him inside. Only moans of pleasure escaped him as she sucked harder. Alice brushed the hair from her eyes as she moved further down his shaft, taking him deeper and deeper and making his knees tremble.

She purred, loving the feeling of his thick cock inside her mouth. She moved forward and back, knowing he wouldn't last long.

As she took him deep, enveloping his entire shaft and making him moan. Across from him, Tara was almost in the same state. She was writhing, her legs shifting as she reached climax again.

Zane was too consumed by his own pleasure to watch, only looking down to see Alice deepthroating and taking him to the edge.

And nothing was going to stop her. Zane couldn't. Not now. Not when he was so close. He was sure that she would stop at any any minute, wrenching free to ruin him once again. Or that Tara might suddenly order them both to stop, freeing her bonds to reveal it was all a ploy. But the blonde remained bound as she climaxed. And Alice did not waver. Instead, her deep eyes looked back up at him as if to say everything was okay. What was about to happen was okay. And so Zane let it happen.

His cock throbbed hard as Alice held it in place deep within her tight mouth. It erupted, shooting out large loads of cum with every powerful, intense contraction of the muscles. The power of it would have made him drop to his knees if not for the bondage that kept him standing.

He filled Alice's mouth as she kept her lips tightly sealed around the base of his shaft, all the while keeping intensely hypnotic eye contact with him. Zane hadn't been allowed an orgasm, not a proper one at least, for months. And while he knew it should have been Tara who finally granted him one, there was no denying that breaking away from her control for just this one moment of absolute pleasure was infinitely worth it. His entire body felt warm and fuzzy in the afterglow. He felt pure bliss and happiness. And even with Tara struggling in her bonds in front of him, feeling a third orgasm slowly creeping in, Zane gazed with a sense of adoration towards the woman who had given him this unforgettable experience.

Alice smiled, parted her lips, and showed off the milky load swilling around her tongue. With Zane's cock softening slowly in front of her, she licked a drop from its tip then swallowed the entire mouthful.

She then stood up and left the room without a word, returning some minutes later, once Zane's cock had completely softened, with a towel. Alice wiped his shaft clean, removing any evidence of their deed, then found his chastity cage.

"I would advise you to keep this between us, slave," she cautioned him, although Zane was well aware that he would be better off keeping silent. "I'll lock you up again and she won't need to know you came. I'm sure you wouldn't want to upset her, would you?"

"Of course not, mistress."

"Good." Alice secured the cage and locked it shut before returning the key to her necklace. "I hope you enjoyed your moment of rebellion. If you ever want to experience that again, you know who to go to for help. Now, how many times do you think I should let Tara cum?"

*****

Five orgasms later, Tara was finally released from her bondage and the vibrator was turned off. Zane had also been kept as he was, watching his girlfriend climax over and over while the memory of his own release ebbed in the satisfying numbness of his cock.

Alice spent the rest of the day dominating them both, making them cook and clean, inflicting harsh spanking punishments, and teasing Tara relentlessly. It was only late in the evening that she reluctantly ceded control. She passed two keys to Tara, one for Zane's cage and one for the blonde's own chastity belt. Tara promptly took hers off, glad to finally remove the vibrator and have control over her pussy again.

"Time for bed, slave," she commanded Zane, not wanting to spend much longer around Alice. The day's events had frustrated her, now she needed to be in control again. And the compromising positions her friend had put her in were, to Tara, deeply embarrassing, even if she did secretly enjoy it.

Zane was eager to get some rest, but his girlfriend had other ideas. She snuggled in beside him and kissed his lips. The two made out for a few minutes, glad to be alone at last.

"You don't know how happy I am to be out of that belt," Tara said as she felt Zane's cage.

"I thought it suited you," Zane teased.

"Don't joke, slave. I am still your dominatrix. Understood?" She grabbed him by the balls.

"Yes, mistress."

"And I'm in complete control of you and your cock."

Despite what had happened with Alice, Zane loved Tara and their relationship. He nodded, agreeing.

"So fuck Alice, unlike her I can do whatever I want with you. And you're my good sub, you'll obey and enjoy my control."

Tara took the chastity key and unlocked Zane with no resistance from him. Then she started to stroke, much to his surprise.

"What are you doing?"

"Whatever I want," Tara answered.

Despite already having been drained that day, Zane's cock eagerly received the handjob and grew thick and firm. Tara smiled and sped up.

"I own your cock," she said. "I own your pleasure. And I own your orgasms."

"Tara..." Zane could feel his pleasure building. The handjob was somewhat harsh in how Tara's hand was firm and strong and unabating.

"Maybe I need to remind you of those facts," she continued, stroking faster and harder. "Your orgasms are mine. So you cum when I want."

"Fuuuck," Zane moaned as he continued to get milked and found himself near the edge.

"You will cum. Now."

On command, Zane climaxed. His cock pulsed and cum squirted out to form a small puddle on his stomach. Tara continued, trying to squeeze as much as she could out of him. But as she felt his erection begin to subside, she realised there was nothing more to come.

Zane panted, knowing that she couldn't have missed the absence of a more impressive eruption.

"Slave," Tara said, staring bewildered at the unimpressive load. "I’ve not let you cum in months. So...what the fuck?!"


7. Turning the Tables: Payback and Punishment

"You'd better tell me everything, slave."

Tara looked down at her boyfriend on the bed beneath her. Her eyes shot daggers at him while her hand grasped firmly between his legs. "I am your dominatrix. Tell me now."

Zane could not escape her piercing gaze or her vice-like grip. He wished he could retreat further into the folds of the duvet. But there was no hiding from her. He had betrayed the woman he loved, and now he knew from her furrowed brow and glistening eyes that her fury was not simply the result of rage or hatred but rather the hurt that she had been caused by him.

So he admitted everything that had happened earlier that day, when she was tied up and blindfolded and forced to listen to porn in order to drown out what was happening a few feet in front of her.

"She really made you do that..." Tara repeated in disbelief. "And did you try to stop her?"

Zane couldn't lie, he couldn't hurt her anymore. "No. I didn't. And I'm so sorry."

Tara slumped back, lying on the bed beside him and looking utterly dejected. For some long minutes they waited in silence. Zane hardly dared to breathe.

Finally, the blonde rolled onto her side to face him.

"I don't blame you," she said, quietly. "It's only natural for you to seize every chance you can to orgasm."

Zane nodded slowly, relieved. He let her continue.

"No. I blame myself for allowing you to be put in that situation, when you should always be under my control. But I also blame Alice. She knew what she was doing. She may have said you had a choice, but you didn't really. She broke a bond of trust between herself and me, and worst of all she used you, my only slave and boyfriend, to do it."

"I'm sorry, Tara."

"She doesn't understand. Ryan's just a fling. There'll be plenty of other guys like him that she'll use and control, but she doesn't understand the depth of the relationship that you and I have." Tara leaned forward and kissed Zane on the lips. "You still trust me, don't you?"

"Of course."

"You still accept to be my slave, despite today's blunder?"

"Definitely, mistress."

"Good. Then we're fine. I don't want you to feel guilty about anything. It's Alice who should be worried."

"Um, what do you mean, mistress?"

Tara smirked and got up off the bed. She grabbed some tissue and cleaned up the small puddle of cum still drying on Zane's stomach, then he let her lock his cock back in its chastity cage. She returned to his side, the key on its chain around her neck, and kissed him again.

"Tomorrow we're going to make her pay. But for now, goodnight and sleep well, slave."

She turned off the bedside light. Zane, mostly relieved of his burden of guilt, drifted happily to sleep. Tara, however, was kept up. Her mind whirred as she thought of how best to get her revenge.

*****

By morning, after some refreshing sleep, she had a plan in place. Zane was briefed on only the details necessary to him. He knew Tara was keeping parts of the scheme from him, but he didn't want to push her on it. He only hoped that it wasn't because she no longer trusted him.

So he remained in bed while she went about trying to put the first part of her plan into action. Tara kept her pyjamas on, trying to sustain an appearance of innocence. She also knew that whoever she saw first, Ryan or Alice, would determine her next move.

It was the former. He was putting together a quick breakfast in the kitchen and was already dressed. Alice had mentioned that they planned on a short hike that morning, but that would have to be delayed.

"Good morning, sub," Tara greeted, making him jump.

"Oh, hi, good morning, Tara."

"Didn't Alice tell you that you're to treat me like your dominatrix, just as you treat her?" She raised an eyebrow.

"I, oh, maybe, mistress?"

"Yes, that's right. So I want you to go out to the shops. Right now. Get me some bacon for breakfast. I don't want some plain old cereal like that. Got it?"

Ryan looked at her, unsure. "Yes, mistress. But, um, Alice told me to bring her up her food. She won't want me to be late."

"And you won't want me to get angry with you! So do you really want to test me? I'm sure Alice won't be happy to hear you've been disobedient."

"Okay, mistress, sorry."

"Don't worry, slave. I'll bring up her breakfast. And if you leave now, I won't tell her that you nearly disobeyed me."

That made Ryan hurry off, having finished making a bowl of cereal. The front door slammed shut as he left. Tara heard the sound of a car start and drive off as she headed upstairs. Everything was going better than expected.

"Good morning!" she entered Alice's bedroom. The brunette was still buried under the covers.

"Hey, you're not my slave," she exclaimed, sitting up.

"No but I've brought you breakfast." Tara handed over the bowl of cereal then sat on the side of the bed. "I sent your sub out to the shop. I wanted a moment alone with you."

"Oh? I hope you're not mad about me dominating you yesterday."

"Of course not! But, look, it did get me thinking about something. Something about you...”

“Ooh ooh, tell me.”

"So, how much do you trust Ryan?"

"What do you mean?"

"You have such an intimate relationship, but like, how do you know he's committed to you? You saw how easily Zane gave in to you. How easily could Ryan cave in to some other woman dominating him? Or even just hitting on him? Besides, you two have only been together a few weeks."

Alice paused, thoughtful about what her friend had been saying. "I suppose you're right. But what am I meant to do? He already obeys my word to a T. I can't exactly test him any better than that."

Tara sighed, deep in theatrical thought. She struggled to hide a wry smile that wanted to grow on her lips. "It could be interesting to see what it's like if you lost power over him, if he no longer saw you as his domme."

Alice raised an eyebrow and grinned. "Tell me what you have in mind."

*****

Half an hour later, Alice was completely naked and bound spread-eagle to her bed. Tara had changed into some sexy black lingerie to better fit the mood, and she had brought Zane up to the bedroom to join them. He was also naked apart from the cage around his cock. And the sight of Alice splayed out before him made it tighten.

"Ryan should be back soon. You okay with the plan?" Tara asked as she checked that the cuffs binding Alice's ankles and wrists to the bed were all secure.

"Yes, I'm excited!" The brunette smiled, finding some enjoyment in being the one bound for a change.

"Good, because you might be like this for a while. That's the only way to really test him. And I need to give you this so there's no chance of him questioning you."

Tara revealed a ring gag and Alice allowed her to put it in her mouth. It held her jaw open and lips apart, allowing her to moan as loudly as she wanted but without being able to form an intelligible word.

"Oh, and I suppose I'll need this." Tara took the key from around Alice's neck. "He won't know what hit him!"

The sound of the front door opening and closing reached their ears.

"Speak of the devil. I'd better go greet him. Zane you stay here and keep your fellow slave company."

Tara hurried downstairs. Zane could hear Ryan's surprise as she bounded towards him in her lingerie and demanded he cook breakfast. When he heard the sound of frying, he turned around to the woman tied naked to the bed.

"I'll never forget what you did for me," he said, moving onto the bed. The mattress squeaked as it compressed under his weight. "That doesn't mean I can disobey Tara now, but I'm very grateful for you letting me cum. I didn't think I was going to be allowed another full release for months so you really helped me out. Can I...can I return the favour?"

"Hmm?" Alice looked at him quizzically as he kneeled between her legs.

"Tara's going to tease you, so much. She told me she's going to have to make her dominance over you look completely authentic to Ryan. And that means making you beg for orgasm. But she won't let you. I'm sorry that I won't be able to stop her but, maybe, I could make it easier for you?"

"Hmmnhmnn." Alice nodded eagerly.

"If I make you cum now, you won't be so desperate when Tara teases you. It won't be so torturous. So, can I make you cum?"

Alice nodded again and moaned out a "yes please". She was already worked up from all the excitement of being tied up like this, being submissive and embracing the turning of the tables.

So her body writhed in its bonds as Zane licked her wet pussy, his cock hard in its cage. His hands reached up and grabbed her large breasts. It was something he had wanted to do for months, feeling the flesh between his fingers and making them wobble as he fondled them. He enjoyed making her moan with every lick of his tongue against her clit and every pinch of her nipples between his fingers. And every ounce of pleasure he gave her made the pressure of his chastity device grow, and his own arousal pushed him to drive Alice more wild, more wet, and more frustrated. She grinded her hips against her face. Her hands and feet pulled at their bonds. And her eyes were screwed too tightly shut that she didn't notice the door of the bedroom open.

"What the hell are you doing, slave!" Tara rushed in and pulled Zane off the bed. He dropped to the floor, smiling at the wink his girlfriend gave him out of Alice's eyeline. "Are you okay, Alice? He's such a naughty boy, doing that while you're vulnerable. Did he at least ask you permission?"

"Mmhmm," Alice nodded, not wanting Zane to get into undue trouble.

"Well, good. Although I should be blaming you for allowing it then. You're under my control. Behave or our plan won't work out. Okay?"

"Mmm."

"Good. Zane, go and tell Ryan to come up here." She watched her boyfriend leave then turned and sat on the bed. "Alice, this is how we're going to test Ryan: we're going to make him desperate to experience pleasure. Any sort of pleasure. But I won't let him have any. Instead, he'll have to watch me unlock Zane. You and I will then make sure Zane gets plenty of attention, without cumming of course, and by the time we're done we'll see if Ryan is horny enough to break your trust and let me control him. Does that make sense? Are you ready to be used?"

"Mmhmm." Alice sounded quite thrilled by the idea. If she hadn't been gagged she would have smiled eagerly.

Zane returned with Ryan following, also naked and caged after having been stripped earlier by Tara. He also had his hands cuffed behind him and his mouth stuffed by a ball gag, having been left to wait in that state. "Don't be alarmed," she said to him. "Your girlfriend is my slave for the day. She submitted to me because she knows I'm the superior domme. Now you get to watch while I play with her. Slave, grab me that."

She ordered Zane to bring her the strap-on Alice had used the previous night and that Tara had left ready for this moment. Happily she put it on and felt the dildo sticking out in front of her. Then, taking a key off her chain, she approached her boyfriend.

"Slave, I am giving you a big treat. I'm letting you out. But you will not cum. I know it will be so difficult after months without a full orgasm, but I can trust you, can't I?"

Zane nodded, obediently going along with her plan. He let her unlock him, wondering what she was going to do with his growing cock.

"Come join me on the bed," Tara led him over. They both kneeled between Alice's outstretched legs. Her pussy was already glistening wet.

"Let me show you what I want you to do," Tara said. She nudged forward and pressed the dildo against Alice's slit. The brunette moaned with pleasure as it slid in, filling her tight hole. Tara then fucked her, not going easy and not caring about the amount of pleasure Alice was feeling.

Then she withdrew not long later, leaving Alice panting and desperate. "You're turn," she told Zane who looked at her with bewilderment. "That's right. You're allowed to fuck her. Just do not cum."

So Zane did as she commanded. He could hardly believe it. Even if he wasn't allowed to cum, the feeling of Alice's pussy around his erect cock would be enough of a treat. And it was. He had almost forgotten the sensation that pure, unfiltered sex caused him. His cock seemed so sensitive. Every movement covered every inch of his shaft with pure pleasure. And Alice was feeling it too. His thrusts into her made her squirm and moan and wish she could break free of her bondage so she could wrap her legs around him and pull him in deeper.

Even after two orgasms the day before, that pleasure quickly brought Zane towards orgasm. He knew he was getting close, and he knew he couldn't disobey Tara. Not again. So he pulled out. The blonde slapped his ass and said, "Well done, slave. That's impressive self-control. I suppose it's my turn again!"

Tara pushed Zane aside and carried on fucking Alice, leaving her no time to recover. Meanwhile Ryan watched from the sideline, his cock raging hard within its cage. The sight of his girlfriend being fucked helplessly was almost hypnotic. He so desperately wanted to join in. He wanted to share the pleasure that was evident on her face as her lips parted and she let herself be consumed by the penetrative sex that drove her wild.

Before too long, Tara stopped and let Zane continue again. His cock was still hard but he had managed to cool down so he was able to carry on without immediately erupting and giving Alice a cream pie that would have landed him in a heap of trouble.

But he did not spend much time inside her. Tara had to grab him and pull him out, not because Zane was about to cum but because Alice was. The brunette had almost unnoticeably been approaching climax. But Tara had paid close attention to the body language that showed she was close to the edge. Her hips thrust desperately against thin air and she writhed around, feeling so close yet so far.

"Would you look at the helpless slut," Tara teased, running her hands up and down Alice's thighs. "She's so desperate for cock, so desperate to be fucked. She'd give it up for anyone. Does she let you fuck her, slave? Or does she pretend she's above that?"

Ryan remained silent despite knowing the question was directed at him. He was helplessly imagining fucking her.

"She thinks dominant women don't get fucked, but she’s just scared of letting her animalistic instincts take over." Tara got onto all fours directly over Alice's body. "But that's not an issue for a truly dominant woman. We get whatever cock we want. We get whatever pleasure we want." She looked at Zane and gave him a piercing glare that reinforced one message she didn't need to repeat out loud: do not cum. "Watch as my slave fucks me, Ryan. Go on, you have my permission," she said the last order to Zane who had taken up a position on his knees behind her.

Tara pulled her panties to the side, just enough to show off where Zane needed to put his cock. Eager to fulfill her desire, he kneeled behind her, put his hands on her hips, and pushed inside, feeling her already wet inside. Her strap-on remained hanging between her legs. The tip brushed delicately over the lips of Alice's pussy.

"Fuck me harder baby," Tara said, moaning as her boyfriend rammed her from behind. "Mmm that's so goooood."

Alice couldn't move. Her bonds didn't allow it and Tara's body on top wouldn't either. But Alice didn't want to move. She didn't want to risk the dildo slipping out of position as it rubbed against her clit. Tara was aware of how it was teasing the brunette, so she kept it there, keeping her hips mostly still and allowing Zane to do all the work.

"I'm nearly there," she said with a half-whisper. "Fuck. I'm nearly there. Keep going baby. Just like that. Do not cum."

Her control over Zane had him achingly close while still being able to hold off. He was buried deep inside her. Each thrust took only half his shaft out before he rammed back in again. This way he avoided too much stimulation to his tip while still providing his girlfriend with all the pleasure she needed to cum.

"Fuuuuuuck," Tara moaned, her climax coming in an electrifying burst that had her hips quaking. The strap-on pushed an inch inside Alice and she tried to grind against it while Tara, distracted by her orgasm, was concentrating fully on her own pleasure.

So close to the edge himself, Zane could only continue with a few small movements. But he pulled out only when Tara pushed him back and she returned to her knees, feeling her chest flushed with heat and depriving Alice of any more contact.

"Mmm, good slave." She gave Zane a single stroke as a reward, smiling at his erection. "And no orgasm for yourself? Well, you have really impressed me. See what I mean, Alice? You deprive yourself of so much pleasure because you can't trust your slave not to cum inside you. I mean, have you ever even been fucked?"

Alice and Ryan looked at one another, both incredibly horny and frustrated. There was no doubt that if they were both unbound and uncaged, they'd be throwing themselves at eachother and fucking until they both came.

"You may act like a dominatrix," Tara continued, talking to Alice as she got off the bed. "But you are still submissive to the fear of losing control, because, ultimately, you can't control your slave's orgasm. Not like me, anyway. But don't worry, because there are plenty of ways you can be helpful as my little sub."

Tara untied the brunette, with the help of Zane, then forced her onto all fours with her hands and feet loosely shackled and ordered her to follow them downstairs. Alice struggled down the stairs, crawling to the best of her ability. But the chains binding her limbs made it difficult as she had to ease herself down each step with Ryan following close behind, looking down at his girlfriend in this state that he hardly recognised her in.

"Wait here, still on your hands and knees, that's it." Tara ordered Alice into position where there was more floor space, then told Ryan to once again stand, wait, and watch. "Good subs are also good fucktoys. Take her mouth. It's wide open and ready to suck cock. So let's fill it. Her cunt too."

Tara told Zane to kneel in front of Alice while she kneeled behind. His cock throbbed and he tentatively followed the commands to put it in the mouth held open by the ring gag. He remembered the events of the previous day, how Alice had taken him between her lips and made him cum. This time she accepted him in again, her eyes sparkling mischievously.

Meanwhile, Tara didn't ease in. She went back to fucking Alice's ready and waiting pussy. The strap-on was still wet and it slid in easily.

"What a good slut," Tara said, watching Alice getting taken from both ends. "She loves being spit-roasted, don't you slave?"

"Mmhmhhmhmh." Alice could only moan, her mouth gagged and stuffed with Zane's thick cock. The gag was the perfect size for him to slip in and out. And he could still feel her lips soft around him, the warmth of her mouth, and the touch of her tongue.

Alice was being used completely, but she was enjoying every moment of it. Her tits swayed underneath her as her body was being pushed back and forth. Tara was bringing her close to orgasm again, and this time it felt inevitable, while Zane lost himself in the pleasure of fucking her face. She looked up at him, seeing his eyes close. She could taste something salty, not just the remains of her wetness but his precum. While she couldn't suck any harder or tighten her lips around him, her tongue was still free to do as she pleased. It flicked around his tip each time he pushed in. She felt him slow down as he kept his cock inside her, throbbing. Her tongue swirled around, fluttering against his sensitive head. Alice felt him about to burst just as she was about to cum.

Then Zane pulled out. His cock was dripping. Tara had no idea how close he had been but she too slid the strap-on out of Alice's pussy. "Were you about to cum?" she asked Alice, slapping her ass. "Because you're not allowed to. Get on your knees. Go on. Quickly now."

Alice kneeled, looking desperately at Zane's cock. She didn't know how this played into Tara's plan to tease Ryan, who was still standing watching with his cock bulging in its cage.

"You are going to stay there, just like that," Tara said once she had readjusted Alice's shackles, forcing her hands behind her back. "You just need one or two finishing touches."

Tara had planned it all out and she knew where to retrieve the items she had in mind. She took the blindfold and headphones that she had been made to wear when she was at Alice's mercy and she put them on her bound and kneeling friend.

"Do you know what your girlfriend did to Zane yesterday, when I was blinded and deafened like she is now?" Tara asked Ryan as she grabbed her phone and mimed some scrolling and tapping for him to see.

"Mmmm?" Ryan, still gagged, looked at Alice, seeing how she wasn't responding to what was going on. He knew how effective the blindfold and headphones could be.

"No? Well, she wasn't very nice, let's just say. Here, why don't I let you out." Tara took a key and unlocked Ryan's handcuffs and then his cage. His cock immediately swelled to full size. He felt immense relief as it finally stretched out. It took all his effort not to grab it straight away.

"Is that better? Come and stand here." Tara guided him over to Alice so he and Zane both stood with their cocks close to her face. "Now you have my permission to stroke. Go on. Make yourself feel good. You deserve it after all this time."

Ryan watched, unsure whether to follow her order, as Tara stood between him and Zane and took her boyfriend's cock in her hand. She kissed him on the neck then whispered something. Ryan's cock throbbed as he saw her hand stroking. He couldn't hold back, he couldn't deprive himself of that feeling. So he took hold and masturbated, instantly releasing a moan of pleasure.

"I knew you couldn't control yourself." Tara spanked Zane and stroked him harder while talking to Ryan. "How long has it been since you last came anyway? Has she ever let you cum? Well, it doesn't matter. She doesn't matter anymore. Your cock is in your hands now. You can stroke however you like. You can even cum. It's up to you."

Ryan stroked. Alice waited patiently below him, not reacting to anything said by the others.

"My slave has been good today," Tara continued, stroking faster. "He deserves a treat. He deserves to cum. So I'm going to let him. Does Alice treat you like this? Mmmm, because now you can treat yourself."

Ryan felt himself on the edge. He had to slow down. The need to cum was so great but he was conflicted. Tara saw this and felt Zane throbbing in her hand, smiling.

"Cum," she told her boyfriend then spoke to Ryan: "If you need anyone's permission, take mine. Cum. Cum now. I want you to cum."

Zane was already shooting his load. Tara's hands worked perfectly over his shaft to bring him to a knee-shaking climax. His cum spurted out, hitting Alice's face and making her squirm. Seeing this eruption and hearing Tara's words, Ryan could not help himself. He sped up and, in an instant, his cum sprayed forth in white strings that thudded against Alice's blindfold, across the bridge of her nose and over her cheeks.

Both cocks shot their loads and covered Alice with a facial that she had no way to escape from. Her face was plastered by the duel load. It dripped down her chin and over her chest and breasts. A drop hung from her top lip and her tongue instinctively went to lick it up.

"That was the right thing to do, you know that," Tara said to Ryan, fetching his cage. "All that pleasure, it's so easy, so simple to find. I'll lock you up so Alice doesn't know you disobeyed her. But think about what I've enabled you to do."

She cleaned his cock then locked it away again, then did the same with Zane. "Now go back to the bedroom, Ryan, kneel at the foot of the bed and think about what you've just done. I'll fetch you when I'm ready."

He scurried away, head bowed low as he suddenly worried about having broken Alice's trust. With Zane by her side, Tara then turned to the cum-covered brunette.

"Do you deserve this, slave?" Tara asked her friend after taking the headphones and blindfold off, cum dripping from them.

Alice looked up, her hair in a mess and her mouth drooling. She almost thought to roll her eyes but decided against antagonising her new domme. So instead she nodded, all the while trying to pout but having no luck due to the gag.

"You might have worked out what happened," Tara said, scooping up a drop of cum from Alice's forehead and running it around the inside of the ring gag. "I know what you did yesterday with Zane. So consider this payback. There was no way Ryan was going to control himself. Not when I gave him permission to cum and not when you make for such a perfect little cum slut."

Alice blushed, having had her suspicions after Tara's wild plan took a turn. She looked up at Zane, surprised that he had confided in Tara about his orgasm yesterday.

"But Ryan doesn't know that you know," Tara continued. "So I'll let you do what you like with that knowledge. Dump him, punish him, I don't care. I did what I said we would do, test him. So do you want to go see him? Whip him back into shape?"

Alice wondered what she would do with her boyfriend when she got back in control. But she nodded, knowing she had to confront him.

Tara crouched so she was on her friend's level. She rubbed the dripping cum into her large breasts then pinched her nipples, making Alice moan. "Too bad, slave," Tara laughed. "I've still got all day with you. And after everything you did to me yesterday, you deserve plenty more punishment."


8. Caging a Cuckold: An Erotic Chastity Story

Ryan sat tied to a chair, completely naked and waiting for his girlfriend to return home with whichever guy she had decided to hook up with that night. With his hands tied behind him and rope binding his feet to the wooden legs, all he could do was wait in the darkness of the small dorm room, his eyes covered by a blindfold. His cock twitched with anticipation every time he thought he heard someone come in, but the headphones over his ears blocked out most outside sound with the noise of sex and in the tight confines of its chastity cage there was no room for it to grow.

There was no only way a couple of weeks ago that Ryan would have ever thought he'd be in this situation. He had always thought himself kinky. The porn he watched and fantasies he had were proof enough of that. But it had taken until meeting Alice for him to experience it all for real.

They had shared many classes together in college, but while he had always noticed her he had never known if she noticed him. She would always rock up looking incredible in whatever she wore, and Ryan had crushed hard on her despite never summoning the courage to ask her on a date, let alone talk to her in the first place.

So it was to his great surprise, and excitement, that at the start of one lecture she sidled along to join him in the back row of the hall, high up and away from their professor and most of the other students. And despite the free seats around them, she sat directly next to him.

"You're Ryan, aren't you?"

She smiled at him and he felt his cheeks glowing brightly. Today she was dressed almost like a goth: boots and fishnet stockings, a mini skirt and what could only be described as a corset, one that accentuated her impressive cleavage. For such a petite figure, her large breasts had always attracted Ryan's attention. So, while looking at her cute face and the raven hair that matched the rest of her black outfit, he struggled to keep his eyes from wandering down to her chest.

"Yes," he said, having to clear his throat.

"I'm Alice. Do you like having fun, Ryan?"

"I suppose . . ."

"Hmm, well you look like the sort of guy who does."

At that point their professor started speaking, and with the rest of the students falling silent Ryan couldn't question the girl beside him, even though her intentions and what she had said had left him completely baffled.

He tried to focus instead on the lecture, to limited success. His notes were minimal and his thoughts, and gaze, kept turning to Alice, who had already filled two pages with her own jottings. Then, after half an hour, Ryan suddenly felt her leg push against his. It was pleasant and warm and he didn't think anything of it, not until she leaned over and whispered in his ear.

"So, do you wanna have a bit of fun?"

Her hand trailed across to his thigh. With her long nails she gently clawed at it, reaching between his legs and running up to the bulge in his pants. Ryan slowly nodded, turned on beyond belief by the light touch, her warm breath, and her sultry words.

He might have tried to stop her if they were more visible, but from their vantage point they were too far away and there were enough rows of chairs to block the professor's view of anything below Ryan's chest. So when Alice's hand brushed over his crotch and pulled at the waistband of his pants, he didn't tell her to stop. He just gasped with pleasure as she slid underneath the tight fabric and wrapped her fingers around his cock.

Alice kept looking down at the professor, showing to anyone around that she was actually paying attention to the slideshow and what was being said. Meanwhile, Ryan was struggling to keep still in his seat as his cock was stroked slowly. There wasn't much room for Alice's delicate hand to maneuver, but nor was he big enough for her to need long strokes to achieve what she wanted.

He was putty in her hands and soon his fingers were digging into the padding of his seat. He hoped desperately that no one would notice, but as he was driven closer to orgasm he found himself caring less and less. He just wanted his release. But as he pulsed harder, Alice seemed to know exactly when he was about to burst. With him on the edge, she loosened her grip and stopped stroking. She gave one last squeeze and ran her thumb over the tip then nonchalantly pulled her hand out of his pants.

Ryan's heart raced. He had been so close and now his cock still needed finishing off. He was tempted to do it himself but instead he watched Alice, hoping she would complete the job. She was examining the drop of precum that she had collected on her thumb. Then, turning to him, she sucked it all off, making a show of the sensual motions and the sight of her lips wrapped tightly around it. It made Ryan throb all the more intensely.

"If you want to experience a more satisfying end," she said, whispering in his ear again, "you'll have to come with me."

With his cock still rock hard, her suggestion had Ryan eager to follow her wherever she wanted. The lecture was coming to a close and he tried to stifle his erection while Alice packed her bag. He had to hold his jacket in front of him as the rows of students began to empty out and he rushed after Alice who had made off with no concern for his delay.

"Follow behind me," she said when he caught up outside the lecture theatre.

Her command only heightened Ryan's sense of excitement, and he dogged her route through campus, remaining several paces behind. She paid him no attention, not looking back at all to check he was still there. She just walked, leading him to her building, up some stairs, and to her dorm room. She had already disappeared inside when he reached the door. Finding it standing ajar, he pushed it open and went inside.

"Shut the door and take off your clothes."

Alice barked her order from her bed where she was lying, already naked. Ryan stared at her large breasts and trimmed pussy, then did as he was told. He removed his clothes quickly, feeling her eyes on him as he was spurred on by the desire to join her on the bed. He was already hard by the time he pulled down his underwear, and after having been touched by her already he wasn't nervous about showing what he was packing.

"Is that as big as it gets?" Alice asked as he came over to her.

"Yes," Ryan gulped, worried that it wouldn't be enough for her. He was below average in length, though not tiny. It was just the lack of substantial girth that made it pale in comparison to others that Alice had seen.

"Show me what you can do with it," she said, pulling him onto the bed and twisting around to get on top of him. They kissed while she got into position over his cock, her pussy ready for it. She bit his lip and tugged at it while running her fingers through his hair and pulling it. Ryan had never been with someone as rough as this, but his cock was all the more hard because of her enthusiasm.

"Holy shit," he gasped as she slid him inside her.

"Fuck, you hardly fill me up," Alice said, starting to ride him. "You think you can make me cum with this?"

"Yes." Ryan grabbed her hips, determined to prove himself.

"Do it then. But don't you dare cum inside me."

Alice remained planted on his cock and she let him thrust up inside her. She squeezed her tits as they wobbled, moaning with every teasing pull of her nipples. But she quickly became impatient with his fucking, and with two fingers she began rubbing her clit.

"Mmmm," she moaned, bringing herself towards orgasm. "Fuck. Stop."

She put a hand down firmly against Ryan's chest. He stopped thrusting while she kept fingering herself. Her eyes were screwed shut as her pussy began to clench around his cock, driven to climax by her fingers.

Ryan just had to watch, his cock leaking precum inside her, as she came. The small movements of her body on top of him were driving him crazy and he knew could cum if he had half a minute more to fuck her. But he remained still and Alice released a final orgasmic groan before pulling her hand away from her sensitive clit.

"Fuck, that was good," she sighed, grinning at him. "What?"

"Can I please cum?"

Ryan looked at her desperately. He had asked the question because it felt natural to get permission. He hadn't been able to make her cum by himself so it was only right that she got a say.

"Maybe, if you're patient." She slipped off his cock, took a hold of it, and moved just a couple of inches back. "There are two types of guys in my life: those who can satisfy me with their cocks, and those who can please me in other ways. You, I'm afraid, are in the second category. So, don't think you're entirely useless to me."

Ryan let out a soft moan as she began to stroke his hard, wet cock.

"I guess you can tell that I'm dominant," Alice said, moving her hand smoothly over him. "But how kinky are you? Do you know what a chastity cage is?"

"Yes."

"I've been looking for a chastity slave for a while. Most guys get scared off when I mention it. So what do you think? Fancy letting me own your cock?"

Ryan, who had often fantasized about that very scenario, groaned in reply. "Yes, fuck, it's yours."

"Really? Because I don't want you chickening out after I make you cum. And you need to understand this won't make us exclusive. While you're locked up your orgasms will be a rare treat and I'll need to find someone else to satisfy me in bed."

"I understand. I want to be yours. However you want me."

"Good. Then do you want to cum for me, slave?"

"Yes. Please"

"Then cum."

Her hand squeezed tight and twisted around his sensitive head. Ryan grasped her hips as the waves of orgasm crashed out, shooting through his cock as it sprayed ropes of thick cum over his chest and stomach. Alice stroked and stroked, making every bit of pleasure blast through him. She drew all the cum out, making the final drops ooze out of the tip.

"Did you enjoy that?" she asked, letting his cock slump limply in a puddle of its own ejaculate.

"So much." Ryan had almost been made breathless by her handjob.

"Well, you'd better remember this feeling because you're mine now, and I don't give my slaves orgasms cheaply."

Alice got off the bed and grabbed a roll of toilet paper.

"Clean yourself up," she said, chucking it at Ryan who was still lying on the bed, covered in cum and sweat.

While he tried to clean up his mess, the brunette went to her bedside cabinet and found what she was looking for in a small velvet pouch. She hopped back between Ryan's legs and showed him his new cage.

"It's so beautiful, isn't it? I have a few to choose from but my friend recommended this model. It's perfect for smaller cocks like yours."

The nub-sized chastity device seemed impossibly small to Ryan. His cock, even now that it was soft, looked like it would never be able to fit. But Alice put the cage on him regardless and he was squeezed easily into the short metal shaft. It wasn't uncomfortable but there certainly wouldn't be any room to grow. His new mistress then put the key on a necklace and let it dangle between her breasts.

"So, slave," she said, grabbing his exposed balls and admiring the caged cock that now belonged to her, "are you ready to be owned by me?"

*****

For two weeks he remained her devoted chastity slave, seeing her at least once a day to be teased and to pleasure her with his tongue or hands or one of the many sex toys she owned. But they also began meeting up outside the bedroom, and after a few more conventional dates, where the permanent symbol of the kink-fuelled relationship was the chastity cage hidden in Ryan's pants, they declared themselves boyfriend and girlfriend.

That did, however, come with a caveat.

"We're not completely exclusive though, right?" Alice asked as they discussed what their new status meant. "I mean, you're my chastity slave after all. If I want a big cock to satisfy me, I can't exactly come to you for that."

Ryan, who was handcuffed to her bed while she knelt between his legs and played with his recently-released cock, had known this was her intention and agreed to go along with it.

"I can try to fuck you again," he said. "But if I can't fulfill you then I guess you deserve something better, or bigger."

"That's the thing. This will never fully fill me." Alice licked the precum dripping from the tip of his small cock. "I'm going out with friends on Friday. If I find someone I like, I'm bringing him back here."

"Whatever you wish, mistress." Ryan gasped as she wrapped her lips around him and sucked, just for a moment.

"I'll have to check he's worth it first though, maybe I'll give him a handjob in the club. That'll be enough for me to tell. I could feel how thick you were in the lecture theatre."

She stroked him again.

"But I also want you to be there. I need you to see, to know exactly what a real man can do to a woman like me. You can watch and learn, even if you won't be able to put it into practice yourself. Sound okay?"

"Yes, mistress."

"Good. Then it's time to lock you away. Come see me on Friday to help me get ready."

*****

Alice had only a bath towel wrapped around her when Ryan came to see her on Friday evening.

"Are you as excited as I am?" she asked, shutting the door then moving to her open wardrobe. "Sit on the bed, slave, and help me decide what to wear."

She chucked her towel on the floor and picked out two dresses. Ryan's cage became tight as she showed off her naked body for just a moment before covering it with one of items of clothing. He had been let out of his cage plenty of times for long and excruciating teasing sessions, but that was as far as it went for any type of release. He dreamed of being allowed to cum again, and he hoped that if Alice was in a good mood after her plans for tonight then she might reward him.

"What do you prefer?" she asked. "Which one would make a guy want to fuck me?"

The first option was a classic little black dress, one that Ryan could imagine hugging her body tightly and riding up her thighs as she danced. The second was red and had a much deeper neckline that would show off her amazing tits. Ryan wanted to see her in it and watch the swishing of the frilly skirt.

"The red one," he said.

"Okay, I'll try it on!"

Alice put the dress on with no underwear beneath. Ryan grew harder just watching her petite body moving and squirming as she squeezed her breasts in and zipped herself up at the back.

"Ta da! How do I look?"

She spun around, sending the skirt twirling around and almost exposing her bare pussy.

"I think it'll be more exciting without any panties," she said, noticing where her boyfriend was looking. "Good choice, slave, this makes my tits look great."

Ryan only nodded, knowing that if he had ever seen her in a club her enticing cleavage would have drawn him to her.

"Now just sit there and wait, slave, I need to do my hair and makeup."

Ryan waited on the bed silently for at least half an hour, watching with curiosity at the little routines and procedures Alice was following as she transformed herself into a beautiful club-goer.

When she was done, her hair had incredible volume that held its shape with every movement of her body. Her eyes were surrounded by a sultry pink-grey shadow. Her cheeks glistened with colour. And her lips were big and red and Ryan shuddered with arousal when she blew him a kiss.

"I'm almost done," she said. "But you aren't. Come here, get naked, then sit down."

She pulled over a chair from the corner of the room, one that was usually concealed under piles of clothes, and Ryan sat down once he had removed all his clothes. His caged cock looked so small above his dangling balls, and Alice gave it a little flick, laughing.

"If you're good," she said, going to find some of her bondage gear, "I'll let you out later. But all you need to do is sit here and wait for me to get back. Hopefully I'll have a friend with me too."

She tied his hands behind his back, then secured his feet and torso to the chair so there was no way that he could even try to stand up.

"Comfortable?"

"Yes, mistress."

"Good, then you can have this too." She grabbed a roll of tape and sealed his mouth shut. Then, after a squeeze of her breasts in front of his face, she put a blindfold over his eyes. "You look perfect. Before I go, do you want some entertainment to keep you busy while I'm out?"

Ryan nodded, wondering how long he was going to be made to wait. Alice placed her headphones over his ears and connected them to her laptop. After a couple of minutes, she found a compilation video that was long enough for her liking, and Ryan was met by the sounds of porn.

Finally, she pulled one side of the headphones away just for a moment to whisper in his ear: "Be good, my slave. And wish me luck."

With that, she gave him a long and passionate kiss on the lips which had his cock straining in its cage. And then, after squeezing his balls to remind him that she owned him, Alice left to meet her friends at the club.

*****

Ryan lost count of how many men and women he had to listen to cumming. Repeatedly his cock tried to grow hard, becoming uncomfortable in the small chastity cage. After a while it would give up and stay soft until it was ready to try again, spurred by another orgasmic moan.

"Cum on my face," a woman begged, prompting Ryan to imagine being in the man's position, his cock in her hand, big and throbbing and ready to burst. It served to make him more frustrated and strain against his bonds. But he couldn't escape, neither from the ropes nor the relentless sound of porn being blasted into his ears. No matter how hard he tried, he couldn't distract himself from it, always picturing the scenes and images that could be accompanying those noises. And if he could for a moment cast his mind somewhere else, it only went so far as thinking about Alice.

What was she doing right now? He wondered that time and time again. Was she dancing, her hips swaying seductively, her skirt rising up, tantalisingly close to revealing her bare pussy. Or had she already found a guy to take home. Had she checked to see if he was adequate, perhaps slipping her hand inside his pants as they pressed together amidst the throng of sweaty dancers.

Ryan only tortured himself more with these thoughts, but he couldn't stop it. And as the hours passed, he could feel his cock dripping precum, his arousal heightened to an extreme by the sheer anticipation of his dominant girlfriend's return.

When he thought he heard the sound of the door opening and closing, the vibrations shuddering through the chair, he immediately tensed up. Despite the sounds of a woman begging to be fucked, he was sure he could feel the thud of footsteps reverberating beneath him. And then a hand touched his thigh. It was small and delicate. He knew it was Alice's. She lightly scratched up and down with her fingernails, drawing close to his cock which had begun throbbing. She gripped his balls and squeezed, making him squirm and moan. The headphones were taken off, and then the blindfold.

"Slave, this is Liam."

Alice stood in front of Ryan, looking dazzling as ever in her red dress, despite the fact that her hair had lost some of its volume and her makeup had become slightly faded from the sweat of dancing. And watching from behind her with a slightly puzzled look on his face was a tall, broad-shoulder guy, dressed smartly in a shirt and jeans.

"I told him all about you and our little arrangement," Alice said. "And I'll admit we've already been a bit naughty. I did say I had to feel him up first, but now I know he's got a big package, and a big load, waiting for me. Isn't that right?"

She turned to Liam, who nodded and bit his lip as she strutted over and kissed him, having to get onto her tiptoes and pull him closer by the front of his shirt.

Ryan could only watch. But as much as he wanted to struggle, he knew that Alice was his dominatrix first and girlfriend second. She could fuck whoever she wanted and he couldn't argue. Instead, he was grateful to her for giving him this attention and choosing to spend her time being his keyholder.

So he just watched as Liam's hands roamed over her curvy body, down her back all the way to her thighs, before lifting up the back of her skirt and squeezing her soft flesh. Ryan could see her bare ass being fondled by Liam's fingers. He could even see her pussy. She let out a soft moan as it was touched and played with.

"Fuck, I need you," she said softly, beginning to undo the buttons of his shirt. "I need you inside me."

Soon Ryan could see the muscles of Liam's abs flexing as he held on to Alice, groping and playing with her body. He then removed his pants, which she had been desperately trying to pull down, and finally he let her take off his underwear, dropping it down to his ankles.

"Fuck, I knew I was right," said Alice. "Isn't he so big, Ryan?"

The man bound to the chair could only groan in response, but he knew she was right. Liam's cock was bigger than his, in length and width. In fact, he couldn't imagine what must have been a full eight inches fitting inside her.

"I'm sorry," Alice said, "I'm going to need to taste you."

She stripped off her dress, letting her large breasts free. She let Liam play with them just for a moment as they went back to kissing, but then she pulled away and got onto her knees.

Her bull stood with his legs slightly apart and his big cock pointing at her. He was able to ignore Ryan and focus on Alice, whose sheer sexuality and enthusiasm for his cock was turning him on immensely.

"Mmmmmm," she moaned when she first took him into her warm mouth, sucking on the head and taking pleasure in the feeling of him swelling even more inside her.

"Fuuuuck, you're so big," she said after pulling back for a moment to stroke him, her small hand only just able to make a complete ring around his shaft. "I can't wait for you to stretch me."

Alice wrapped her lips back around him again, having to open her jaw wide. She was determined to test herself, to take as much of him in as possible. And halfway down his shaft she almost gagged, so she began to suck him harder, bobbing her head up and down faster as he held the back of her head.

Ryan shifted in his seat, his cock raging inside it's cage as he remembered how good Alice's blowjobs were. But he had never had one like this. She had only ever used her mouth to tease him. With Liam, however, she was letting him almost fuck her face, making drool fall in strings down her chest.

"I can't wait any more," she said, having been rubbing her clit. "Fuck me."

Alice got up onto the bed, resting on her hands and knees. Liam knelt behind her, his cock wet and throbbing, and now that she had filled him with desire he didn't need telling twice. Even with a chastity slave watching the show, Liam was ready to fuck her. He grabbed her waist and pushed his big cock inside.

"Fuuuuck," she moaned, feeling him slowly slide deeper into her core. "Oh my god, just fuck me, use me."

Liam thrust in and out, her pussy seeming to clench so tightly around him. He held her by the waist, his strong hands gripping firmly as he fucked harder, using her like she commanded. Her petite body wobbled, her tits swinging beneath her.

"Faster." She gasped as he grabbed a tit with one hand, pulling her closer, and she looked over at Ryan. "Are you enjoying this, slave? Your little cock could never fill me like his. Mmmm. Holy shit. Faster."

Ryan watched the big thick cock ramming in and out of his girlfriend's tight pussy, making her ass and tits jiggle with every slam. He was straining inside his cage, imagining being free and in Liam's position. But his hands were too firmly bound and try as he might he wasn't breaking free from the chair.

He just had to accept that he was her chastity slave and so he belonged in this position. His cock couldn't satisfy her, but his obedience could. And so he sat there, throbbing and leaking precum, as Alice's moans grew louder.

"Fuuuuuuck, I'm gonna cum." She looked at Ryan, finding herself becoming more aroused by his presence. "Cum inside me. Please. Give me everything you've got."

Liam grunted, ready to burst. His strong arms wrapped around Alice's body. Both of their bodies quivered at the edge of climax, letting their primal, animalistic urges take over. Liam buried his cock completely inside and held it there as it began to pulse. His hands fondled her breasts, pulling her up closer to him. And together they let their shared orgasm consume them.

"Fuck fuck fuck," Alice groaned, almost shaking as the pleasure reverberated through her.

Liam's cock pumped shot after shot of cum inside her tight pussy, feeling it being drained. Ryan watched, his own cock desperate to feel that same release, to burst out with all the cum that had been building up through weeks of teasing.

"Fill me," Alice said, feeling the last of Liam's orgasm emptying with every throb.

Slowly, the tensions in their bodies dissipated and they were left a hot, sweaty mess. Alice dropped onto her back when Liam eventually pulled out of her, unblocking the white cum that pooled between her wet pink lips.

"Fuck," she sighed heavily, looking up at Liam who was kneeling between her legs, his cock becoming limp. "Thank you for being a real man. I might need you to come and fuck me again some time. But do you mind doing me a favour?"

"Sure," Liam nodded.

"Untie my slave. I need him."

A string of precum dripped from the tip of Ryan's caged cock to the seat of his chair as he wondered what she was going to request from him. He didn't struggle as his girlfriend's bull came over to free him.

"Take the tape off, slave," Alice said, still lying on the bed, exhausted from her activity. "I need your mouth."

Once he had been untied, Ryan ripped his gag off and stretched his jaw before coming over to her and taking his place between her legs as she requested.

"I need you to clean me out." Alice pointed at her cum-filled pussy. "Go on. Lick it up."

With Liam watching from the sidelines Ryan obeyed without question. He leaned down, his tongue ready, and he licked his girlfriend clean. The taste of her pussy melded with the taste of the other man's cum, which he tried not to think about too much as he swallowed it down on her command.

"Mmm, taste good, slave? This is all you're good for, really: cleaning up after a real man, a real alpha. Does your cock want to be let up, does it want to cum in me like he did?"

"Yes, mistress."

"Well it's not allowed. I've been satisfied. I don't need your cock. I just need you to finish licking up all that cum. Go on. Swallow it all down. I don't want anything left over."

Ryan stuck his tongue in deep, eating her out and making her moan again. He sucked and licked, getting every last drop of cum and leaving her pussy pink, pristine, and utterly satisfied.

"Good boy," Alice said, revelling in the control she had over her eager slave. "Stop now, sit down."

"Yes, mistress."

"And you," she turned to Liam, "you can go now."

"Oh. Okay." He went to collect his clothes, having been watching Ryan's obedience with a bemused curiosity.

"I've got your number," Alice continued, "so if I need you again, I'll give you a call."

She moved over to kneel beside Ryan, stroking his caged cock and purring in his ear while Liam got dressed.

"Did you enjoy watching my bull fuck me, slave?"

"Yes, mistress." Even through the hard metal, Ryan was enjoying the touch and attention she was finally giving him.

"When he's gone, should I let you out?"

"Yes please, mistress."

"Hmmm." Alice seemed to consider it, but her focus then turned to Liam who had just finished putting his shirt on. "Go on," she said. "Leave me and my slave be."

"Okay," he said, about to head out. "Nice to meet you, er, both."

When the door shut behind him, Alice turned back to Ryan, her hand gripping his balls.

"Your treat, slave. Was being allowed to eat up all his cum. So I've decided you don't need anything else. You're not being released today."

"Okay, mistress."

"But I do have another surprise for you: I've planned a weekend away with Tara! She's bringing her slave so I get to bring you! Sound fun?"

"Yes, mistress." Ryan suddenly looked less dejected.

"Good, because until then I'm not unlocking you." Alice relaxed her grip then gave her boyfriend and slave a loving kiss on the lips. "But if you can survive some more denial, I'm sure the four of us will have a lot of fun together."

The End


Spellbound: The Complete Trilogy


1. Teased by a Witch

The girl at the bar had captured my attention ever since she arrived, standing out amongst the other patrons not only because of the distinctive neon blue hair but because of what she wore. There was nothing so unique about the black leather dress, net tights, and boots, although she did look incredible in them. Instead, it was what she had on her head, something that I could only describe as a witch's hat, that certainly suited her while being without a doubt a bold fashion choice.

If it was Halloween I wouldn't have questioned it, but I could not stop thinking about her choice of attire and I was surprised that no one else in the bar seemed too intrigued by it. So I tried to ignore her and focus back on my friends in our little corner booth. They had already had much more than me to drink and the evening passed quickly, filled with the sound of their laughter.

But when they decided to call it a night, the blue-haired girl was still sitting alone on her barstool and I knew in that moment that I would regret passing on the opportunity to talk to her.

"I still need to finish my beer," I said to my friends as they were standing up ready to leave. "I'll see you guys next week."

They said goodbye and staggered away, passing the girl but only giving her a cursory glance.

Approaching closing time, the bar was suddenly quiet in the absence of my friends' drunken bellows. A couple were getting very hands-on a few booths down from mine, and an older regular was drinking alone silently at the far end of the bar. Apart from that, it was just me, the girl, and the bartender, who was busy wiping down tables and washing glasses.

Seeing that there were only ten minutes until we'd be kicked out, I downed my drink and walked over to the girl. I had only been able to study her from the back, so it was a pleasant surprise as I sat in the stool beside her to see the prettiness of her face that seemed to glow in the dim overhead lights. Her features were delicate and elfin, her skin pale but bright. She had a deep almost-black lipstick on that stood out boldly as she smiled, her dark hazel eyes glistening.

"Mind if I join you?" I asked.

"Not at all," she replied, her voice soft but clear.

"I've not seen you around here before."

"That's because I've not been around here before." She smiled mischievously which somehow reassured me, knowing that I wasn't bothering her. "In fact, I was hoping to find someone to keep me company?"

"Is that so?" I couldn't believe my luck. I hadn't expected her to flirt so unashamedly with me, but the last thing I wanted was to ruin my chances with her.

"You want to have some fun, don't you?"

"Definitely. But do you mind if I ask you something? Why are you wearing a witch's hat?"

She raised an eyebrow and smirked. "Because, silly, I'm a witch."

"Oh really?" I was beginning to enjoy her playfulness, especially as she leaned over to whisper in my ear.

"Do you want to see me do some magic?" Her breath was cool against my skin, sending shivers down my spine.

"Yes," I replied.

"I can make you hard in an instant. Watch."

Her tongue darted out and licked my ear, then she bit my lobe lightly. Immediately, I felt blood rush to my cock and it grew erect in response to the sensuality of her touch.

"Good trick," I told her as she pulled away, eyeing up the bulge in my pants. "But I'm not convinced that that's magic."

"Oh?" She pouted, feigning a look of upset. "In that case you'll have to call us a cab and I can show you what else I can do back at my place. I'm just going to freshen up."

I watched her skirt swish side to side as she went to the bathroom, dumbfounded by how upfront she had been. I called for a ride, all the while feeling my cock still throbbing in my pants. It must have been from all the excitement of her flirting and the anticipation of spending a night with her. There was such an intensity that it was almost uncomfortable. Before she returned I had to fumble around with the front of my crotch to reposition the hard shaft, and when we left it only rubbed more against the fabric, driving me crazy.

"Are you okay?" she asked as we waited outside, apparently having noticed my discomfort.

"Yes, all good."

When the cab arrived, my erection finally died down.

"It's not far," she said after telling the driver her address.

After we got in and the car pulled away, I was too excited and nervous to say much to her, and before I could find any words she slid over next to me, put a hand on my thigh, and kissed me.

Her lips were soft against mine, her tongue explored my mouth. I knew the driver could see us in his mirror but in that moment I didn't care. Not even when her hand fondled the growing bulge in my pants and rubbed me through the material.

I felt up her legs and under her skirt. Her ass was firm and round and I had to resist the urge to pull down her panties. My other cupped her breasts as she rubbed me faster. I could have easily cum in my pants but she seemed to sense when I was right on the edge because that was when she pulled away.

"Not yet," she said softly. "We're here."

Right on queue the car pulled up outside an old townhouse and she got out. I paid the driver then followed her out and up the steps to the front door. She pulled her keys out of her purse as the cab drove away, it's engine fading into the distance and allowing silence to settle back into the dark street.

Only the jingle of keys and the creak of the door disturbed the night before she pulled me inside.

"What's your name?" I asked finally.

She shut the door and looked at me, switching a hallway light on that cast shadows over her features. "You can call me Tabitha. But don't tell me yours. I don't want to know. I prefer the mystique."

I didn't care to question her request, especially as she pushed me against the wall and resumed making out with me. Her crotch pressed against mine, grinding against my hard cock. I grabbed her ass, pulling her in tighter. Under her skirt, my fingers trailed down over her panties as I reached around, feeling the dampness of her pussy through the material.

She moaned in my ear as I touched her. Her arousal only served to fuel mine. My cock was achingly desperate and I felt a drop of precum being squeezed out as she whispered: "Take off all your clothes and follow me."

She stepped away and my whole body yearned to feel her against me again. I kicked off my shoes and she walked off up the staircase towards the gloom of the upper floor. I stumbled behind her as I fiddled with the buttons of my shirt. I whipped it off then undid my pants and I got to the top of the stairs, pulling them down my legs and peering around. Tabitha had disappeared. Making my way to the only door I could see, it's outline illuminated by a golden light from behind it, I fumbled with my socks. Before opening the door, I finally took off my underwear. My cock sprung free as I entered.

I saw the dress already bundled on the floor of the bedroom before I saw Tabitha turn to face me in matching lacy black panties and bra. She was haloed by the glow of fairy lights trailing around the walls of her bedroom. I closed the door and she beckoned me towards her with the curling of an index finger.

"Fuck me," she said, taking her hat off and tossing it with accuracy onto a dresser before grabbing my cock and leading me down with her as she lay back on the bed.

She pulled her panties down as I moved on top of her and we kissed. I was so hard, so horny, that I knew I didn't even need those two words, her command, to convince me. Her hands grabbed my ass and pulled me towards her. The tip of my cock found her opening, already wet, and without any difficulty her hands guided me in.

I couldn't help but release a grunt as her tight pussy enveloped me, allowing my cock to push in welcomingly.

"Fuck me," she repeated, a note of desperation in her voice that turned me on immeasurably and spurred me to action.

I thrust in and out, helpless to the pleasure as her pussy seemed to clench and tighten around my throbbing cock. I could hardly take it. After our session in the cab and all the excitement leading up to this moment I was all ready to explode.

But I held back, even as she moaned in my ear.

"Make me cum."

Her desire for me drove me crazy. As I pounded my cock into her, my hands now by her head and running through her blue hair, her entire body seemed to tighten as her legs wrapped around my waist.

"Oh fuck," I panted. "I'm so fucking close."

She bit her lip. Her eyes stared up at me.

"Do not cum," she said commandingly, her voice beginning to quiver. "Not yet. Fuuuuuuck."

Her climax shook her core, vibrating out in ripples that seemed to transfer to my cock. I was right on the edge as I held her and felt her cumming. Her order compelled me to obey and I had to slow down. But even so I could not hold back the tide of orgasm. I felt the urge to cum overwhelm me. My cock pulsed, ready to release.

But it didn't. Something held me back. My thrusts were long and slow as the aftershocks of Tabitha's orgasm petered out. But I was still desperate, more so than ever. I could have cum, I should have cum, but I hadn't been met with that familiar, wonderful sensation. My balls were still unemptied. My cock throbbed harder than ever, still desperate for a few more thrusts to finish the job. My orgasm was like a sling that had been pulled back, stretched to its limit, but I couldn't find the mechanism to let go and release all that energy that was stored up and waiting.

"Well done," Tabitha said, seizing me suddenly by the waist and flipping us over. I let her roll me onto my back, although she had such a surprising strength that I wasn't sure I could have stopped her if I wanted. She straddled me, my cock still buried deep inside.

"I thought I was going to cum," I said, grateful for the break. But while she sat still on top of me, her pussy was so tight that her every little movement and breath seemed to ripple out through my cock that I could feel leaking precum inside her.

"You would have," she said, smirking, "but I told you not to. I did tell you I was magic."

"That you are," I replied, enjoying her quirkiness which she seemed quite earnest about. "What other magic can you do?"

"I know exactly how close you are to cumming." She started moving her hips back and forth, causing minute stimulation to my cock. "And I can make you cum whenever I want."

"I believe that completely."

My hands had been trailing over her ass and the concave curve of her waist, up to her bra where I played with her breasts through the cups. But before I could move around to the clasp at the back, she grabbed my wrists and pinned them to the bed, leaning over me as she did. Her mouth hovered over mine and she gave me the lightest peck on the lips.

"If you want to cum," she said, still grinding so slowly against me, like a tantric exercise, "you'll have to agree to be mine."

"Mmmm, I'll do anything." My cock was aching, desperate for release and she sat up again and increased the motion of her hips.

"Will you promise to be my plaything?" she asked. "To do as I say and endure whatever spells I work on you."

"Mmmmm." I was close to the edge again. "Fuck yes."

"Good."

She smiled wickedly, her hands moving over her body, and she fucked me faster. I was about to cum but once again I felt that sensation, like it was being blocked. It made me desperate, my cock raged and leaked.

"You're allowed to cum," she said, now fingering her clit. "But only when I show you my tits."

I didn't think I could last that long, unless she was going to take off her bra immediately. I should have already cum but by some miracle I hadn't. Maybe I had more self-control than I thought. Maybe I didn't want to disobey her and let her down that badly, but it still felt unbearable, being right on the edge but seemingly unable to find that last push to go over even as she rode me harder and faster.

"Beg," she said, squeezing her breasts together. "Beg for me to let you cum."

"Please, Tabitha," I replied automatically, wanting nothing else than to unload all the pressure inside me. "Please let me cum."

Her hands moved behind her back. She unclasped her bra and let it loose but held it so her breasts were still covered.

"Are you ready?" she asked.

"Yes. Please. I need to cum."

"Then do it. Cum."

She let the bra drop. As if triggered by the sight of her breasts, so perfect and perky and symmetrical, I came. The floodgates opened and a tidal wave of pressure burst out. My whole body shook as I felt the release through my cock. It pumped out wave after wave of cum while her pussy slid up and down the shaft. Each shock hit me with a jolt of intensity. The pleasure was beyond what I had ever experienced and my nails almost ripped holes in the bed sheets as I gripped them tight.

I could only stare at her amazing tits then to her face which was consumed with pleasure and framed by the blue hair that had fallen over her cheeks as she rode me for every last bit of cum. Every push up and down seemed to squeeze more out even as the rush of pleasure started to wane. The white creamy liquid oozed out of her pussy and down my shaft as I finished filling her with everything I had.

Exhaustion took hold of me as my body tingled, utterly satisfied by Tabitha. The room seemed to dim as I struggled to keep from falling asleep. It was as if I had been sapped of all my energy, releasing it from inside me just as I did my cum.

I felt her get off me, cum dribbling out from between her lips and over my softening cock.

"Let me clean you up," she said, her voice distant, as if I was submerged in a pool and she spoke from just above the surface of the water.

"Sorry," I managed to mutter. "I'm just so exhausted."

"That's okay." A towel wiped the cum off me. "You can sleep now. We'll have more fun in the morning."

I vaguely remember her helping me get under the duvet before I drifted off towards a peaceful sleep.

*****

I felt her body against mine when I woke from pleasant dreams that relived the previous night over and over again with her naked on top of me as rode me to orgasm after orgasm. Remembering where I was took a moment, but when I did I smiled as I realised this was still reality.

"You like being kinky?" she whispered as my eyes slowly opened to see her pretty face inches from mine.

"Mmhmm," I nodded.

Her hands clasped my wrists and pulled them up. I let her, instantly excited for what she had planned. She had a silk gown on that partially covered her breasts but as she leaned forward I watched her cleavage as they hung down over me.

Cold metal clicked into position around my wrists. I was handcuffed to the bed frame.

"I don't want you going anywhere."

"That's fine by me," I said before she kissed me, sending a rush of excitement through my body. When she pulled away and threw the bed sheets off, revealing my naked body, I could see my cock throbbing freely.

She took it in her hand and stroked gently, moving so smoothly up and down my shaft that was still sensitive from the night before.

"Did you enjoy the magic I used on you last night?" she asked.

"Hmm, it did feel magical, your pussy that is, but I don't believe you actually cast a spell on me." I grinned as she pouted playfully.

"You still don't believe I'm a witch?" Her grip tightened around me. "Even after I blocked your orgasm, making you hold out until I commanded you to cum?"

"That's just my amazing self-control," I bragged, although I still didn't know how I had managed it.

"Don't lie, I could feel you about to burst after a few thrusts." She leaned into me, still stroking. "I can show you another spell, if that'll help convince you?"

I nodded and she kissed me again, her lips so soft and warm against mine. My eyes closed as I embraced the intimacy of the moment and all the wonderful pleasure of her hand still stroking me.

My cock throbbed in her grasp as her other hand tweaked my nipples. Then at the same time I felt her fingers running through my hair and I was so enraptured that I didn't question it until she withdrew her lips.

"Do you believe me now?"

Her hands returned to her sides but I still felt the gentle caress of her stroking my cock. But when I looked down there was nothing. My cock was standing erect and free. I thought I must be dreaming or otherwise hallucinating. My eyes showed me nothing touching my cock, and yet the sensation of stroking continued as if an invisible hand had me in its grip.

"What is going on?" I asked, bewildered.

"It's a neat little trick," Tabitha giggled. "But so much fun! I told you I'm a witch. And I can do so much more."

The invisible hand was joined by another and the intensity suddenly increased. I felt the two stroke me, now able to cover my entire shaft. I should have been more freaked out but it just felt too good.

I watched as my cock began to throb harder and leak precum, as if of its own accord. Every stroke took me closer to the edge and I couldn't stop it, I didn't want to stop it. Even with Tabitha simply kneeling beside me, enjoying the show, all I wanted to do was cum and I felt ready to explode.

But I couldn't. Just like the night before, something was stopping me. Even as the phantom hands continued stroking nothing came out but precum. I thrust my hips up, rising off the bed, but there was no way to escape the stimulation. No matter how much I moved I could not escape it.

So when they finally stopped, the hands releasing me and disappearing without another touch, my heart was racing and my cock was dripping.

"Fuuuuck," I sighed. "I believe you. You're a witch."

Tabitha beamed. "Finally! So do you want to run off home or stay and have some more fun?"

My cock was just coming back from the edge when I felt a finger running over it, so lightly but so teasingly. But this time it was actually Tabitha. Her index finger trailed up and down my shaft a few times, then she scooped up a drop of precum from the tip and licked it up.

"I want to stay with you," I said. This had already been an experience like no other, and now I was desperately excited to see what else she could do with me.

"Then show me what you can do."

She swung a leg over and straddled me, taking her gown off and inching up my body until her pussy hovered inches from my mouth.

"Make me cum," she ordered, lowering herself and letting me taste her. "And I'll give you something to encourage you."

As I licked, finding her taste and the moans escaping her throat addictive, a new sensation enveloped my hard cock. It took me a moment to work out what it could be. It wasn't the same as before, and I could see her hands gripping the bed frame so it was definitely still magic of some kind. It was at times tight, and others loose. And while I knew my cock was surrounded by open air the spell made it feel warm and utterly pleasurable. As Tabitha moaned above me, her lips parted, I knew that this new sensation was a blowjob, and that realisation had my arousal shoot higher than before.

The invisible mouth sucking my cock worked delicately but thoroughly, driving me crazy. I could even feel the flutter of a tongue that licked my shaft and swirling around the head, while not being able to lick the precum that was dripping down in a string onto my stomach.

Tabitha looked so peaceful in her ecstasy as I ate her out, that I was amazed at the intricacies of the spell that she cast so effortlessly. I looked up at her bare breasts while she pressed herself into me. I had never experienced face-sitting before but it had me desperate to please her and I loved seeing her so consumed by the pleasure of my tongue burying inside her. And the more that I licked, and the more that her arousal grew, the faster and tighter my cock was sucked.

I feared returning to the edge again, knowing that she would likely block my orgasm, and yet I yearned to be there, to let myself be taken to that point. As I felt her body tighten, her legs squeezing me like a vice, I was brought to the edge and kept there. I needed to cum but I knew there was nothing I could do but continue to lick her. And the frustration of being at that point, feeling as if every next suck should push me over, only fuelled my arousal and made me throb harder and leak more. In that state of pure, unrestrained arousal, I wanted nothing more than to stay there forever if it allowed me to continue being under Tabitha's control.

And then she came. Her legs shook violently on either side of me. I felt the rush of her pleasure expelled from her body as she quivered. And just at that moment, where I knew she was filled with utter, pure joy, I felt the invisible bonds of her control over my cock waver, and like the floodgates opening they could not be closed. She could not stop me. My cock erupted, my orgasm seemed as intense as the previous night's. But this time I could feel how far my cum sprayed. Each shot arched over my stomach, the first few hitting Tabitha's back. In fine lines of white her spine was drawn and connected to me by the dripping, stringy liquid.

Our bodies experienced a shared, simultaneous orgasm that had every limb shaking, every muscle clenching and contracting. My hands pulled at the cuffs and my toes curled like a man possessed. And through it all I kept licking, and my cock kept being sucked. Until finally, once all aftershocks had run their cause and Tabitha's body relaxed on top of mine, that magical phantom mouth around me disintegrated and left my cock, grateful for the rest, fully satisfied.

"Oh fuck," she sighed, still sitting on my face. "Woops, I didn't mean to let you cum!"

"Mmhmm," I moaned into her pussy.

"Huh? Oh."

"It felt incredible," I said once she had got off me.

"Well it shouldn't have." She tutted and grabbed some tissue to wipe her back clean. "It's really hard to keep concentrated on blocking your orgasm while also having it sucked, especially when you make me cum like that."

"Sorry?"

"Don't be. I guess you deserved it for being so good with your tongue. But I was planning on fucking you, properly I mean."

"Shit, I don't think I can go again." My cock was limp and lying in a pool of cum, feeling absolutely drained by Tabitha's magic blowjob.

"Nope, not acceptable," she said. "Look, you're good for more already."

She snapped her fingers and with an immediate response blood rushed into my cock once more. I watched, amazed, as it grew as big and hard as it had been before I climaxed, throbbing back to life and instilling me with the same level of arousal as before. The pleasant post-orgasm sensation buzzing through my body was fading, and otherwise it was like I hadn't just erupted and emptied my load across my stomach and Tabitha's back.

"One of my favourite little tricks," she said, stroking me as I once again felt eager to be touched. "Refractory periods are no match for my magic. You were saying you weren't ready to go again? Because I can find someone else to fuck in that case."

"No," I said, at once intrigued and frustrated that my recent satisfaction had been undone now that I was back to being horny and desperate as ever. "Please, I want you."

That made her grin and she straddled me, rubbing her pussy against my shaft.

"That's exactly what I like to hear," she said, moaning as she turned herself on. "I want you to want me, to need me, to lust over me and adore me."

"Yes, fuck, I do." I gasped as she slid me inside. She was so warm and tight.

"I want you to dream about me," she continued as she began to fuck me, her hands on my chest. "To devote yourself to me, to save all your pleasure for me."

"Mmmmmmm." I could only groan as she rode faster, her pussy clenching and squeezing over my throbbing cock.

"Answer me and I will let you cum again." She pressed her breasts together. "A good witch needs a perfect thrall. Now that you know what power I have, what I can do to you, will you promise to serve me?"

"Yes." I clenched my fingers together, wishing I could reach out to touch her. But the cuffs were too strong.

"Do you promise to give me pleasure whenever I demand it?"

"Fuck yes." I squirmed beneath her as she bounced up and down on my cock.

"Then cum and enjoy it. Because now you are mine."

She rode me to climax. Her body shook as my cock erupted inside her. My cum spilled out of her pussy as her hips gyrated and it slid in and out.

"Stay hard," she commanded, her voice airy but stern as she continued to fuck me, riding through every bit of pleasure. I don't know for sure if she put another spell on me, but my cock remained hard even after my balls were drained. I was becoming sensitive but it felt as if I could soon cum again. And as Tabitha's body seemed to convulse, overcome by seemingly endless waves of orgasm, her pleasure appeared to transfer to me and I began to cum again. I didn't even have any more cum to give her, but I still felt the almost dry climax seizing me and releasing incredible pleasure for the third time in mere moments.

The base of my cock was covered with the cum and juices that had dribbled out of her. It became limp and small quite quickly once she got off me, now drained of all energy and cum and no longer until the influence of her magic. As Tabitha lay beside me, exhausted, I wondered if she could make me cum again. In my current state, being extremely sensitive and tired, I thought it an impossible task.

Fortunately she took pity on me and we just lay there together, resting in the afterglow of the moment and the orgasms we had shared.

"Don't ever think you deserve pleasure like that again from me," Tabitha said, turning to me. "In fact, I can promise you that I will not give you a release so easily next time."

She reached up and unlocked my cuffs, having produced the key out of nowhere, and I massaged my wrists while she stood up and threw her gown on.

"What are you waiting for?" she asked. "I actually have plans this weekend so you need to leave."

"Oh, right, of course." I got up and grabbed my clothes that she must have folded and piled up earlier. I was hesitant to disturb her again, but I summoned the courage to ask a question. "When can I see you again?"

"Next weekend." She saw my look of disappointment. "That's right, you have to wait. I'm not a booty call, I'm not a friend with benefits. You agreed to serve me and so you will have to be patient."

"Okay." I nodded, buttoning my shirt up.

"And, in fact, this will be a test. You will need to survive a week without coming to see me. Don't think it'll be easy. It won't. I can assure you. Especially because you're not allowed to cum."

"Really?"

"Do you not remember what you agreed to?" She glared at me disapprovingly. "Your pleasure is mine. Your cock is mine. So you're not allowed to cum without my permission."

I finished getting changed and I looked at her blue hair dazzling in the morning light, her perfect body barely hidden within her short gown, and her pretty face appearing both gentle and authoritative as she ordered me around.

"Go home now," she said, showing me out of the room and down the stairs. "You can think about me as much as you like, actually I encourage you to. And next Saturday I will see you here. Good luck."

She pulled the front door open and I stepped out into the daylight. It blinded me, making everything hazy as if I had just exited a dream world. And when I turned to say goodbye, the door was already shut, Tabitha was gone, and I could have sworn I felt a tingle of something magic running through my cock.


2. Edged by a Witch

It had been a couple of days since I went home with Tabitha, the incredibly sexy blue-haired witch who had shown me what her magic could do to me. She teased me with her spells, drained me over and over again, and by the end of it all I was utterly addicted to her control.

Now I had a week to survive without seeing her again, and she had given me one instruction that I knew would make that time pass so agonizingly slowly: do not cum.

It was a challenge from the outset. Even after having multiple orgasms in a row, as a result of her magic, every time I thought of her my cock twinged, desperate to feel her control and her touch once again.

So for every moment I spent thinking of her, I also had to fight the urge to touch myself, just in case that led me down a rabbit hole, with the pleasure too strong to resist and making myself cum despite my promise to her.

On Monday, I finally had a successful day, with the image of her body only appearing in my mind twice over the course of the day. The first was when I saw a woman across the street, wearing a dress that extenuated her cleavage and making me wish to see Tabitha's again. The second was as I watched a fantasy film, and I longed for one of the witches on screen to be in any way as sexy as her. But they weren't. And my cock raged hard even as I drifted off to sleep that night.

She approached me out of the mist. Birds whistled overhead. The sunlight was diffused by the high canopy of the gently rustling forest that looked impenetrable in every direction. Her long white legs stepped gracefully over arched roots and mossy rocks. I could feel the soft ground between my toes. I only noticed then that I was completely naked. But I was not scared or embarrassed, and I only became happier when her figure emerged fully and I saw that she too was naked.

Her slim, feminine figure drew closer. Her breasts glistened with sweat and her skin seemed to glow in the sunlight. She didn't say a word but I saw her smile. My cock had already stirred and become hard. I wanted her to touch me but she just stood there, beginning to run a hand over her own body.

Then I felt a tug on my wrist. And another on my ankles. I fought back sluggishly but I could not move my limbs no matter how hard I tried. Vines were snaking around them, gripping tightly. They spiraled up my legs and over my arms and I was caught between two large trees, immobilised with my body spread in a star shape.

I could not move. But I didn't want to move. My cock throbbed even harder and Tabitha finally took it in her hand and stroked, flooding my body with pleasure. She leaned forward, her face close to mine. I tried to lean in and kiss but she pulled back and a thin vine slithered over my mouth and wrapped around my jaw a dozen times, preventing me from making a sound.

But, trapped as I was, all I cared about was satisfying the arousal growing within me. And when Tabitha kneeled in front of me, my body could hardly contain the anticipation.

Her lips parted and she took me inside. My cock pulsed. She sucked me as tight as the vines that gripped my body. She took me deeper, enveloping my entire shaft with her warmth.

In the depths of that forest, with nobody around, I had no reservations in letting her do as she pleased. My body did not strain against my bondage, or try to resist the temptation to clench my cock, ready to burst. I just let her deepthroat me, taking me to the pinnacle of pleasure as I hit the edge and the world fell out from under my feet, where I dangled for a moment, suspended by the vines, before plummeting and waking in my bed.

My body shivered, covered in sweat. My vision was dark. But my cock still throbbed and I felt the warmth of something around it and the weight of a body between my legs.

Everything was still blurry and confused. But the sensation of being there, right on the edge of orgasm, remained. I reached for my bedside light and screwed my eyes shut as its yellow light glared angrily and the room was illuminated.

Then I threw the bed sheets off.

"Is this another dream?" I asked, seeing Tabitha there, naked and still were my cock in her mouth. She raised her head with a slurp and smiled at me.

"If you can't tell, what does it matter?"

She straddled me and slid my aching cock inside her. She was already wet.

"If this is only a dream," I said, quivering as she began to fuck me, "then I can cum."

"Oh really?" She squeezed her breasts and moaned, sounding like she was already close to climax. "Maybe you're right. Try and cum. Test your theory. Mmmm."

Her body bounced up and down onto top of me, her ass pressing against my balls as I felt my cock being buried deep inside her with every movement.

"Go on," she moaned. "Try to cum."

I sat up, desperate to release the pressure that had been building up. Her breasts pressed against my chest and I grabbed her ass as I began to thrust my hips and push her over the edge.

"Fuck," she gasped, leaning back and letting me take over. "Better hurry up if you want to cum because I'm, oh fuck, mmm, I'm cumming!"

I held her body as it shook and she trembled, sending a rush through my cock. I could feel my climax beginning to rush over me, the cum about to burst out into her tight pussy.

And then her body vanished. My hands grasped uselessly against the air. I thought I could hear her whimpers, those familiar moans when she finally recovered from a body-shaking orgasm, but before I could know where they were coming from I was seized by sleep and I fell back onto my bed.

*****

Sunlight woke me early, and the discomfort in my cock kept me from dropping back to sleep. It ached, as if it had been sucked and fucked for hours with no release at the end. It throbbed hard again as I remembered those images, of Tabitha in the forest and then in my bed. They were blurry but somehow very vivid. Or at least more so than a usual dream. They didn't slip away from me as I held them in my mind. I thought I could still feel the phantom grip of the vines around my wrists, like how the sensation of a hat on my head remains for some time after it's removed.

But I shook off the idea that those dreams could be real. They were fantasies, no more than that, created by my subconscious in response to my intense desire to see Tabitha again. Besides, there was no way she could have snuck into my bedroom. Her magic, I was sure, was more limited than that.

But for the rest of the week, night after night, I was visited by her in my dreams. Sometimes just once a night, sometimes more. She sucked me and fucked me. She tied me up or held me by a leash as I went on top of her. She came over and over again while I only ever got as far as the edge.

And each time I would wake up with a raging erection, desperate to touch it but somehow able to hold off. I had made a routine of throwing myself out of bed and onto the floor, then doing as many push ups as it took to get the blood flowing to other parts of my body. I had also taken to having cold showers. It was the best way to get myself out of my deliriously horny headspace.

But Friday night was the worst. I was going through a seemingly endless series of dreams. In each new scene Tabitha would appear, eventually I would reach the edge, and then just before I could feel the first shot of cum release from me I would fall into the next scene.

I throbbed and dripped, frustrated beyond belief as I passed through each dream with the blue-haired witch the only other constant: I was in her bed, cuffed as I had been in the morning after we met; then I was standing waist-deep in the ocean, bound in the water by strong seaweed when she appeared out of the water like a mermaid; then I was trapped in stocks in the middle of a medieval town square and she made me lick between her legs while spanking my vulnerable behind.

So many more scenes came and went as she came and I didn't, only experiencing the edge over and over until I fell with her back onto my bed. My cock was finally given a rest as she sat on my face, my tongue desperate to make her cum.

Her hips bucked, grinding against my working jaw. I thought that maybe, this time, I could prove myself and she would take pity on me, letting me finally blow my load. But when she came, her thighs squeezing my face, I still had no release.

"See me this evening, boy," she said, her lips curling in a cruel smile. She leaned back and with a single finger she flicked my cock, sending me rushing right back to edge as I woke again, alone in sweat-soaked sheets.

At last, it seemed, I had escaped that kaleidoscopic dream world. But my relief at retreating from its temptations and sexual torture was balanced with a craving for more. Because it felt like I had spent eons with Tabitha, and now that she was gone I desired nothing more than to return to her.

But it was early morning and I felt compelled to follow her order to see her in the evening, even if that did come from a dream.

My cock, however, proved more distracting than on any of the previous mornings. It ached and throbbed dully, as if I had experienced all those countless edges for real. It was a miracle, I thought, that none of them had ended up as wet dreams, although the amount of precum that had leaked out could have been mistaken for the result of one.

Still in a daze, I found it too difficult to resist reaching down and taking my cock in my hand. I justified it as a sort of reward, for being so well-behaved and suffering a week of harsh abstinence in the face of my mind's wicked dreams.

I didn't plan on cumming. I knew I shouldn't. And yet my fingers felt so good wrapped around my shaft, and every little motion felt incredible, so when I got to the edge and knew I should stop I just couldn't bring myself to pull away. I stroked and stroked, precum dripping down and acting as lube as I took myself over and braced for the shots of cum that were long since ready to burst out.

But they didn't. And no matter how hard or fast I stroked I couldn't get past the edge, past the sensation that promised pure bliss. I knew what was happening; I had experienced it before. But I was so desperate and incredibly ready to orgasm that I kept stroking, wanting nothing more in that moment than to finally release that pleasure. I hoped my sheer will would overcome the magic block Tabitha had put on my ability to cum.

Only when I found myself close to cursing her name, with my cock an angry red in my hand, did I finally let go and slump back in bed, knowing that I could not break the spell no matter how hard I tried. There was nothing I could do but let my erection slowly die down and wait until that evening.

*****

Tabitha's townhouse looked different from when I last visited. But I couldn't put my finger on why. It was as if there was a new coat of paint and I couldn't remember the old colour. Or as if her building had been shifted down the street by a few feet. And with the sun coming down to draw long shadows on the sidewalk, the entire neighbourhood seemed to warp around me and I felt the need to get inside to some semblance of safety. A black cat patrolled lazily on the sidewalk just outside her house. It meowed and seemed to watch me as I stepped past it and walked up to the door.

It swung open on its hinge just as I raised my fist to knock. No one was there to greet me, but I entered anyway, feeling as if something was pulling me in. I hadn't noticed the odd ornaments scattered around the hallway during my first visit, and I looked at them with curiosity after closing the door behind me. There were statues and idols that seemed to belong to dozens of different art styles and cultures from around the world, all scattered on tables or across the floor or pinned up to the walls.

"Come here, boy."

I heard Tabitha's voice, a whisper, rushing down the stairs like a gust of wind. I obeyed it, as I knew I should, and went up in search of the source. I vaguely recalled the creak of the stairs from when I last trod on them, and I found my way back to the bedroom like a sleepwalker returning to the comfort of their home after a night of undisturbed wandering.

"Close your eyes."

She was closer now, but I had obeyed her command and stumbled around in darkness. I felt a hand take mine and lead me through to the open door. Then it released me and I stood anxiously, waiting for the next words.

"Take off your clothes," she said. "All of them."

I immediately complied, not wanting to resist. My cock was already beginning to stir in pure anticipation.

"Have you obeyed me?" she asked, her voice circling around me as I heard her pad bare-footed.

"Yes." My throat was dry and I strained to supply the simple answer.

"So you haven't cum all week?"

"No," I said, now removing my pants.

"Good. Keep your eyes closed."

My cock sprung out hard and free when I took off my underwear. Standing there naked, I suddenly felt a chill. I thought it could be Tabitha's breath on the back of my neck. But it was so light and I could hardly hear any movement from here, not until the floorboards in front of me creaked and suddenly my cock was consumed by the pleasure of her warm mouth around it, sucking hard. I gasped, instantly throbbing from the sensation. I could hear her sucking and licking and even gagging as she took me deeper. She moaned, her tongue lapping up my precum. It was like one of the many dreams I had recently experienced, one of the many instances where she had me between her lips just like this. But I knew this time it was real. I was sure I was awake; nothing could compare to this feeling.

"You've been so good this week," she said, pausing to stroke me as she spoke. "So you can cum."

"Fuuuck," I groaned as she took me back inside, feeling her lips reaching the base of my cock, the lower one grazing my balls.

Every part of my body wanted to cum, and nothing was going to stop me as I felt myself approaching the edge. I had to fight to keep my hands by my sides. My fists clenched as I reached that point that I visited countless times over the course of the week. And now, having her permission, I was ready to go over. The intense heat of desire was about to erupt.

And then all stimulation stopped. In a blind rage, I opened my eyes as I felt my orgasm about to be ruined, the waves of cum ready to rush out. I tried to grab my cock and stroke but I couldn't. Only then did I realise that my hands were stuck at my sides, paralysed and not simply through my sheer will.

"Don't worry, boy. Just feel what's happening to you."

Tabitha was there, not kneeling where I had been imagining by instead sitting at the end of her bed. She was too far away to touch me so it must have been more of her magic, and for a moment I felt somewhat cheated. She was wearing a tight little corset and skirt, and she watched with a fascinated look on her face as the muscles of my body clenched, trying to break free of her spell.

My cock was still on the edge. I could feel the start of an orgasm close to leaking out, but any further sensation was completely stifled. All that pressure remained blocked inside me. My cock throbbed and pulsed angrily. And then, as if unable to contain what had been stewing inside, a dribble of cum oozed out. There was no pleasure to it, no release. All my frustration was still there, even being heightened by the sight of my cum drooling from the tip and onto the floor.

"Fuuuu-"

"Quiet, boy."

I wanted to scream but I was silenced by another spell. My lips shut and I could not open them. I had no idea that she had this much power, but there was still nothing more that I wanted than to please her and feel my own pleasure.

"I have more control over you than you could possibly imagine," she said, putting one leg across the other and watching as I struggled, unable to escape the edge where I was held, perpetually in a state where I thought I could cum at any moment.

"Did you enjoy your dreams?" She stood up and circled me, a finger trailing around my sensitive bare skin. "Because I did. It was hard work, projecting those thoughts into your subconscious, especially from such a distance, but it was worth it. I had a lot of fun."

More precum dripped from my cock as I listened to her, knowing I shouldn't be surprised to hear it was her doing that caused those dreams.

"Each time I went to you, I experienced everything we did. Just like all that edging actually happened to your cock, I came over and over again, feeling your tongue or your cock inside me, or my fingers as I watched you bound and helpless and dripping. Fuck. It was so hot, and I know you thought so too. Especially last night. I lost count how many times I came. And each of my orgasms was a cruel, frustrating edge for you. I'm sorry, slightly. In fact, I really did plan on letting you cum today. But do you know what made me change my mind?"

She stood in front of me, her eyes fixed on mine. My cock pointed at her skirt and she reached up to caress my cheek.

"I know you tried to cum," she said. "I could feel that sexual energy when you stroked yourself this morning. I told you not to cum and you didn't, but that's only because of the block I put on you. If I hadn't . . . if I trusted you like I wanted . . . I wouldn't have needed to do that. You wouldn't have stroked, wouldn't have tried to cum, and when you came to me today you would have filled my mouth with your big, hot load of cum."

I looked at her desperately, still on the edge. Her words hurt me, knowing that I had messed up and broken her trust. I knew I deserved this frustration she was giving me.

"I wanted better from you, boy. But maybe I was too hard on you this week. Maybe I need to give you another chance to prove yourself. Can you do that for me? Will you still devote yourself to me?"

I suddenly felt the invisible force holding my mouth shut lift away, and I gasped out a response: "Yes, I'll do anything for you."

"Good."

The magic keeping me on edge suddenly faded and my cock finally relaxed. My body too became free of her spell and I dropped to my knees, having been used to her power keeping me standing rather than my own muscles.

"If you still want cum for me, you will have to endure whatever I give you. Crawl to me, boy."

I got onto my hands and knees and crawled over, stopping at her feet. She stood up and went to fetch something while my cock hung hard between my thighs.

"You deserve to be punished. Count out loud for me."

I only caught a glimpse of the crop in her hand before she brought it down on my bare ass.

"One," I said, shocked by the hot stinging I felt on my behind.

"Keep going," she commanded, hitting me a second time.

"Two!" I counted louder, spurred by the hard whacks that left a dull throbbing after each strike.

"Three!" I gasped as the pain increased exponentially. "Four! Ah! Five!"

"How many more, boy? How many more do you deserve?"

"Six. Seven. Fuck. I don't know. Eight!"

"How about one strike for every edge you suffered this week? Do you know how many that would be?"

"Nine, ten, eleven." I gritted my teeth, feeling her picking up the pace. But along with the growing pain each hit seemed to send a rush of pleasure through my body, making my cock twitch as my muscles braced for the next whip.

"We could be here all day."

"Twelve, thirteen, fourteen, fifteen. Ow! Sixteen!"

"So let's just do twenty."

"Ow, shit, seventeen. Eighteen." I could feel my cock dripping now, the pleasure overbearing. "Nineteen. Holy shit." I was at the edge again. "Twenty. Fuuuuck."

"Control yourself, boy." Tabitha lay down the crop and pulled me up to my knees. I was suffering, precum leaking freely as I drifted gently away from the edge. "Do you understand why you deserve this punishment?"

"Yes." I nodded, looking adoringly at the women who I had happily handed all control over to.

"Taste your frustration for me, boy."

With her index finger she scooped up the drop of precum leaking from the tip of my cock, making me tremble at the slight touch. Then she brought it to my lips and without needing to be told I opened my mouth and licked it all off, savouring the salty product of my denial.

"I'm going to get a lot more out from you before we're done." She grinned and moved over to fetch something from her wardrobe. "But first you are going to watch me."

She revealed a set of handcuffs and secured them to my wrists behind my back.

"Just in case I lose control over you," she explained, before sitting back on the edge of the bed, only a foot away from me.

"I'm constantly trying to test my powers, so you are going to watch me pleasure myself and you will experience nearly everything I do. Last time you were here I let you cum when I did, but that was an accident. This time, I promise you, I won't let that happen again. So, boy, watch me when I cum. Because you won't be getting any release."

Tabitha gave me a sensual strip tease, playfully removing her corset to free her breasts and then taking off her skirt. When she was ready she sat on the bed and began to play with herself, running her middle finger between the lips of her pussy in long, slow movements. She rubbed and felt herself becoming wetter. She brought her fingers to her lips and tasted it, sucking deeply and purring with pleasure before returning to focus on her clit.

And as I watched, I felt her magic return. A mouth sucked my needy cock, enveloping it in a warm yet invisible pleasure. I strained in my cuffs as the tight lips ran down my shaft, imagining that it was Tabitha kneeling in front of me and sucking me.

But, on the bed, she just looked at me, her mouth open with pleasure as she circled her clit. And the phantom lips were then joined by more and more. I could count a dozen different mouths kissing and licking all over my balls and cock. None of them sucked. They all just teased, endlessly and frustratingly building me slowly towards an edge that I knew I would not be released from.

Tabitha looked at me fearlessly. It was like she was feeding off all my orgasmic energy as she brought herself to climax and sustained the block on my cock. I throbbed hopelessly, precum falling in a glistening string from the tip. And her body trembled as her hand moved almost in a blur between her legs. She grunted as she released. But her spell over me remained. And as she gradually relaxed, the ethereal lips withdrew one by one. The last gave a long, toying kiss to my sensitive frenulum before disappearing, leaving me aching with no stimulation.

"Was that difficult?" she finally asked me, her breasts heaving with every deep breath.

"Yes." I almost winced at my frustration.

"Oh look, your poor cock is weeping."

Transparent precum was dribbling over the pink, sensitive head and I watched it dripping onto the floor.

"Was it that upsetting to see me cum?"

I nodded, desperately trying to focus on something other than my urge to stroke.

"Would you like to earn a release?"

Tabitha got off the bed and went over to a bag of toys she had at the ready. She picked out a strap-on and buckled it around her waist before returning to me.

"Kneel then," she ordered. "How much do you want to cum?"

"So so much," I said, looking at the realistically-moulded dildo protruding from the front of her legs. It bounced and wobbled slightly as she got into position and I lowered myself down onto my knees, my face inches from the tip.

"Then imagine this is your cock. How would you like it to be sucked? Show me."

I opened my mouth eagerly and leaned forward to take it inside. It was rubbery and tough, but it didn't taste unpleasant. And as I sucked just on the mushroom-like head I let out an involuntary moan as the phantom mouth returned to suck on my own cock.

But as I took it deeper, I realised that Tabitha's magic was mirroring my sucking of the dildo on my cock.

As I took it deeper, so too did the invisible lips move further down my shaft. As I sucked hard, I could feel it tightening around me. And as I licked the taut frenulum, I shivered as a soft tongue pleasured that sensitive spot on the underside of my cock.

"That's right, slave," Tabitha said, hands on her hips as she looked down at me. "If you want to cum, you'll have to work for it."

"Mmmmm." I moaned uncontrollably as my head bobbed forward and back, finding it easier and smoother now that the dildo was covered in my saliva.

"You ought to know what it's like for a girl, when you ask them to suck your cock," she continued. "It's tiring and difficult, and they don't even get the same pleasure from it that you are now. So prove that you're worth it, suck harder, suck faster, because this is the only way you'll get to cum. I've not put a block on you so now is your chance."

"Mmphmm."

The dildo was buried in my mouth as I gave all my energy to pleasuring it, and pleasuring myself. I wanted to stroke it and finish the job but my hands were still cuffed. So I sucked and sucked, my neck straining as I pushed over it with speed. I stroked my tongue around the head, enjoying that extra bit of stimulation from swirling over and under.

It was like I was sucking my own cock. When I closed my eyes, I could almost taste my hot flesh in my mouth, the way it throbbed and the bumps of my veins. I was starting to get so close that I began to work even harder for my cum, moaning without pause as strings of drool dribbled out of my mouth.

Tabitha then thrust forward and held the back of my head, forcing me to deepthroat the dildo. I felt it in my cock, the warmth and wetness wrapped around the full length of my shaft. And even as I gagged and my eyes watered, I didn't care. I just wanted to cum. And nothing could stop me.

I almost felt it pulsing in my mouth as my cock was finally allowed to erupt. The cum burst out violently. A week's worth of teasing and edging was at last let out and I felt my body shaking with pleasure while the dildo remained buried inside my mouth. Wave after wave thundered through me as Tabitha held me down until I had released it all, spraying the floor between her feet with my sticky load.

When she released me and let me withdraw, the dildo was pulled out of my mouth and strings of saliva decorated the glistening shaft. It seemed strange, somehow, that it hadn't gone soft like my cock, which was becoming limp between my legs.

"Did you enjoy sucking your own cock, slave?" Tabitha asked as she unbuckled the strap-on and grabbed a towel to wipe it dry.

"Yes, mistress." I remained on my knees, exhausted from both giving and receiving that blowjob. I felt incredibly satisfied, and a part of me feared the return of Tabitha's magic that I knew could make me hard again in an instant. But instead she came over to unlock my handcuffs and then she gave me the towel.

"Clean yourself up then, slave," she said, going to grab her gown and cover herself. "I've got other stuff to do tonight."

"Okay, mistress."

I cleaned my cock then got dressed. I had to step around the puddles of cum on the floor. Tabitha noticed this, and with a snap of her fingers it all disappeared, not even leaving the smallest stain. I then heard the flush of a toilet down the hall, and I wondered what else her magic could do, beyond teasing me and dispensing of my cum.

But I didn't ask. Instead I followed her downstairs when I was ready, though before I left I found myself too curious about her choice of assorted ornaments.

"What's up with the statues?" I asked.

"Oh, those are protective wards. Some crazy witch was trying to fuck with me. It's all good now though."

"Oh, right. I'm glad to hear it's all sorted."

"I've got a lot on now, slave. I don't know when I'll see you, but you'll know when I need you. And I shouldn't need to say this, but you're not allowed to cum."

"Okay, mistress." I was disappointed to hear that I might not be seeing her again for some time, not because I was being denied until then but because I enjoyed being dominated by her. But I wasn't going to argue, and I knew she could tease me well enough from a distance. "Goodnight."

"Goodnight, slave."

With that, she closed the door behind me and, for the second time, I found myself leaving her house feeling both satisfied by my release and yearning to see her again. As I went to walk down the street, a black cat stopped in front of me. It looked to be the same one I saw earlier, but it turned with it's yellow eyes focused on mine and hissed. It's sharp teeth were bared as it snarled aggressively. But it stopped after a moment and then darted off across the road to disappear out of sight, and I didn't think any more of it as I headed back home.


3. Owned by a Witch

I spent a week with no contact from Tabitha, the sexy witch who had used her magic to tease and dominate me. She didn't even appear in my dreams as she had done before to cruelly bring me to the edge over and over again. But even without her actively tormenting me, I found it difficult enough to not touch myself or orgasm, the one thing she had expressly forbidden me from doing.

So I went on with my life as usual, trying my best to ignore the erections that would pop up without warning the more my period of denial went on, and trying to resist the urge to stop by at her house. Despite the growing temptation to visit her, I knew that could be a grievance enough for her to torture me some more. I was well aware of what she could do to me and so I didn't want to tempt fate.

I had successfully kept her out of my mind for an entire day until I returned from work to see a black cat padding almost back and forth outside my home. It reminded me of the one I had seen outside Tabitha's, the day that her magic had me practically giving myself a blowjob using the strap-on she wore. And while it scurried away when I approached, I thought I could feel something, or someone, watching me as I opened the front door.

I thought about Tabitha while I tried to get to sleep that night, almost with the hope that her image would follow me into my dreams. I pictured her in a tight corset, as she had been wearing the last time I saw her, and with her bright blue hair framing her face. But the image shifted away from me as I drifted off, succumbing to a dream that felt at that moment so vivid and so real.

"Can you help me, sir?"

The voice appeared close yet far, soft yet loud, seeming to waft through the air around me as undisturbed and distinct as the smell of freshly baked bread. I saw its source: a small, shadowy figure curled up in the corner of the gloomy, medieval dungeon I was in. I stepped closer. Fire in the sconces on the walls around illuminated her as she looked up, eyes bright and hypnotic in the light of the flames.

"Can you help me, sir?" she asked again.

Another step closer and I saw her long dark hair contrasted against the white of her naked, petite body. She was unfamiliar to me, but so beautiful, and when I saw the chains and manacles binding her limbs to a metal loop in the wall I knew I had to save her.

"Please can you help?" she begged, her lower lip quivering. "You can unlock me. Please let me free."

The key was already in my hand and I saw it would fit perfectly into the hole in the lock that connected all the chains. I knelt down beside her and inserted the key. With a twist, it released, and all her bindings fell free from her body.

"Thank you, sir."

Her body, now unrestrained, uncurled before me. I watched her supple breasts as she stretched her arms above her head. In the cold of the dungeon, her nipples were hard, and I felt them poking my chest when she moved to hug me.

Her arms squeezed me tight and I enjoyed the embrace. The warmth of her breath in my ear was pleasant as she whispered.

"Thank you for rescuing me. How can I reward you?"

I was unable to speak, but I knew my desire for her was evident. She pressed her lips against mine with a gentle kiss. Her tongue darted into my mouth while her hands reached down to free my raging erection.

"Fuck me," she whispered, letting me grab her ass and tits and feel her flesh between my fingers. "I need you."

With a firm hold of her body, I flipped her onto her back. She spread her legs and I was helpless to stop myself from edging closer until my cock slid between her wet lips and I was overcome by pleasure.

"Fuck me," she repeated, more commandingly now. She grabbed my ass and encouraged me to thrust forward and back. I held her hips and watched her breasts jiggling as I rammed inside her tight pussy. Nothing else in the world seemed to exist other than me, her, and our pleasure. But as the heat of passion rose within me, I heard a moan from somewhere else in the dungeon.

"Ignore her," the girl said, pulling me closer down to kiss her. "I need your cum."

I wanted to cum for her, and I could feel myself getting close. But the moaning, not from me or her, only got louder and I looked around.

Out of the gloom I saw the blazing blue hair of another naked figure. She was bound to what looked like a torture rack, her body stretched to its extreme. She wore a sort of muzzle that prevented her from talking, but her eyes were familiar and they looked pleadingly at me.

"Cum for me," the recently-rescued girl continued to beg. She didn't seem to care that the dungeon was occupied by another in need of saving. "You don't need her. You just need to cum."

I did need to cum. And it felt like nothing would be able to stop me. But I couldn't ignore Tabitha. I knew it was her, even if I couldn't make out her face beneath the muzzle. Her body struggled against the bonds and she continued to moan.

I felt so close. My cock was ready to burst. I saw the look of orgasmic pleasure on the face of the girl beneath me.

"Cum in me," she begged, "fill me with your hot load. I need it. Please. Cum for me."

Her legs wrapped around me and held me inside her as I felt her pussy beginning to contract around me. She pulled me in tight and I knew I was so close to bursting.

But I wasn't allowed to cum. I saw Tabitha shaking her head, urging me to resist. And while I was right on the edge, feeling as if my cum was already leaking out, I stopped fucking the dark-haired girl. She didn't let go of me easily, and it felt like I could have just cum just by remaining inside her tight, contracting pussy. But I summoned the strength to break free.

Her legs loosened as I fell back against the floor. She seemed to writhe around in the throes of orgasm while also moaning from having her pleasure ruined by my withdrawal.

"Well done, slave," Tabitha said, suddenly appearing over me, having apparently freed herself. She seemed to enjoy watching the other girl squirming desperately.

My cock throbbed and ached but I knew I had made my mistress proud by holding back. She looked at me and smiled.

"Come see me this afternoon, slave," she told me. "We'll have some fun together."

With that, the dream dissolved around me. The lights went out and the cold hard floor beneath me was replaced by the warm soft sheets of my bed.

It was still early in the morning when I checked my phone. And with the hard-on still a constant temptation to be relieved, I knew that Tabitha's message to meet her had been real. What I didn't know was how much of that dream she had manifested herself. Was it all done to tease and test me? And who was that other girl? Those questions swirled around me as I drifted off to a more peaceful sleep, happy at least to know that I'll be seeing my mistress later.

*****

My cock was hard in my pants as I approached her front door for the third time, wondering what would be in store for me today. Tabitha answered my knock, standing at the entrance with nothing but a silk gown that barely covered her tits and went to only the top of her thighs.

"Come on," she said, beckoning me in. "I've got a surprise for you."

Curious to know what she meant, I went inside. Despite noticing that the statues, or protective wards, had all disappeared after having decorated her entire hallway, I just followed her upstairs, enjoying the glimpse of her bare ass beneath the loosely swishing fabric. Although, even more intriguing were the sounds of a woman moaning. It was loud, at points almost like a yell, but Tabitha didn't seem concerned and so neither was I.

Not until we entered her bedroom and I saw the cause of all the commotion. A naked woman squirmed uncontrollably in the middle of the room, lying face up over the floor. I could hardly believe my eyes. She was hovering in midair, arms and legs outstretched like she was bound spread-eagle. And when her head moved up in one of her orgasmic spasms, I realised that I knew her.

"She better not be the girl of your dreams," Tabitha said, stroking a long bare leg that was at the same height as her shoulder. "But I'm sure you'll recognise her as the girl from your dream last night."

"I do," I said, remembering vividly the same breasts I had held and the same pussy I had fucked and almost cum inside. Her dark hair dropped in straight locks, waving as she tried to twist and escape some invisible torture.

"Her name's Lolly," Tabitha explained. "She's been a real pain recently so she deserves this little punishment. I'm sure I don't need to remind you of how I can tease. But you might be interested to know that she's currently experiencing one hundred tongues all licking right about here."

She stood between the two open legs and ran a finger over the dripping wet pussy, making the tormented girl groan.

"Of course, she's not allowed to cum either. I've lost track of how long she's been on the edge."

"Why was she in my dream?" I asked, feeling some sympathy for her. I knew exactly how it felt to have an orgasm blocked by magic and how excruciating it was to be tortured in that way.

"Oh, Lolly and I have a bit of a rivalry that goes back eons, isn't that right?"

Tabitha slapped the helpless woman across her breasts. She winced, but her moans continued, and it didn't seem like she could hear or see us. Whether that was part of Tabitha's spell or whether it was just a result of her agonising magical pleasure that drowned out the rest of the world, I didn't know.

"Is she okay?" I asked.

"Of course she is! I've done much worse to her in the past, and she's done the same to me in return. Believe me, slave, if I hadn't protected myself with those protective charms, she would be the one dominating me right now."

"Oh." I liked the image of the blue-haired witch writhing naked.

"I know what you're picturing right now, slave," Tabitha scowled at me. "So stop. Because you don't want to know what would happen if I was incapacitated right now and Lolly here was free. She'd use you until you're begging for mercy, and then she'd use you some more. Unlike me, she doesn't have boundaries. She managed to suppress my control over you last night, but only temporarily. My spells were protecting you so she could only influence your dreams. Fortunately, I was alert enough to stop her. And she was silly enough to come here seeking payback. I know her too well and already had a trap set. You walked right into that, didn't you, silly little Lolly."

Tabitha waved her hand and Lolly rotated in the air until she was facing the floor. Under the curve of her perfect ass, I could see her pussy glistening wet and clenching as the invisible tongues continued their work.

"She always targets my slaves," Tabitha spanked her ass, making her flesh ripple. "She knows they're my weakness. But you held your own. Anyone else would have cum in that dream. If you did, all my spells over you would have shattered and she would have usurped me as your mistress, stealing you from me. But you willingly proved that you are mine, and I am grateful for that, slave. I won't forget it. Help me today, show me how good you can be, and I promise you will be rewarded. Sound good?"

"Yes, mistress. I am yours." The recognition for my actions made my cheeks glow with pride. I wanted to continue making her happy.

"Excellent."

The blue-haired witch snapped her fingers and, as if all magic suddenly ceased, Lolly dropped to the floor. Her moans stopped but her breathing was still heavy. She lay there for a moment, her dark hair a mess and her body unmoving. Like someone just woken from a deep sleep, she looked as if she didn't want to be disturbed. But Tabitha barked a command without concern.

"Get up, Lolly, on your knees. Look at me."

Slowly, the naked witch began to stir. She gathered herself together off the floor, turned to kneel and face Tabitha. She gave me a curious look but otherwise directed her attention towards the woman in front of her.

"How many times do I have to teach you not to mess with me?"

"I only wanted to mess with him." Lolly smirked and glanced at me again.

"He's mine, Lolly. And, for the time being, so are you."

"Are we really doing this again?" She rolled her eyes. I was surprised by her sassiness, given her submissive position.

"Yes. It's your fault for coming here anyway."

"I thought I'd found a way through your protective charms, don't blame me for trying."

"I've learnt a lot since we last met," Tabitha answered firmly. "All your magic is neutered while you're in here."

"I know. It feels...weird. Kinda trippy." Lolly giggled. "So, we gonna have some more fun or what? I enjoyed those tongues. You got any more?"

Clearly Tabitha's usual methods didn't work on her rival, who by now I gathered was more than used to the sexual torture. There was something about how the two witches interacted that I couldn't work out. Their rivalry was at once ferocious and somehow friendly, and it was a mystery how serious this conflict between them was. The one thing that was apparent was that this had been going on for a long time.

"I'm sure you'd love some more of that," Tabitha said, running her fingers through Lolly's hair. "Which is why you won't be getting any more of it. Not right now, anyway. I know how to frustrate you in a different way. Strip, sub."

Her last two words were directed at me, and immediately I complied. Even with Lolly now watching me with intrigue, I just removed my clothes as Tabitha continued.

"Did you think you'd be able to break my slave?"

Lolly considered the question, eyeing me up with a smirk as I stripped down to my underwear. "If you hadn't got control back, I know he would have surrendered to me. You've not got a cock, dear, but he does. You couldn't possibly imagine how it felt for him to fuck my tight cunt. A few seconds more and he would have cum, I have no doubt."

"But despite your confidence, he resisted you." Tabitha came over to me and stroked my head reassuringly as I finally got completely naked, my hard cock now on show. "And I have complete faith in him to continue resisting, to be ever loyal to me."

"Okay hun, give me a chance and I'll test that for you." Lolly bit her lip as she looked at my cock.

"Oh, that's the plan."

I looked at Tabitha, shocked by what she meant.

"Don't worry, slave," she said. "You get to be teased by her again."

"This will be interesting," Lolly smirked.

"But, Lolly, no magic allowed."

"Excuse me? You know I'm a witch, right? Magic is kinda my thing."

"I know. And if I removed his orgasm block you could make him cum in an instant. So, this will be your challenge: you can tease him however you want, but without any charms or tricks or spells to help you out. And, because I trust him so much, I'll let you do what you please. So you can try and make him cum, while he will be holding back as hard as he can."

I looked uneasily at Tabitha, unsure how well her plan would pan out. If she was being completely truthful, I feared how much trust she was placing on me to resist Lolly, magic or no magic. And the way the naked witch examined me with a mischievous sparkle in her eyes didn't fill me with confidence.

"Here, slave," Tabitha said to me, pulling up a chair into the middle of the room. "Take a seat."

I sat down while she fetched a bundle of rope.

"To make this fair," she said, tying my hands behind me and my ankles to the chair legs, "I won't be using any magic to restrain my slave."

When I was securely bound and she had checked the knots, she patted me on the head.

"Feeling okay, slave?"

"Yes, mistress," I answered, nervous but excited about her plan. With my legs spread apart, my hard cock stood straight up as I waited for what was about to happen.

"Good. Now, Lolly, listen to me. You can't use your magic, and you won't just be able to jerk him off until he cums. Because he's tied up, he won't be able to stop you, and this is meant to be a challenge. No. Instead, I'm keeping his orgasm blocker active for as long as he wishes. If he wants to cum, I'll let him. But he needs to explicitly ask me for permission. Simple as that."

"So I can still do anything, use anything?" Lolly looked at me excitedly.

"Sure! Fuck him for all I care. But he won't be cumming unless he asks me for permission." Tabitha stepped behind me and put her hands on my shoulders. "And, slave, what happens is entirely up to you. Resist her and make me happy. Or ask me to cum and I promise I'll let you. But I won't be happy, of course. Understood?"

"Yes, mistress," I nodded, and so did Lolly. She eagerly crawled over to kneel at my feet at Tabitha's request.

"How long do you think you'll need, Lolly?" my mistress asked.

"I'll break him in ten minutes, easy." Lolly bit her lip and looked right up at me, her eyes full of confidence and mischief.

"I'll give you thirty," Tabitha said, once again making me unsure about her trust in me. I was already rock hard, and the thought of enduring half an hour of teasing seemed impossible. She kissed me on the cheek and whispered in my ear: "I believe in you, slave. Don't let me down." Then she stepped back, still out of sight behind me, and gave her order to the other witch kneeling before me: "Lolly, you may begin."

I braced myself, expecting the torment to begin immediately, for her to start stroking my cock or even jump onto my lap to fuck me. Then I realised that I wasn't scared about that happening; I wanted it. And so I cursed to myself for falling into temptation before the teasing had even begun. Because Lolly had hardly moved yet. She tilted her head to the side and looked over my body.

So I examined hers: the small but perky tits, and the inviting, smooth slit where her thighs met. And then she caught me looking and gave me a smile. It was comforting and friendly, like she appreciated my evident admiration.

She shifted slightly on her knees, leaning forward and bringing her hands up to my thighs. Her fingernails were sharp and she scratched lightly up the inside of my legs, slowly approaching my crotch. But she stopped just below my balls and retreated down to my knees.

She repeated this again. Once. Then twice. Then a third time. Each movement towards my cock seemed to send an involuntary rush of blood to make it grow bigger, even without it being touched. It was just through the anticipation of it. Each time she seemed to get closer than before, but she never even grazed my balls.

And as she did this, her eyes remained fixed on my cock. They seemed to light up with curiosity each time it throbbed. Her lips parted with astonishment at just how hard I had become.

And we both knew this was only the start.

I let out a sigh as her hands finally pulled away, betraying my excitement and frustration. She smiled at me, knowing that I was already so aroused and so vulnerable to her touch.

Then Lolly shifted closer still. She pushed her hair behind her shoulders and craned forward, bringing her soft lips down on my thighs.

Her nails had left barely noticeable scratch marks behind on my skin that hadn't caused any pain. But now that her lips followed the same trail, the caressing touch, so warm and slightly wet, felt so incredibly comforting that it sent shivers through my body.

She continued kissing up one thigh then down the other before retracing her path. Each little peck built onto the other this strange but pleasant sensation that made my skin tingle and my loins burn with desire. By now my cock seemed to twitch with every beat of my heart. I wanted to beg her to touch it, to suck it, lick it, kiss it, anything to relieve my frustration. But I couldn't let her know how close I already was to breaking.

Then suddenly her lips went an inch further, planting a kiss on one of my balls. Her tongue flicked out to lick it before moving to do the same with the other.

I let out a loud moan as she popped it into her mouth and sucked, sending warm pleasure shooting through me. She rolled it around with her tongue then switched to the other ball, enveloping both with the wet heat of her mouth. I felt her tugging, the movement causing my cock to bounce desperately.

She let my balls drop out from between her lips and I sat there almost shaking. My hands were interlocked in their bondage, my knuckles white. Her hair brushed caressingly over my thighs as she watched my cock twitching.

I could feel her warm breath on it now. She was close, her face inches from the shaft. She pursed her lips and blew cold air over it, then she giggled when it caused me to clench and make it bounce. She did it again, entertained by my reactions.

I was helpless, hoping for her mouth on me, and Lolly knew it. Her lips parted for a moment and she looked up at me with big eyes as she edged closer until only a sliver of air separated my cock from her.

With intensity she gazed into my eyes, appearing to burrow into my very soul as I felt unable even to blink. It felt as if I would have answered any question she might have asked of me at that very moment, or fulfilled any request. But she seemed to wait, letting her soft exhales of warm air remind me of her proximity.

I wanted to beg. My cock ached for her attention. Her penetrative glare persisted, keenly focused on my expression. I knew what she wanted: to see me falter, to see the exact moment at which I couldn't hold out any more, when I just had to ask for this witch to touch me. And I couldn't wait any longer.

"Please," I begged with the softest, almost inaudible whisper.

Lolly smiled self-assuredly. Her eyes darted back to my cock. She put her lips together and pressed them against the head in the simplest but most exhilarating kiss I had ever received.

"Fuuuck," I gasped as electric shocks of pleasure darted through my cock in response to the light but wonderful sensation.

She moved to kiss the underside, sucking softly against the frenulum and making my knees shake. She continued down the length of the shaft, planting each kiss with care and precision. At the base, her tongue darted out to swirl in a small spiral. And then, with me almost impatient for more, she gave a slow, unimpeded lick up the entire underside of my cock.

Her tongue pressed firmly against me. She didn't slow down or speed up. But when she reached the top she twirled her tongue around the head before pulling away.

At this point, a bead of precum was glistening on the tip of my cock. I had never been this aroused with such relatively light stimulation, but already the pressure within me was so incredibly intense. I was sure that, if the orgasm blocker was removed, I could have cum just from more of those kisses.

But Lolly had other ideas. She licked her lips, brushed her hair out of her face, and without further teasing she took me inside her mouth.

Instantly I was straining in my bonds as the electrifying pleasure overpowered any previous teasing. Her lips gripped tightly as they moved along my shaft. I just stared with bewilderment as the warmth and wetness continued spreading further and further down until, with a muffled gag from her, she reached the base and held me there.

My entire cock throbbed inside her mouth and remained there, lips sealed while my cock pulsed, the tip touching the back of her throat.

I wanted to buck my hips, to thrust forward, but I was so paralysed by pleasure, almost scared to move in case she pulled away and denied me any more. But she remained there and every passing moment felt both so wonderful and so frustrating.

Then she moaned, sending vibrations rippling through my shaft. This unbearable pleasure had me sweating in my seat as the heat grew fiercer with the edge of orgasm approaching swiftly.

When I thought she couldn't go on any longer, Lolly pulled back softly, her lips still sealed around my shaft as her tongue came to life, fluttering around the head of my cock. And then she moved back down again, and she continued with this tight and devastating blowjob. Each time she deepthroated me, I was surprised by her skill as she performed so effortlessly. And each time she came back to focus on the head of my cock, her tongue played against my frenulum and almost sent me into fits.

The pleasure built and built. Lolly's blowjob became faster and faster, my cock sliding smoothly in and out between her lips. Saliva dribbled down onto the seat of the chair while I strained against my bonds. I couldn't prevent the rising desire to cum. And she didn't slow down. Her head bobbed up and down with skill and determination. I was entirely at her mercy as my knees quivered and I reached the edge.

But I didn't cum. After all the teasing I had endured, the persisting presence of Tabitha's magic had slipped from my mind. I was so desperate to cum that I hadn't even considered the orgasm blocker that was still in effect, and that it was down to me to ask for its removal. In fact, I had almost forgotten that the blue-haired witch was still there, out of sight but watching the entire show play out. Was she waiting for me to beg her to let me cum? Or was she still confident that I would hold out, even now?

Lolly must have known that I was right there, right at the point of exploding and emptying my cum down her throat. She didn't cease, she didn't slow down. She just continued, making me squirm as little as I could in my bondage.

It was causing a fire in my cock, a raging, burning desire that was spreading through my entire body. Every part of me needed to cum. It needed that chance to release, and I could not escape Lolly's mouth which fueled that blaze unendingly.

I knew how to stop it. I knew how to end this torture. My lips were parted, so ready to ask Tabitha to remove the block. But all that escaped them was a non-verbal groan that forced my mind to resist, to keep at bay the primal temptations that were driving me wild.

And then Lolly stopped. My eyes had been screwed shut so it took a moment to realise and sense the cold air penetrating the warmth that emanated from my cock. And while the cool was pleasant, almost soothing, the orgasm that had felt so close for so long remained near, at the forefront of my desire.

I didn't know how much of the thirty minutes had passed yet, but when I opened my eyes and Lolly stood up, it was worrying to see that her confidence hadn't been shaken. She still smiled at me, as if knowing how close she had been to breaking me. I had hoped that the blowjob was her main attempt, but now I wondered if it was only a warmup for the final assault on my simple urges.

"Your precum tastes so good," Lolly said, slowly walking around behind me. Her hand on my shoulder showed me she wasn't going anywhere, and she leaned in close to my ear to whisper. "I was hoping to taste the rest of your load. I'm sure you've got plenty built-up for me. Do you want to cum in my mouth?"

"No," I managed to say, though my voice was wavering and uncertain.

"No? Hmm, Tabitha really has made you subservient. She likes to make men submit, I guess you're well aware of that by now. But what did she tell you about me? I'm not maleficent, if that's what she said. Hell, I'm hardly into this femdom stuff that she loves."

She leaned down and tweaked my nipples. Her hair tickled my shoulders and neck.

"Do you know what I love? Making guys cum. Seriously, that's it. Seeing the look on their faces as their big, hard cocks erupts with all that hot cum. Fuck, nothing makes me wetter. Well, apart from the feeling of them shooting that load inside my tight little cunt. God, I can almost cum just from that."

Lolly came back around in front and straddled me. Her petite body was light but her warmth seemed to radiate as her pussy pressed against my cock.

"That's all I wanted to do last night in your dream: make you cum. I don't care about stealing you away from Tabitha. But I could feel how desperate you were and I wanted to relieve you of that discomfort. I know it's what you want too. So why not do it now?"

She began to grind her pussy against my cock, which had only just cooled down from her previous efforts. Immediately I felt myself coming nearer to the edge as her wet lips slid over it, almost letting it slip inside.

"You feel how wet I am?" she said, becoming flushed with her own pleasure. "That's what you're doing to me. Do you want to relive your dream with me? Do you want me to fuck you?"

"Fuck" was the only word I could let out as she answered the question for me, bringing herself up then down in one smooth movement, letting the entire length of my cock slide inside her. She was so tight but so wet and it felt incredible around my needy shaft. And even more incredible was the fact that it felt exactly as it had done in my dream, and in a moment of deja vu I found myself back in that dungeon with her beautiful, petite body wrapped around me.

But this time she was on top. She had more control. Her hands held onto my shoulders as she rode me harder and faster, her tits rising and falling in front of my face.

"Imagine if I could use my magic on you," she moaned into my ear, her breath quickening. "When we're out of here, I'll show you. You can fuck me any way you want, but I can make it seem like there's ten of me. Kissing you, sucking your balls, licking your cock. I'll make you feel so good, and you don't even need to hold back. You can cum when you want, where you want, however many times you want. Just like now. Just tell her to remove the block and you can fucking fill me with all that cum."

"Mmmmm," I groaned, feeling myself reach the edge as she continued bouncing up and down on my lap.

"Oh fuck," she whimpered, her body tightening around me. "I'm gonna cum. I want you to cum with me, please. Oh fuck. You want that, don't you? Tell me, oh fuck, tell me, do you want to cum?"

I tried to keep my lips sealed, but through pure desire I couldn't resist moaning the truth: "Yes."

Lolly was shaking as she neared climax. I could feel her pussy contracting around me, trying to coax out the cum that should have been pouring out. In between loud, near-orgasmic moans, she managed to whisper in my ear: "Then ask for permission."

Until that reminder that I needed to ask Tabitha to remove the block, I was willing to do anything, or say anything, if it would allow me to cum and shoot my load inside Lolly's pussy. But instead it brought back to my awareness that the blue-haired witch, my mistress, was still in the room, and despite everything my body urged me to do I had still pledged myself to her. So I remained on the edge as Lolly began to climax, and I braced myself for the agony of experiencing her body-shaking orgasm on top of me. The words to ask for release were on the tip of my tongue, desperate to escape and end my agony, and it took all my willpower to hold them in.

But then Lolly was lifted off me, as if by invisible hand had plucked her from my lap. She looked at me in confusion as she levitated across the room, her limbs being stretched out in a cross.

"Time's up." A hand gripped my shoulder and Tabitha stepped back into my field of vision. "I knew I could count on you, slave. Now, what should we do with her?"

Even with my cock feeling the frustration of the edge that only slowly faded away, the relief of having my mistress back in control was so immense that I found myself smiling with delight, especially as I watched her control Lolly. The naked witch dangled in the air, cursing her rival while her hips bucked helplessly to try and recover the orgasm that had just been ruined. She was turned onto her back and continued to writhe around quite uselessly, and I felt a warm sense of satisfaction to see her suffering as I had.

"Come on, slave," Tabitha said as she untied the ropes binding me to the chair. "You deserve a proper reward for proving your loyalty to me."

She had to help me stand up because my knees were wobbling after having become exhausted from all the teasing. Lolly, meanwhile, had fallen silent, no longer in the throes of her ruined orgasm. She strained her neck to glare at us, but with her body stretched out spread-eagle, as she had been when I entered the room, she no longer seemed threatening. Any power she had over me had been stripped away the moment my mistress took back control.

"This has endured enough," Tabitha said as her hand came down momentarily to give a single stroke to my hard cock. "It's time you got what you most desired."

She led me over to between Lolly's spread legs then flung off her robe. Even with the exposed pussy inches before me, I admired Tabitha's body even more. The curve of her ass and tits were exquisite. They made her seem so strong, especially as she walked round to where Lolly's head hung back in defeat.

"How does it feel, knowing you lost?" my mistress asked the other witch, stroking her long dark hair.

"He wanted to cum," Lolly retorted. "If you hadn't interrupted...just a minute more. He would have begged for permission."

"You can believe that if you like. But you failed, Lolly. You know I'm stronger than you. Isn't that right? So right now, you will serve me."

Lolly stared up at Tabitha, pondering for a moment before sighing in defeat. "Yes, mistress."

"If you want to experience pleasure again, you will have to make me cum." Tabitha took a small step forward, smothering Lolly's face with her pussy. "Mmm, do it. Make me cum."

I saw Lolly's jaw get to work and Tabitha's eyelids flutter. She then composed herself for a moment just to look at me and give an order: "Fuck her, slave. Enjoy her tight cunt."

With Lolly hovering at waist height, she was in the perfect position for me to do as commanded. She didn't squirm when I put my hands on her hips, but she did moan with delight as I slipped my cock inside, finding her still so wet. Her tight pussy enveloped me with pleasure, as had it done before. But this time it was different. This time I had my mistress' consent to enjoy it, and I could fuck as hard and as fast as I wanted.

"Don't cum straight away, slave," Tabitha said between whimpers of delight as her pussy was being licked. "Wait for me. Oh fuck, yes. We'll cum together. I promise."

Lolly was muffled but I could hear her expressing her pleasure as I fucked her hard. I could still feel the orgasm blocker on me but her pussy was too good around my cock that I couldn't slow down. Reaching the edge quickly didn't pain me. I was desperate to cum but that sensation as I slid my shaft in and out was addictive. Each pump promised more, a greater reward for when I was finally allowed to burst.

"Fuck, yes, just there, keep going." Tabitha moaned across from me, her thighs shaking. I stared at her body as it trembled and in a moment of excitement she slapped Lolly's tits then fondled them, pulling her nipples and making them hard.

"Make me cum," Tabitha ordered the other witch with a whisper. "And feel my slave cum inside you. That's all you're good for. He is mine, and so are you."

I had to hold on tightly to Lolly's hips as my knees shook, threatening to collapse while all my energy was spent thrusting back and forth. My balls slapped against her and I felt her pussy begin to contract, trying to find a more satisfying orgasm than the last. The pressure in my cock was extreme and I looked pleadingly across at Tabitha whose eyes were screwed shut as the tremors of climax began to shudder through her.

"Yes," was all she said, her voice strained. "Mmm, yes. Yes. Yeeeessssss."

Her body convulsed, her tits wobbled, and she grinded her pussy harder against Lolly's face. But I couldn't pay any more attention to it because, like a light switch being flicked on, suddenly the flood of my orgasm was unlocked, unleashed upon the tight pussy that I was still furiously pounding. It was as if the final piece of a puzzle had fallen into place inside me, a slight tremor of pure satisfaction to trigger an avalanche that had been building bigger and bigger in preparation for this moment.

I pushed in balls-deep as the first shot of cum thundered through my shaft. The power of my pleasure stole all my other energy, and with each shot I found myself incapable of anything other than the slightest of movements.

Lolly's pussy did most of the work. As she also climaxed it contracted around my shaft, like it was squeezing and sucking out all of the cum. I couldn't do anything but hold on tight and keep my cock buried inside as everything flooded out. All of the teasing, all of the edges, they all led to this moment of sheer bliss. Wave after wave rushed out to fill her with every last drop.

When I finally caught my breath and my cock eventually stopped twitching, I was bent over with my head almost buried between Lolly's sore breasts. The magic holding her up off the floor was strong enough to make her body a secure resting spot as I let myself embrace the warm tingle that embraced me after my full and satisfying orgasm.

My cock gradually softened and shrunk inside Lolly, where it felt comfortable and caressing. I didn't want to pull out until I had regained awareness enough to see Tabitha step back on shaky legs and sit down on the end of her bed.

"Come here, slave," she ordered. Her voice was firm but there was the telltale quiver of someone still recovering from orgasm.

I summoned the energy to stand up unsupported and took a step back, letting my cock slide out of Lolly's pussy and unplug everything I had unloaded inside. Thick, white cum oozed out between the pink lips, dripping with audible drops onto the floor. I was almost mesmerized by the sight, but I knew Tabitha was waiting for me so I drew my gaze away and went to her.

"Kneel," she said once I reached her. "Good sub."

When I sunk onto my knees, I felt like I was where I belonged. She stroked my head and I felt warm with satisfaction, even with my cock small and my arousal faded.

"Was that worth it, slave, pledging yourself to me instead of giving in to her?"

"Yes, mistress," I said earnestly. "Thank you."

"You're welcome, slave. I may be cruel, but that's only because I want to push you to your limits, to make you do what you never thought possible. And when you succeed, like you did today, you should be proud. I am too. I'm a very proud and happy mistress. But tell me again, now that your head is clear and you're not mindlessly aroused, do you still want to be mine? You've had more than a taste of fucking Lolly, you've even cum inside her. If you really wanted, you could go free and you could have a lot of fun with her. Knowing her, I'm certain she'd love that. So, slave, are you still sure you want to submit to me?"

I looked at Lolly, her body floating and covered in perspiration. Her hair was a dark hanging mess and her face stared absently at us. She had experienced her own mind-blowing orgasm and now, I assumed, she didn't want to spoil her pleasure by interrupting and antagonizing Tabitha.

My mistress, in her fully naked glory, looked down at me like a goddess. Her posture was perfect, her body was like a sculpture, with her hair a brilliant and hypnotically azure beacon. Even with her breasts and pussy in view, I realized I didn't want to fuck her as I may have wanted before.

I only wanted to please her. I wanted to serve her.

"I am yours, mistress," I said, unwaveringly. "Completely."

She smiled, nodded, and with a wave of her hand Lolly was lowered to the floor.

"You're free to go," Tabitha said to the other witch, who remained on her back in a state of disarray.

"Oh," she said, meekly, slowly picking herself up and getting onto her knees to face us. "Really?"

"Yes. Go on." Tabitha stood up, but paused when Lolly sighed with disappointment. "What is it?"

"I...well." She glanced at me nervously. "Can't I, maybe, join you? Just for a bit? I'll be good, as good as him. I just...I enjoy serving you, Tabitha."

"If that's true," the blue-haired witch said, standing over us, "then call me mistress."

Lolly stared at the floor, as if she had second thoughts about whether she really wanted to submit. But after only a moment she tilted her head back to answer: "Yes, mistress."

Tabitha smiled and put her hands on her hips.

"Well then," she said, "let's have some fun."

The End


Medical Femdom


1. A Nurse's Touch

A traffic accident had left me temporarily immobile while I recovered in hospital. I spent day after day lying on my bed, propped up by three plump pillows. Fortunately my parents' insurance covered me and their choice of hospital perhaps had more perks and comforts than some others, but it didn't exactly help to relieve my situation.

My arms were still in casts and were stuck in slings that hung suspended from the ceiling. It felt ridiculous having them trapped and stretched out wide like I was hoping for someone to give me a hug. But it was for my benefit, the doctors said. I needed to keep them still and elevated.

There was a small remote as well that they had positioned in reach of my right hand. My fingers could just about press the buttons that raised or lowered the head of the bed, as well as controlling the television on the wall opposite me. So at night I could lay myself down flat and in the morning raise it so I was sitting upright.

My legs were also in casts and raised in stirrups, lifted up and spread out much like my arms. It made me feel so exposed and vulnerable, but after some days in the hospital I got used to it, being looked after by the nurses who took care of my every movement and bodily function.

Nurse Violet was my favourite. She was the nicest to me, always smiling and happy to talk. She must have been as busy as the others but she never made me feel like I was taking up her time. She would sometimes bring me a drink and help me slowly slurp it up through a straw. The best days were the ones when she'd be on duty. I'd wake up with her opening the curtains to my room and see her lovely smile.

Of course it helped that she was incredibly attractive. Her white doctor's coat was surprisingly form-fitting. There was always a button undone that showed off a flash of cleavage whenever she leaned over to check one of the monitoring machines or to plump up a pillow. I always thought her skirts couldn't be regulation. They rose tantalisingly high up her thigh. But I didn't complain. In fact, I loved the view. And the white stockings that hugged her long, slim legs looked incredible on her. Her glasses were then the cherry on the top of this sexy uniform.

My eyes would always follow her around the room as she worked. The neck brace that I had to wear prevented me from moving my head so there were many frustrating moments where she moved to the very corners of my vision and I would wish I could see her as she bent over or stretched up to reach something high.

The most embarrassing time of day for me were the daily sponge baths. Usually it would be any one of the other nurses who did this, mechanically and quite uncaringly. They would rub my skin raw and not seem to be phased when they had to reach down to my more private areas. It was humiliating, and in my state I had to submit entirely to their hands.

So it was to my surprise and joy that Nurse Violet came in one day with the sponge and bowl in hand. I had to contain my glee, even though her cheery smile was almost infectious.

"Good evening sir," she beamed, wheeling over a trolley that she put the bowl of water on. The stethoscope around her neck swung hypnotically side to side. "You've got me today. And I see you've not been given a shave for a few days. Sorry if my colleagues have been slacking."

"I'm sure they've got more important things than grooming me."

"Oh don't be silly. Feeling clean and well-groomed can speed up recovery, I'm sure I've read a study on it. It's the psychology of it. You don't mind, do you?"

She had a little razor and bottle of shaving cream at the ready. While I hadn't often had a chance to look in a mirror since my arrival at the hospital, I could feel the itchiness of a light but wild beard.

"If you don't mind," I said.

"Not a problem at all. Hold still now."

She wetted my face and neck then rubbed in some of the cream. Her fingers were soft as she massaged it in and created a thick, creamy lather. I tried to relax as her eyes fixed on the movement of the razor that she brought up against my skin.

The blade was sharp but she was gentle, hardly pressing into me at all. She drew it down with the grain and took her time, covering only a square inch at a time before washing off the razor in the bowl. I had to tilt my head up for her shave under my jawbone. But for the most part she silently got on with it like an artist at work. She reapplied more of the foam and then went over me again, getting the more stubborn tufts of bristle.

The entire process was extremely relaxing, and when she held up a mirror for me I was amazed by the job she had done. For the first time in weeks I felt fresh and I looked it too.

"Thank you," I said.

"See, you look so much better." Violet put out a hand and caressed my smooth cheek. "And you feel so much better."

I felt some kind of sadness when she stood up and made to leave, her job complete, but she had only gone to refill the bowl from the tap in the little bathroom attached to my room.

"I still need to wash you now," she said, standing by the side of the bed and soaking a sponge in the fresh water.

She started by wiping off the remaining foam around my face, then her hands began the familiar route, washing my arms and armpit, then chest and stomach, and down to my legs.

All I ever wore was a crinkly, pale blue hospital gown that loosely covered my body down to the top of my knees. As Violet rubbed up my thighs with the soft, warm sponge, she had to push the gown up so it only just covered my crotch. I couldn't see my cock, but I knew that with my legs raised and apart Violet had a good view of at least my balls. But she made no sign of interest. Her caressing hands just got closer and closer and I braced myself, trying to distract from what was to come.

I was used to the touch of a nurse cleaning me all over and, until now, I had been able to control myself. But with Violet looking so beautiful, so close to me, I couldn't stop the rush of blood to my cock. Especially not with her standing at the end of the bed, leaning over and showing a flash of cleavage, and even the hint of a red lacy bra. And especially not when I felt her hand on my balls.

Her grip was firm but gentle. She lifted my balls up just slightly so she could sponge down under them and across my taint. I clenched instinctively. Suddenly my cock rose to full attention.

I didn't know if she could see it yet, but she was certainly going to feel it. The sponge enveloped my balls and the base of the shaft. It was so warm and soft and she had it so tight around me. I was throbbing. She must have realised by now. But there was still surface to cover. In one slow movement she stroked with the sponge up my shaft, edging over it inch by inch until the tip was covered and water dribbled down over it. I had to close my eyes to focus on something other than the sight of her. But the pressure around my cock felt like being inside a tight pussy and all I wanted was to thrust and fuck her.

She must have only kept her hand there for a moment, but I was sure it was long enough to feel me throbbing with every beat of my heart. She then brought the sponge down my shaft just as slowly as she had gone up. It was agonisingly pleasurable, but I couldn't say anything. And before I knew it she was back to washing my legs again, or at least as much as she could around the casts.

During the entire ordeal she hadn't looked up at me. She hadn't made any expression to register intrigue. I was sure that she hadn't even slowed down when she washed my cock, but it was my pure arousal that made the moment, that one long stroke, last longer.

I was still throbbing when Violet wringed out at the sponge. I didn't want to say anything. I was too scared of what was going through her mind. She was silent too, besides humming to herself as she went and monitored one of the screens by the head of the bed. When she was all done and about to leave the room she turned and smiled.

"Don't worry,” she said, “it's a natural reaction." With that, she gave me a wink then left, closing the door behind her.

*****

I was still hard for quite some time after Violet had gone. I thought about her in that incredible uniform, wondering what her wink meant. Maybe it was just her being friendly. After all, it was a natural reaction just as she said. Any guy having his cock touched by someone like her would be rock hard in an instant.

I was still thinking about her when another nurse came to shut my curtains for the night and unfurl a couple of blankets to keep me warm. But I struggled to get to sleep even once the lights were switched off.

Up until then, it hadn't crossed my mind how long it had been since my last orgasm. Those weeks since being admitted to the hospital were probably the longest I had gone in my adult life. And it certainly wasn't by choice. But with my hands stuck and encased with plaster there wasn't anything I could do about it.

I had learned to fight my urges out of sheer necessity. But Violet had made that difficult, and now that I had been touched by her in that way there wasn't anything else I wanted in the world but more of it. It was then that I wished I had a girlfriend, someone to come and keep me company and, when the medical staff weren't around, maybe help me out in other ways. She could give me a quick blowjob. In my horny state it wouldn't take long. She could suck me until I came in her mouth and she could swallow it all down so the nurses would be none the wiser.

I struggled to sleep as my fantasies kept me rock hard and awake. But I did eventually drift off, and soon those thoughts played out in my subconscious. Violet came to check on me in the morning. I had been sweating so much overnight and she needed to wash me again. But this time she stripped my gown off and rubbed my entire body until I was glistening clean and wet. And she definitely noticed how hard I was. She rubbed me with the sponge. It was so warm and moist and she held it so tightly. She didn't even say anything. She just stroked me up and down, creating a wet, soapy lather over the length of my cock. Every motion was sublime. Every squeeze of the sponge drew me towards the edge. And she just watched me, smiling, as I came. My cum erupted out. Some sprayed over my body. The rest leaked down my cock into the sponge as she kept stroking.

The pleasant post-orgasm buzz filling my body remained with me even as I woke in confusion, wondering where Violet was and why it was so dark. The slow realisation that I had just had a wet dream could only be confirmed when the sticky liquid on my stomach cooled and I shivered as it dripped down my body.

I couldn't see how big a mess I had made. And there was nothing I could do about it. The remote control within my reach did have a button with which to alert a nurse, but my sheer embarrassment from what had happened prevented me from using it.

So I just tried to get back to sleep, hoping desperately that all the evidence would dry and be unnoticeable in the morning.

*****

"Good morning sleepy!"

It was Nurse Violet who woke me up with a pull of the curtains that allowed the sunlight to stream in, illuminating her with golden rays.

"We've got to run some tests on you today," she said, coming over to draw back the blankets that had kept me warm overnight. I had forgotten about my ejaculation until she took off the last cover and we both looked, me with horror and her with shock, at the very visible stain on the front of my gown.

"Oh my," she said, looking at it then raising an eyebrow at me. "Well, someone's made a mess."

"I..."

"No don't apologise, I know you can't control it. It's only natural after all."

She smiled at me but I didn't feel reassured. My cheeks burned bright red.

"I suppose you'll need a new gown." She reached behind to untie the small knot under my neck, the only thing holding my loose layer of clothing on my body. With it undone, she then whipped the gown off it one fluid motion and suddenly I was completely naked in front of her.

"You really did make a mess," she said, looking at the dried cum on my stomach while ignoring my soft cock. "Don't worry about it, sir. Just sit tight and I'll be back shortly."

I wanted to apologise, or to at least say something. But she was too quickly out of the room. The door shut with a slam and I suddenly felt a shiver of cold as I looked down at my naked body. My cock was looking so small and pathetic, not helped in the least by the chill I felt and the humiliation I had suffered.

I trusted Violet to be professional as I knew she was every day. Besides, she must have had much worse messes to clean up in her career. But I still felt guilty for inflicting this on her and being unable to do anything about it, so when she returned, her heels clicking to announce her entry, I found it difficult to look at her.

"Let me clean up your little accident, sir," she said, making me feel like a senile old man. A damp sponge was already in her hand.

"I'm sorry about this," I mumbled.

"Don't be, sir. This is what I'm here for."

I gasped at the first touch of the sponge against my skin. Unlike yesterday, it was soaked with cold water.

"Sorry if this is unpleasant," she said, pressing the sponge into my stomach and sending the water squirting out all over me. "Semen congeals in warm water. It's easier to clean this way."

I lay there helpless as she washed me down, not only where the mess was but up to my chest and down around my groin and thighs, leaving my body dripping and freezing. My nipples were noticeably erect.

"There we go." Violet dried her hands. "Now are you okay for some tests, sir?"

The respect that each "sir" had once had was now all but gone. With this new tone in her voice it was now tinged with a level of exasperation, as if she couldn't believe that I had lost control of my body like that.

"Yes," I said, feeling like I had to just submit in order to try and make amends.

"While you're with us, we like to do full check-ups, see if we can spot any issues before they develop into anything more serious. I'll need your blood first."

She had wheeled in a trolley with a number of utensils and equipment on, some of which I couldn't figure out a possible function for.

"Unfortunately there's a shortage of towels at the moment, some orderly fucked up," Violet said as she picked up a syringe. The vulgarity was unexpected and it almost made me recoil in surprise. "So I'm afraid you'll have to stay as you are and I'll get you a new gown when you're dry."

Even though it didn't seem all that plausible, I didn't want to argue with her, especially not as she approached my exposed arm. She gripped it firmly. It wasn't moving an inch. I watched with curiosity as the needle pricked my skin where a blue vein was visible, causing only a slight bit of pain, then as the vial slowly filled up with my blood, dark, red and opaque.

"There we go," she carefully withdrew the syringe and quickly taped a bit of cotton wool over the spot of blood left behind. "Now then, sir, do you know what this is?"

Violet had picked up something new from her trolley. It was a metal utensil about seven inches long. At one end was a wheel with numerous little spikes protruding like spokes.

"I don't, no."

"This is a Wartenberg wheel," she said, smiling. "It's used to test patients' nerve reactions. It's a very simple little thing, but very useful. And the best results come from some level of sensory deprivation. So if you wouldn't mind wearing this."

She had produced an eye mask, one that I knew was kept in the cabinet beside my bed but which I had never needed. I didn't have much choice. She was already lifting my head up and placing the soft material over my eyes, completely sealing out any light.

"I want you to tell me how this feels," she said.

"Okay." I couldn't see anything, and I was filled with a sense of anticipation for how this pinwheel was going to feel.

The sensation was sharp and strikingly clear when the metal first touched my chest.

"How is it?" Violet asked as she began to roll it over my skin.

"It's hard to describe, sort of painful, but not really. It's like all I can feel is the wheel."

"What about when there's another stimulus on a different part of your body?"

"Huh? Ow!"

She had pinched my nipple while wheeling the spikes along the side of my torso.

"Interesting," she seemed to note. "The Wartenberg doesn't override everything. How about now."

She pinched my other nipple while pressing the wheel down harder. It almost felt like the spikes could be drawing blood but I couldn't tell for sure with my blindfold on.

"Which hurt more?"

"The wheel. Is this really part of the test?"

"Yes," she replied curtly before moving on. I could hear her heels stepping around to the foot of my bed.

"Is this more painful or ticklish?"

The wheel was rolled over the bottom of one of my feet.

"That's ticklish," I said, helpless to the roll of the wheel that was almost making me laugh. Only my toes could move, flailing around uselessly.

She went next to the other foot and got the same results, then I heard her steps coming back around to the side.

"What about this?" she asked. "Is this ticklish?"

Suddenly I felt the spikes pricking my inner thigh.

"Only slightly," I said, feeling the wheel rolling further up. She didn't stop until it was just below my balls and then she went to do the same on the other leg.

"That's an interesting response." She was commenting on an involuntary reaction, my cock becoming erect. The feel of the wheel so close, knowing that her hand was inches from me, was sending blood rushing down there and I couldn't control it. My cock even twitched as a metal spike grazed the underside of my balls.

"It's..." I didn't know what to say.

"A natural reaction, I'm sure," Violet interrupted. "But surprising considering the recent ejaculation. How does this feel?"

"Ow," I gasped as she rolled the pins over the underside of my shaft. The little points weren't too painful, they had just taken me by surprise. In fact, they made me throb even harder, and when they poked at the sensitive spot I instinctively clenched, making my cock bounce up and press against them.

"Very interesting. A need for stimulation outweighs the potential for pain."

She then rolled it quickly back down the length of my cock and I yelled out.

"Ah," she said curiously. "Good to see you're responding as expected."

She removed the wheel and I heard her put it back on the trolley, then she came and removed my blindfold, smiling as pleasantly as usual.

"I do have one last test to do today. Well, just one more sample to take."

"What is it?" I asked, watching her pick up a small, plastic pot from the trolley.

"You're already in the perfect state for it so it shouldn't take up much for time." She then grabbed a pair of purple latex gloves and put them on, pulling them tight then turning to me with an apathetic look.

"Usually we'd ask the patient to do this themselves but obviously your situation prevents that."

I watched her silently, realising what she meant.

"Your semen. You don't mind if I help you with this?"

I shook my head. It was like a fantasy come true, and I was still rock hard. She stood at the side of the bed. One hand held the container on my stomach, just under the head of my cock. With her other she squirted a drop of some sort of oil into her palm and rubbed it over my shaft.

"I'm sorry if this is degrading," she said, apparently not realising how erotic this was for me. "But there's a lot we can find out about your health by examining your semen."

I just shook my head as if to say "No problem, that's alright" as she took me in her hand and began to stroke, slow and steady.

The oil and her latex glove allowed for such a slick motion over the entire length of my cock. She worked me firmly but caressingly, making each stroke count.

"I'm sorry I don't have any visual aids for you," she said. "If you were able to do this yourself we'd usually provide magazines. So just relax and let it happen, then I can get out of your hair."

Violet was focused on my cock, her face expressionless. She didn't seem to notice, or care, that I did in fact have a visual aid. I stared at her stockings that ran all the way down her thighs. She had to lean over the bed slightly, which made her white coat pull up and reveal more of her skirt and ass. There was even a button undone at the front that allowed me a glimpse of her cleavage.

"Are you close, sir?" she asked as she stroked faster.

"Mmm, yes." I could hardly get a word out. The pleasure was intense, even if she was going about the job quite mechanically, up and down at a regular pace. But there was something about the way she handled me, how she twisted over the tip, that gave a perfect amount of stimulation and drove me closer to the edge.

"Fuck," I gasped, unable to hold it in as I felt the climax pooling with a heat and intensity in my cock.

Violet held the small pot right under the engorged head that was leaking precum. Then her hand around me stopped. She just held me there firmly as I throbbed within her grasp. Her fingers were tight around me, building up a pressure that felt so close to breaking out.

But it didn't. And yet I could see and feel the cum rushing out through my cock and into the plastic container. My orgasm was so close but she held me too tightly, I couldn't move, I couldn't even twitch to get that extra bit of stimulation I needed to release my full orgasm.

My cock throbbed harder than ever as she let go, despite releasing enough cum for her sample. She put a lid on the pot and placed it on her trolley. Then she took a cloth and wiped the oil off my hard cock, giving it a once over that only served to frustrate me further. When she was done, Violet removed her gloves and grabbed the new gown she had originally brought in with her.

I lay there silently as she covered me, not sure what had just happened and whether she was even aware of it. She seemed to pay no attention to my pulsing cock and just went about her work. Then, as she was leaning over to tie the gown behind my neck she said, quietly but authoritatively:

"That, sir, was a ruined orgasm. A fully ruined orgasm. I know you must have loved me stroking you, playing out your fantasies of me being your sexy nurse, but you do not deserve that pleasure. Not when you have so little self control that you cum in your sleep and I'm the one who has to clean up your mess."

I could hardly believe what she was saying, and yet I was still throbbing and desperate for more. Violet smiled wickedly then went to whisper in my ear.

"If you still want some satisfaction, well, you can either wait for your arms to heal, or you can let me continue to treat you. I have something I need to test out. So will you be a good little test subject for me? If you do, I can find some other ways to...treat you."

She stood back and undid another button on her coat. Pulling it partially open, she showed the bright red bra she had on underneath and she moaned sensually as she squeezed her tits together and pouted.

"What do you say?"

I nodded, unspeaking. Her proposition had been so unexpected and yet my curiosity and unabating arousal had me eager to please her in any way possible.

"Good," she said, doing her coat back up. "Lucky for you I'm on duty most days this week, so don't go anywhere. See you later, sir."

*****

I was a horny, frustrated mess for the rest of the day, and that was without seeing Violet again. A couple of the other nurses checked up on me but, apart from that, I was left to suffer. Because the hardship I faced in hospital, the excruciating boredom, was worsened by the fact that I had no way to distract myself from the arousal that had been woken within me with the devastating ruined orgasm she had given me.

Every time the door to my room opened, my heart would race as I anticipated with both worry and hope that it would be Violet's stocking-clad legs that I saw. But it wasn't, not for the rest of the day and not even when I was woken up the following morning by another nurse. My morning wood was excruciating and I hoped she wouldn't see. Yet my disappointment at her not being Violet meant that I could calm down by the time I was given my usual sponge bath. I was perhaps relieved that there was nothing out of the ordinary about it, but I did fantasise about Violet's hands with the sponge over the course of the rest of day. And when I was ready to get some sleep again in the evening, waiting for a nurse to come and draw the curtains shut, it was like a dream come true to see her walk in through the door.

"How are you doing, sir?" she asked with her typical professionality, showing no sign yet of her possibly devious intentions.

"Better for seeing you," I said.

"Oh?" She turned to close the door then strode over to draw the curtains to. "Why would that be?"

I remained silent. Her gaze had suddenly become icy as her eyes drilled into me.

"Were you hoping for some relief?" She came up to me, stopping by the side of the bed. Her hand moved under my gown and my cock instantly hardened as her fingers curled around it. "Is this what you want? You want your sexy nurse to make you feel good?"

I nodded and almost let out a groan as her hand moved over my shaft.

"Didn't you learn your lesson yet?"

She suddenly let go and slapped my balls, making me release a stifled yell. The last thing I wanted was someone coming in and interrupting us.

"Why do you want more attention from me when I ruined you last time?" She kept her eyes on me as her hand returned to my cock. "Are you really so needy? After proving how I can torment this little dick of yours, do you really want to submit to my control?"

I looked at her desperately and nodded. The pleasure rising in me had overcome any pain I still felt.

"Well, sir, I am an excellent nurse and if this is what you're requesting then who am I to turn you down? Of course, I am the medical professional here, so you will do as I say, won't you?"

"Yes," I answered, almost quivering at her touch as she stroked firmly.

"Good. And I know I mentioned giving you a treat. Would you like one now?"

"Fuuuck, yes."

With one hand still stroking me she deftly unbuttoned the front of her white coat. My eyes were on her as it gradually fell open and revealed the lacy red bra that I had only before seen a glimpse of. It contained an amazing pair of tits which were tantalisingly close as she leaned over me, showing them off. She groped them and I watched desperately as her fingers squeezed and made indents in the flesh. I realised my own fists were clenching as I tried to imagine how she would feel touch, and the more I imagined the more I became frustrated at the form of bondage which prevented me from even moving a hand closer to her. As she leaned over me I thought how easy it should have been to bring my arms around to hug her and caress her body. But I couldn't. And she knew it.

"Do you like these?" she asked, pushing her breasts together with her biceps. "Do you want me to take my bra off?"

"Yes," I moaned, feeling my orgasm approach. I was fully prepared for her to ruin me again, but that was okay. I didn't care. In fact, I wanted it. I wanted her to do whatever she wished with me.

"Sorry, sir." She pulled away from me but kept on stroking. "This is enough of a treat for you. In fact, are you close?"

"Mhmm," I nodded.

"Good." Her hand released my cock and she just stood watching it bounce desperately under my gown. I had been so close, almost on the edge of climax, but not near enough for relief, not even for a ruined orgasm. And so my frustration was even more intense and there was nothing I could do but let my cock pulse helplessly as I felt a drop of precum leak out.

Violet just grinned, seeing the pained expression on my face. "I said I'd give you a treat, and that was seeing these." She gave one last push of her breasts together, creating a tantalising view of her cleavage, and then she buttoned her coat up again. "So you don't deserve a second treat. It's not as if I need another sample from you anyway."

"Fuuck," I sighed. "Are you ever going to let me cum?"

She grinned and patted my cock gently. "There there. Who knows? Even I don't yet. See, I was reading up on a form of alternative medicine that uses sexual energy to enhance the body's ability to heal wounds and other ailments. Don't think I'm crazy, I don't really believe in this stuff, but as I mentioned yesterday I want to try something out."

I watched her as she paced around my bed and checked the monitors.

"I want to see if extreme arousal can really accelerate your recovery," she continued. "That means getting you all hot and bothered, day in day out."

"Fuck," I said, realising what that meant.

"You've got two weeks till your casts come off. But that’s just the expected timeframe. If your next x-rays show they can come off earlier, then maybe there's some method to my madness. So, until then, no release for you. But don't worry, I'll still be coming to visit you whenever I can. I'll make sure you get all the attention you need." Violet then kissed my cheek and whispered in my ear: "But there won't be any satisfaction. At least not for you."

She gave me a big smile and went to leave, stopping for just a moment to look back at me. "And, sir, I know you can't touch yourself but you still need to control that cock of yours. No cumming whatsoever. That means no nocturnal emissions. Got it?"

I nodded. Despite knowing wet dreams were out of my control, and much more likely to happen now she had built up my arousal so much, I still had to promise her. In fact, the last thing I wanted was to disappoint her.

"Great," she beamed. "Good night, sir. I'll be with you in the morning."

*****

I had a hard night of sleep, just as before, due to my arousal and the simple desire for the morning to come just so I could see Violet again soon. The thought of potentially two more weeks stuck in this bed like I was, with no way to satisfy myself while being at the mercy of Violet, was both terrifying and exhilarating.

I even had another dream about her. She was dressed as she usually was and she approached me, took her coat off, and showed me her underwear in the golden sunlight streaming into my hospital room. The red bra looked as good as ever, but between that and her thigh-highs there was nothing. Her bare pussy was pink and shaven and she fingered herself, moaning orgasmically while I was helpless but to watch.

She then got onto the bed. I was somehow naked already, my cock hard. She straddled me and lowered herself over my cock. She was so tight and warm and wet and she began to ride my cock. It was so intense, I could feel an orgasm bubbling up inside me, waiting to flow out inside her.

But as she continued to ride me she looked through her glasses into my eyes and I don't know if she even said anything then or if it was just my memory but her command made me desperately hold back.

"No cumming."

Those two words echoed around my head as her body began to quiver and she yelled out in ecstasy. I felt desperate to cum but I found somewhere within me the discipline, however irrational it seemed at that point, to contain myself. And as she climaxed, her pussy clenching around my throbbing cock, I screwed my eyes shut and fought back against the dream, knowing that was the only way to stop myself from cumming.

I ripped myself out of the fantasy and awoke in the same room, stuck in the same position. But my gown was on and the curtains were drawn.

Yet while I was expecting to come back from the edge, my cock was still enveloped by a tight warmth running up and down it. It was as if the Violet from my dreams had come across into my reality. But there was something different about the sensation.

I was still in a dreamlike daze, not helped by the gloominess of the room. But in the dark I could make out a shadow moving between my legs. Hair lightly tickled my thighs. My cock edged closer to orgasm as it continued to be stimulated.

"Mmmmm," Violet moaned as she brought her lips away from me. I could see her eyes glinting. "Good morning, sir. Pleased to see me?"

"Yes," I nodded, although I wasn't sure if she could see it.

"Mmm, clearly. I wonder what you were dreaming about?" She licked up the length of my shaft, causing me to shiver with delight.

"It was about you."

"Oh? What about me?"

I gasped as she licked lightly at my frenulum and held my cock firmly upright. "Fuck. You...you were fucking me. You were riding me until you came."

"Wow." Violet began to kiss my cock gently. "Mmm, and what about you? Did you cum?"

"No."

"Good. Although I'm sure you would have cum in reality if you had. So well done for holding off, sir. I know how hard this must be for you." She went to suck the tip of my cock, then withdrew after only a few tormenting seconds, leaving me right on edge. Her thumb continued to rub in circles around the sensitive underside. "You can probably tell that I'm quite good at this, teasing you and keeping you so desperate like this. The way that your cock twitches, or how it leaks precum, or even the way your body clenches and tries to thrust. These are all signs that I can read, so I know the perfect moment to stop and leave you completely frustrated."

She brought her thumb away, removing all forms of stimulation from my cock. Then she got off the bed and came up to me. In the dark I couldn't see what she was wearing but I felt her hair brushing against my shoulder as she leaned over and kissed me on the lips.

"I've just had a very long night shift," she said after pulling away. "Thanks for being such great entertainment for me, but this is all you get today. I know this must be so difficult for you but the end could be in sight. You've got your x-rays today. I wonder if you'll be getting out of these soon?"

She grinned, tapping one of my arms casts, then she said goodbye, pulled my gown down to cover my cock and left me alone again.

It was still early and I remained awake for another hour before a nurse came to properly wake me up and let light back into the room. When it finally came to having my x-rays, I only cared about whether the speed of my recovery was enough to bring the date forward for the removal of my casts. The whole process rushed by in a blur; I was wheeled down to radiology then wheeled back when they were done.  I listened eagerly to a doctor who came to see me, but he only said the results would be with me tomorrow. So I cursed to myself and lay back in bed, eager for the new day.

*****

It was Violet who came to visit me around midday the following day.

"I've got your x-ray results," she said, her face not giving away any sign of the outcome. "I volunteered to inform you, seems as I have such great rapport with you. Some of the other nurses even think I have a crush on you!"

She showed me the scans of my bones and talked me through them very professionally. I nodded along, not able to work out whether everything she was saying was good or bad. Halfway through, as I examined the image of a fracture in my wrist, she reached down and began to stroke my cock. As she continued to talk while nonchalantly feeling me, I slowly grew erect and tried to concentrate on what she was saying. Eventually she put the scans down. Her hand remained stroking me and she smiled.

"So, sir, it looks like good news," she grinned. "Your legs will still take a couple of weeks. But your arms will be out in four days."

"That's good," I said, shuddering as she worked me up. "Does that mean...fuck...does that mean I get to cum?"

"Well." She stroked faster, feeling my cock pulse as I quickly reached the edge. "Not today."

She let go and I groaned. By now I had become accustomed to her teasing, but it still left me aching and leaking for more.

"You only need to survive a few more days," she said. "Just imagine how great it is when you finally get to release all that built-up cum. Your pure desperation to cum seems to have sped up your recovery just so you can relieve those blue balls. I don’t want to let you cum yet in case that has the opposite effect. So I'm sure you can hold off a little longer. Ciao for now!"

She left me aching for more, but now that I had some hope I thought I would be able to deal with it more easily.

And yet the next few days passed excruciatingly slowly. I waited impatiently for Violet's visits, never knowing exactly when she would show up. But, without fail, she would walk through my door each day, close it behind her, and tease me as she had done many times before. She would stroke me to the edge, make me leak precum, and then stop. And on a couple of occasions, when she wasn't too swamped with other responsibilities, she would stay with me longer, teasing me for longer and edging me over and over again until she was satisfied.

But she only ever used her hands, and I didn't dare ask for a blowjob again in case she took that as a grievance and decided to find another way to torture me.

And on the day that my casts were to come off, she wasn't amongst the small team who showed up to cut them off. As I watched the white plaster being cut off my wrists and forearms, I only wondered where Violet was, and when she would show up that day.

Once my hands were freed and also removed from the slings I was left alone. I hardly knew what to do with my new freedom. It crossed my mind that I could now touch myself as I pleased. There was a box of tissues beside my bed that I could use to clean up any mess. I could easily now stroke myself to completion, over and over again, as much as I liked. The last few weeks of unbearable frustration could be relieved in, I'm sure, just a few hard strokes.

But I didn't want to. At least, I didn't want to without Violet there. I wanted her hands on me. I wanted her to stroke me to completion as she did when she took my semen sample. Hell, I didn't even care if she ruined me again. I just wanted her.

So I waited all day. She didn't show up. When a nurse came with my dinner I asked her if Violet was around.

"It's her day off but she'll be in tomorrow," she said, giving me a cheeky grin. "Have you got a crush on her or something? Because we all think she likes you."

I blushed and shook my head and tried to hide my disappointment. The rest of the evening was difficult. I tried to focus on my hands, refamiliarizing myself with the movement of each joint in my fingers while trying not to think too much about my desperate cock which grew hard every time I imagined what it would be like to finally cum after so long.

*****

The next day, I was woken to the sound of the curtains being pulled open and the glare of sunlight shining in my eyes. I had had another difficult night with intense dreams that required all my efforts to not surrender to, to not cum when Violet stripped naked and again rode me to orgasm. My arms had been back in their casts, as if I preferred being that way. So when I woke there was a long moment during which I wondered why and how they were by my sides and able to move.

"Good morning, sir. It's good to see you looking so well. So...free."

It was Violet. She looked beautiful as ever. I could never get tired of seeing her in that uniform of hers.

"Morning." I couldn't help but smile. "I didn't realise you weren't in yesterday."

"You don't expect me to work every day, do you?" She looked at me severely through her glasses, then her expression switched and she laughed. "I'm glad you missed me though. Let me see your hands."

She walked over and I brought my hands out from under the blankets covering me. I held them out for her and she took them in her own hands, holding them and turning them, examining my pale skin with curiosity. There was nothing very intimate about it, but feeling her touching this part of me that had been bound and inaccessible for weeks felt deeply personal.

"So, sir." She looked into my eyes. "Did you use your new freedom to relieve those full blue balls of yours?"

"No. I...I wanted to wait for you."

Violet studied me, as if trying to find any telltale sign that I was lying. After a moment, however, she smiled, convinced of the truth behind my answer. "Good. Then you've passed my final test."

"What test?" I asked.

She pulled up my gown, revealing my cock as it began to grow hard. "What do you think? You've proven your devotion to me. You deserve a treat now, of course. Would you like that?"

I nodded, eager for whatever she had in mind.

"Good. But first I really do need to examine you. How are your motor functions in your hands?"

"Fine, I think."

"Can you make a fist?"

I clenched both hands and held them out for her to see.

"Excellent. And...try and grip something. Anything you like." She grinned and looked at me and then my cock. "Go on."

I reached down with one hand and wrapped my fingers around my cock.

"Great. Now show me how well your wrist has recovered. Can it move side to side? Can it rotate and twist? Show me."

I showed her, bringing my hand up and down and around my cock in pleasurable strokes. Even just watching it she seemed to enjoy it just as much as I was.

"Good," she said. "Carry on. Demonstrate some stamina for me and then I'll let you rest. Why don't you bring your other hand up here. That's it."

She had unbuttoned her coat and guided my free hand to her bra, today a sheer blue that seemed to push up her breasts more than before.

"That's it. You can feel them. Test out your fingers for me." Violet smiled as I fondled her tits through the bra and continued to stroke myself. "It would be entirely inappropriate of me to take off my bra, but this is an important exercise to test out your agility and the range of your movement."

She made herself laugh at that line and I stroked faster in response to seeing her enjoying herself.

"Did I say speed up? No. Go slower. That's it. And do not cum. Not yet."

Violet had reached down and lifted her skirt up. I couldn't quite see underneath but I watched her hand disappear under the material.

"I've had a fun time being your nurse, sir," she said as she began to finger herself. "I'm sure it's been hard for you at times, but you don't know how fucking horny I've been, treating you these last few weeks. So you will have to allow me this moment to sort myself out. Just keep doing what you're doing. But do not cum."

I watched, desperate to speed up my strokes but unable to due to the control she had over me, as she rubbed herself. I continued also to fondle her breasts and her free hand did the same, often squeezing mine into her flesh or tweaking a nipple through her bra. While I wanted to see underneath her skirt, I could tell that she was speeding up.

Violet bit her lip. Her eyes shut. Her legs trembled as she keeled over with her thighs pressed close together, keeping her hand deep between them.

"Fuuuuuuck," she moaned. "Oh my god I want to scream."

She fought back a need to express out loud the sensation of orgasm creating waves within her body. I almost found her pleasure too much to watch; I had to slow my strokes to a snail's pace.

"Take your hands off," Violet said, as if noticing this. She had taken her hand out from under her skirt and, after wiping her wet fingers on my stomach, clambered onto the bed. "I am still at work so I need to make this quick. Are you ready for your reward?"

I looked at her knelt between my legs. My cock throbbed desperately in front of her. I nodded and she smiled, then, brushing her brown hair behind her shoulder, she bent down.

One hand grabbed my cock as her lips parted and sucked right on the tip. I groaned as she slowly took more of me in until half of my shaft filled her mouth. I could feel her tongue swirling around, driving me wild with lust.

As her head moved up and down, giving me the blowjob that I had been dreaming of, I already felt on the edge of cumming. She sucked harder, creating a vacuum. She licked my frenulum with purpose.

"Violet, I'm going to cum," I warned, my hands gripping the bed sheets as I felt the strong pulses of orgasm overcome me.

Violet kept her lips tightly around me as my cock sprayed load after load of cum into her. I lost count of how many waves shook through me. I didn't know how much cum emptied out of me. But after days of tease and denial with no relief, and after weeks without a full orgasm, it felt like the biggest climax of my life.

The rush of cum seemed never ending. I was amazed that Violet was able to keep it all contained. And as my orgasm finally ebbed she brought herself off me and grinned with her lips still shut. Then I watched as she swallowed, once, then twice, then a third and a fourth time. All my cum disappeared down her throat and she stuck out her tongue to prove it.

"Now that is what I've been working for," she laughed, leaning down to kiss my softening cock before pulling my gown back down over it. She hopped back off the bed, buttoned her coat up, and sorted out her hair before turning back to me. "So, sir, have you enjoyed your treatment here?"

I nodded. "Definitely."

"Excellent." She tapped the casts still around my legs. "Maybe when you get these taken off I'll have to come and give you another reward."

Violet moved around the bed closer to me. Then she leaned over and kissed my cheek.

"But when you're out of hospital, will you want to see me again?"

I looked at her pretty eyes behind her glasses, her luscious lips and her gorgeous hair, and I nodded.

"Good," she said. "Because I'm quite sad that you're out of your casts. Soon you'll be completely free, and I've just loved playing with you while you were so helpless and needy. But I just so happen to have the tools to restrain you again."


2. Dominated by a Femdom Nurse
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From the vantage point that his bedroom window provided overlooking the long, sweeping driveway up to his house, Robert Caldwell watched a red coupé meander closer then slow down before disappearing out of view, parking somewhere beside the covered porch. He heard the engine fall silent, a slam of the door, and a click as it was locked. Then came footsteps crunching on the gravel, before the doorbell buzzed excitedly from downstairs.

"That must be the nurse," his wife said, rushing past his room. "Don't you move. I'll get it."

Robert hadn't planned on moving anyway. In fact, he had hardly left the room for weeks. It wasn't out of laziness, or a result of anger at the world, but more through sheer disapproval and annoyance at the still recent and alien restrictions to his mobility. With reluctance, he used the end of his index finger to flip a small switch, making his wheelchair whirr and turn him to face the door so he could greet his new acquaintance.

He listened as his wife made pleasantries, her voice freely travelling through the house as it liked to do. From Robert's position, it sounded like a one-sided conversation. The nurse was softer with her intonation, and her murmuring was only visible once the two women had reached the top of the stairs.

"He's just through here, as usual. Doesn't like to leave his room much since the first accident, and especially not after the second. He was being really rather silly. Anyway, here he is."

Robert watched as the bedroom door was pushed open.

"Bob, this is miss...?"

"Oh, just call me Wendy!" The nurse entered behind her, smiling cheerily at the wheelchair-bound man. "Nice to meet you, Mr Caldwell."

"Yes, hello," Robert replied coldly, unenthused by the prospect of someone else coming to look after him. Although, as the nurse lay down a large black holdall full of medical gear, he did think to himself that there might be some perks.

He guessed she was younger than him, but not too young. She had a flawless complexion that suggested youth but her keen eyes and composure indicated a reassuring degree of experience. And while it was difficult to put a finger on why, she seemed to pull off wearing scrubs better than any other nurse Robert had seen. It was a simple blue set, top and pants, which somehow fit loosely and professionally, while also shaping the natural, and impressive, curves of her body.

On top of that, a subtle application of makeup and a flowing curtain of thick brunette hair made Robert thank his lucky stars to have been assigned this nurse. He just hoped she would perform better than the last.

"I'm just on my way out," his wife explained, "so I'll leave you two alone."

"I'm sure we'll get along just fine," Wendy said pleasantly.

"See you later, Bob, and be good."

"I will, I will," Robert mumbled and watched her leave. He listened as the front door slammed shut and, a moment later, a car engine started. Meanwhile, the nurse looked through her bag to pull out a clipboard and pen, then she dragged over a wooden chair from the side of the room and sat across from him.

"So, how are you today, Mr Caldwell?" she asked with a smile.

Robert turned away from watching his wife's car disappearing off down the driveway and answered with a curt "Fine."

"Good to hear." Wendy clicked the pen and began jotting notes on the paper form attached to the clipboard. "Now your wife was telling me a lot about you. She had plenty to say, in fact, but I do still need to go through a few basic questions with you, just to check your medical history and that sort of thing. Sound good?"

"Uha," Robert grunted. Though he didn't have anything planned for the day, he hadn't fancied spending it being interrogated.

"Great, let's get started then." She crossed one leg over the other and looked over her notes. "From what I've read, you were paralysed from the waist down after falling from a ladder. What were you doing up there?"

"Cleaning out the gutter."

"Oh, and how have you been managing?"

"Fine," Robert lied, not wanting to go over the same questions he had answered time and time again.

"Right. And more recently you burnt your hands on an oil fire. How did that happen?"

"I tried to cook for myself." Robert looked down at his hands. Both were so heavily wrapped in white bandages that only the tips of his immobile fingers were visible, leaving him with even less ability to meet his basic needs and fend for himself while his wife was at work. His attempt to make himself a cooked lunch had been out of desperation, a desire to prove himself capable of surviving by himself. But instead it had resulted in more regular visits from nurses to look after him. "It didn't go well."

"I can see that." Wendy smiled reassuringly, then scribbled something down. "Next question. I know you're in a wheelchair, but do you do any exercise? Any physical activity at all?"

"Hardly," Robert scoffed. "I did do some weight training before I got these damned hands bandaged up."

"I see. And what about when you're with Mrs Caldwell? Any sexual intercourse?"

"Excuse me?" Robert blushed.

"Well I know of course she would have to be on top and do all the work, but it's still good for you. Even if you're unable to move much, it's good to get your heart beating, your blood pumping, just to get your body carrying out all it's usual functions. Assuming you're still functioning in that department..."

"I don't see how that's any of your business." Robert looked away from her, struggling to make eye contact as they discussed such private matters. "But yes, it is."

"I don't mean to pry, sir, but it is my job to know how you're getting on with every physical facet of your life. It helps me to understand what treatment we could focus on, what recovery plan is best for you. Understand?"

"Yes, I suppose. I'm sorry for snapping."

"That's okay, sir." Wendy tapped her pen against the clipboard and looked at him. "So...should I put 'no active sex life'?"

Robert rolled his eyes, not having expected such personal questions when the previous nurse hadn't ever delved this far.

"No, wait," he said. "Put infrequent."

"Of course."

He found it difficult to admit the truth, although he decided it was perhaps less embarrassing than saying he and his wife never had sex or that he was impotent, as neither were true. Because since his second accident there had been a single encounter. On one of those rare blue moons where she was in the mood for it and responded positively to his tentative request for some action, she leaned over to him in bed and her hand found him growing quickly as they kissed. She stroked him until he was fully erect and then rode him, not even bothering to slip off her negligée.

Robert had wanted to touch her and he tried so hard to. But his bandage-covered hands could do little else but push against her breasts or stroke her thighs. And so he lay there while she grinded back and forth until he came, unable to hold back after months without any satisfaction.

His little whimper of pleasure as his cum seeped into her was met by a look on disappointment on her face. When he was done, she got up, cleaned up the mess, then grabbed a vibrator from her bedside cabinet which he didn't even know she owned. So Robert lay still and silent, listening as she finished herself off beside him, and then they never talked about it again.

"Are you eating a healthy, balanced diet?"

"Huh?" Robert realized his mind had drifted off while Wendy was still questioning him.

"Do you eat well?"

"Oh, yes. Yes I do. My wife is a great cook. She knows what's good for me."

"Excellent. And do you drink?"

"Not anymore. It's not good for me, that's what my wife says."

"Interesting," Wendy said to herself, making a note of his response. She went on to ask him more questions about his medical history, going back a number of years as well as covering his current prescriptions. Then, when she reached the bottom of the final page, she put her pen down and looked at him. "You'll be glad to hear that that's all done. And that means I can finally do my job and help you out. Do you understand the current arrangement? Until I'm satisfied that your hands have fully healed, I'm to visit you once a day, administer your drugs, make sure you're comfortable, and monitor your recovery."

"I know, I know. How long will that take?"

"Oh I couldn't say, sir. Do you not want me around?" Wendy smirked at him and stood up before he could reply. "To begin with, it's time to redress your bandages."

The nurse went over to her bag, where she packed away the clipboard then pulled out a small box. Robert watched her as she bent over, facing away from him so that her plump ass was pointed in his direction. He admired it's roundness. And when her top rode up to reveal the waistband of a lacy black pair of panties, his cock twinged with intrigue.

"Here we go," she said, returning to him and wielding a pair of scissors. "Hold still and I'll get you out of those."

Wendy knelt beside him and began to cut away the bandages around his hands. She was gentle with the blades and he didn't feel any worry about getting nicked accidentally. He actually felt rather relieved to get them off finally, and as his fingers became free the sensation of fresh air on them did him good.

"Try not to flex them," the nurse told him. "I'll just apply some ointment."

Robert didn't want to look at the state of his hands, so he closed his eyes and found a surprising amount of enjoyment from letting Wendy work the soothing, white cream into his skin. She was soft and delicate as she smoothly rubbed it into his hand, caressing his palms, up and down his fingers, and into the gaps between. The cream was cold but pleasant, and it seemed to undo any discomfort he had suffered from keeping his hands stuck in one position. So he sighed with disappointment once he felt Wendy begin to wrap the new bandage around him again. He opened his eyes and watched, but then became distracted by the glimpse of cleavage as he looked down her top. He caught himself staring for too long before drawing his eyes away.

"Now, I heard what happened to the last nurse," she said as she concentrated on weaving the white strips tightly over his hands. "You weren't very nice to her, were you?"

"She was sloppy," Robert grumbled. "Made a mess of my room for starters, and she didn't have the lightest of touches."

"Well," Wendy grunted, pulling tightly, "you are going to treat me with respect. Otherwise I won't treat you well in return."

"Sure, sure," Robert winced as his fingers were pulled together.

"That's not very convincing. Come on, you're a grown up. Say 'Yes, Nurse Wendy'."

She looked up at him as she finished applying the fresh bandages, covering both his hands in restrictive bundles like clumsy white mittens. Robert thought they felt tighter than before, but he was more perplexed at this strange demand from the nurse.

"Um, yes, Nurse Wendy," he said finally, deciding it was easier to simply appease her.

"I'm glad we can be so candid," she said, standing up and smiling. "Now that you're properly bandaged up, why don't you show me where you keep your medication? You can give me a little tour of the house too. It'll be good for me to know where everything is so I don't need to keep asking you!"

For the remainder of their session, Wendy remained entirely professional, yet also friendly, towards Robert, who nevertheless found her isolated occasion of strictness peculiar. He showed her around the house, well aware that she would need to have free rein, and showed her how to use the stair lift which was his only way to get up and down the stairs. Because not only was she employed to visit him regularly, she had also been asked to stay in the house when Robert's wife had to travel for work, such as for the next two days. And that meant Wendy had to know her way around like it was her own home.

Once she was satisfied that he was okay, she let him be, said goodbye, and he watched from his bedroom window as she drove away.

*****

"Did Nurse Wendy come across as strange to you?" Robert asked his wife later that night when they were both in bed. As part of their routine, he was reliant on her to help him get in.

"Huh?" She looked up from her book. "No, not particularly. How was she?"

"Oh, you know, fine."

"Good." She read another page before continuing. "There's a chance my conference will be extended, did I tell you that?"

"No," Robert said. "You didn't."

"Well, there's a chance it might be extended a few days. I'll call as soon as I know more. I did call Wendy about it and thankfully she can be flexible with her arrangements."

"Oh, good."

They lay in silence for a moment, then his wife leaned over to kiss his cheek.

"As there's going to be another woman living in my house," she said as she slowly moved a hand under the sheets and down his torso. "Do you want something to remember me while I'm gone?"

"Yes please," Robert gasped as he felt her fingers wrap around his stiffening cock.

"I thought so. Just lie back and relax."

She grabbed a wad of tissue in preparation and began to stroke him, firm and fast. Robert closed his eyes as the rhythmic jerks of her methodical handjob filled him with pleasure.

And in the darkness of his fantasies, Nurse Wendy approached him. Her scrubs appeared to have shrunk, now tightly hugging her body. Her breasts were large and more cleavage was on show than before. She leaned over him and stroked his cock with her soft hands.

"Let me take good care of you, sir," she said seductively, flashing him a grin.

As his pleasure grew and grew, she seemed to become more and more aroused. She moaned and slid her free hand down the front of her pants to play with herself. Then, unable to take any more, she ripped off all her clothes with no second thought about ruining them. She had no underwear on underneath. Her breasts were perfect. Her pussy was smooth and pink. She bit her lip and straddled him, sliding his cock inside her wet opening.

"I'm going to make you feel so much better," she groaned, riding him harder as his orgasm built up.

Her breasts wobbled over him as she bounced up and down, so fast and so tight. Robert was shaking as he felt his shaft pulse and shoot bursts of cum inside her. She moaned in climax with every shot, her body trembling with excitement and finally loosening as the last drops leaked out of him.

"Looks like you needed that," his wife said, her voice bringing him back to reality. "That's a big load."

"Yeah," Robert sighed, satisfied by the quick and effective handjob but saddened that the picture of Wendy in his mind was slipping away. For a moment, it had seemed almost real. And even as he mustered all his powers of imagination once the lights were turned off and his wife went to sleep, he couldn't bring back into focus the image of his nurse's naked body.
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His wife was out the door early the next morning. She made sure he had everything he needed then, after a swift kiss on the top of his head, she was gone. She left her house keys under a plant pot outside so that Wendy could enter without disturbing Robert, who would take some time to ride the stair lift down to answer the door.

So the wheelchair-bound man had some time alone before the nurse's arrival, which was much to his liking. He had grown accustomed to spending hours by himself in his small section of the house, entertaining himself in one way or another. Before his cooking incident, he might have read or played piano, but now his restricted hands gave him no chance to do either without great difficulty. Even holding open a book and turning its pages seemed a herculean task. So he had turned to TV and films, as well as simply listening to music. But on that day, neither option caught his attention. Because, as he soon came to realize, he was actually quite excited about the visit from the nurse. And his excitement was borne not simply from a curiosity about her powerful demeanour, but what he reluctantly admitted to himself was physical attraction.

But with hours to kill before then, his excitement turned into impatience and his arousal, heightened even after his climax the previous night, had him uncomfortable. Because Robert had long since learnt that masturbation was near impossible in his current incapacitated state. With his hands out of action, and with the possibility of humping something out of the question, he had no way to satisfy his urges. And that morning, after trying to distract himself through other outlets, he gave up and decided to embrace his frustration.

So he drove his chair over to a lowered desk in his study, where he always had his computer on standby so he could switch it on without any help. He was able, with some difficulty, to operate the mouse. He had to move it around with his bandaged palm and then turn his hand downwards to make each purposeful click. Any typing too was slow but manageable, and so he was able to operate by himself and find his way to his favourite porn site. Ignoring the abundance of naked bodies on display across the homepage, he clicked the search bar, slowly typed 'sexy nurse', and pressed enter.

Robert could have scrolled for hours down the list of results, but he picked one that immediately caught his eye. Fumbling with the mouse, he pressed play and turned off mute.

A buxom blonde nurse in a skimpy white coat welcomed a male patient. Within moments, they had both stripped naked and she got onto her knees to help him give a sperm sample. Her big lips sucked tightly around his impressive cock as she moaned loudly.

Robert's cock was straining uncomfortably in his pants. He tried to reposition it with his bandaged hands and managed to push it up under the waistband of his underwear so that the friction provided some pleasure as it throbbed.

Meanwhile the nurse was taking the big cock inside her pussy as she bent over a table. She seemed to enjoy every time it thrust in, her screams of delight echoed out of the computer. And when her patient was nearly done, she got back onto her knees and stroked him until his thick white cum sprayed over her waiting face.

"Woops, I wasted your sample," she said cheekily just before the video faded to black.

Robert felt his cock twitching with excitement as he imagined himself in that patient's position. He was about to search for a new video, but before he could the autoplay feature kicked in and the website loaded up its own suggestion. He cursed and tried to exit, but once the new clip finished buffering he sat back, intrigued and aroused.

A man lay naked to a surgical bed, his body strapped down with black leather restraints. A woman entered wearing blue scrubs that shaped her body much like Wendy's, and she explained that she was there to run some tests. She pulled a pair of latex gloves on her hands then squirted lube onto the man's growing cock.

For the next ten minutes, Robert watched in awe as she gave an expertly teasing handjob. Her slippery, gloved hands ran up and down the thick shaft, making it grow so big and causing the patient to emit primal moans. She stroked faster until he was trembling, then she slowed down and had him begging for relief.

All the while, Robert rubbed his cock through his pants. He could feel the same frustration and pleasure and, despite the torment of being edged over and over, he wished he was in that man's position.

Finally, when the nurse was satisfied by the repeated begs escaping her patient's mouth, she stroked hard and fast for just a moment longer. Then she let go. His cock twitched. She slowly removed her gloves while watching with an unimpressed look on her face as cum dribbled out of him. She laughed as his orgasm was ruined. And once he was all drained, she said goodbye and left him there, bound and covered in his own cum.

Robert sensed the heat of orgasm growing fiercer as he rubbed himself to the fantasy of being used like that. He scrambled with the mouse to move the video back a few minutes. There was something so impressive about how this woman worked the cock, knowing exactly when to stop or speed up, that enchanted him. It was like watching a sculptor modelling clay.

He thought he could have reached the point of completion if he had any longer alone. But then the front doorbell rang, blaring from below, and his heartbeat spiked, sending a rush of panic through his body.

He fumbled with the mouse, but in his haste he knocked it off the desk. It hung from the wire, swinging like a pendulum and almost grazing the floor. He tried to reach it but knew he didn't have time.

The front door was unlocked and someone called his name. It was Wendy. He remembered his wife had left her keys for the nurse to use, knowing it took him too long to navigate the stair lift.

The pornstar's taunts continued to blare from the speaker. With no other option, Robert reached over and pressed the standby button. Instantly the screen went black and silence returned to the house, only interrupted by the thud of his heart in his ears and the creak of footsteps coming up the stairs.

"Mr Caldwell?" Wendy called. "Are you there?"

"Uh, yes, in here!" Robert called as he hastily turned away from the desk and over to the bookshelves on the opposite wall. The door was pushed open and he turned to see his nurse enter, today wearing attractive purple scrubs.

"There you are," she said, dumping her bag down. "How are you today, sir?"

"Fine, just fine."

"Good. Well, I'm sorry if I intruded. I was able to get over here earlier than expected. I'm not disturbing you, am I?" Wendy's eyes flicked briefly to the mouse hanging lifelessly over the edge of the desk, while Robert pretended to peruse the book spines.

"No no, I was just wondering what to read."

"Can you manage that okay? I can't imagine how you'd even turn a page!"

"It's difficult," Robert admitted.

"Well, maybe I can help you later. But how about I make us some lunch? What do you reckon?"

The house had been fully provisioned to give Wendy everything she would need for the next few days. Once she had wheeled Robert out and taken him down the stair lift, they went to the kitchen and she put together some food. As a live-in nurse, she happily performed whatever domestic duties were required to provide for her client. So afterwards, she washed up and then offered to clean around the house while Robert sat in the lounge and watched TV.

He was sat there by himself for an hour before he started to wonder where Wendy had got to. She had disappeared back upstairs last he saw, and the vacuum cleaner had roared on and off periodically. Out of fear that she might be snooping around his private possessions, Robert took it upon himself to seek her out.

Fortunately, the stair lift was a large platform that he could get on and off at ease and use the controls without any help. As it slowly ascended, he thought he heard someone's voice. Then a door slammed shut. Another creaked open. But there was no one around at the top of the stairs.

He flickered the lever on his chair and whirred down the hallway, pausing between the doors to his bedroom and his study. He opened the door to the latter. It was empty, but Wendy had clearly been in and cleaned it. As Robert went in to investigate, he noticed the mouse had been placed neatly back on the desk, though the monitor screen was fortunately still blank. Satisfied as much as he could be, he turned around to try his bedroom but his path was blocked. Wendy was standing in the doorway, her smile still seemingly friendly and full of compassion.

"I thought I heard you coming up," she said. "I was just cleaning the bathroom. Can I help you with anything?"

"No, no," Robert answered gruffly.

"Oh really?" Wendy shut the door and looked at him. "Are you sure you weren't hoping for something else from me?"

Robert shook his head and reversed a few feet until he was against the wall. Wendy followed, grabbing her bag and walking slowly towards him.

"Well, time to get you some fresh bandages. I don't think I put them on very well yesterday."

Robert watched silently as she retrieved the bandages, ointment, and scissors. When she approached, her hips swayed seductively and Robert felt entranced by her beauty as she slowly dropped to her knees between his feet. She looked up at him and took his hands in her, stripping away the old bandages then rubbing in the cream as she had done the previous day.

"Mmmm," she purred softly. "I bet that feels good."

Robert could only nod. He was struck by the little noises of satisfaction she was making. He was almost hypnotised by Wendy as her hands rubbed his and stroked gently over each of his fingers. Her pink lips were apart as she concentrated. And being above her, Robert could see down the front of her purple top as her breasts rose and fell with each breath.

"Hold still," the nurse said as she wrapped up his hands again, holding them against the arms of the wheelchair. Robert was too distracted watching her to notice how the white bandages were being coiled.

"Enjoying the view?" Wendy suddenly asked, breaking his focus and making his eyes dart away from her chest.

"Huh?" he stuttered.

"It's okay. I like knowing I'm being admired." Wendy pulled at the front of her top, showing off the edge of a lacy black bra. "Do you want to see more?"

"I..." Robert's heart raced. He couldn't turn his eyes away from her breasts as she squeezed them together for him to see. "What are you doing?"

"I only want to take care of you," the nurse pouted. "I can tell you like it."

She indicated to the tent in his pants, something he couldn't control or even try to hide. And when he went to cover himself, he found that the bandages around his hands were also wrapped firmly around the arms of the wheelchair, effectively binding him to it. Even his fingers were encased and unable to reach for the controls.

"Wendy, what are you doing?" he asked again. In his panic, his heart raced faster and more blood pumped down to his cock.

"That's Nurse Wendy to you, sir. And don't try to hide it. I accidentally switched your computer on while I was cleaning. You should have seen my face when I saw what you've been watching. So don't lie, I know you want to have some fun. And so do I."

"I don't..." Robert gasped as Wendy slid a hand up his thigh and rubbed his erection through his pants. "I don't know."

"Are you sure?" The nurse unzipped him and grinned as her fingers found his cock and pulled it out. "I can put this away if you really want."

"Oh fuck," Robert moaned as she began to stroke him. He was so sensitive and her touch was so soft, it drove him wild with desire.

"Do you?" Wendy asked. "Do you want me to stop?"

"Fuck. No. Please don't."

"I thought not."

Wendy's hand moved smoothly over his shaft, twisting up and around the head and making him squirm with desire.

"I'm so glad this part of you still works," she said, leaning forward and licking it. "I'm gonna have a lot of fun with it."

"Oh my god." Robert couldn't bear the sensation as her lips sucked on the head and her tongue fluttered against the frenulum. And when she took him in deeper, his eyelids closed as his world reduced to just that feeling.

"Mmmmm," Wendy purred, feeling him throbbing inside. "Mmhmphmmphmmphhmmm."

Her head bobbed up and down in his lap, taking as much of him in as possible. She moaned and covered his shaft with her saliva so that when she came up to catch her breath she could stroke even faster with a slippery yet firm grip.

"Mmm, you like that?" she said, watching the expressions on his face. "I bet you didn't think this was going to happen when you woke up this morning."

"No, mmm, fuck, I didn't."

"Are you about to cum?" Wendy's hand raced up and down his shaft. "You look so close."

"Yes." Robert could feel his orgasm rushing closer. "I am. So close."

"Oh I bet you are." Suddenly she let go and his cock throbbed freely, a bead of precum gathered on its tip. "But I didn't say you could cum."

"What the fuck," Robert gasped as he felt a surge of frustration. His hands tried to rip free of their bandages to finish the job but he had no success. "I was right there."

"I know." The nurse trailed a finger up his sensitive cock, making him shiver with arousal. "But do you deserve to cum?"

"What?"

"Do you deserve to cum? Be honest, do you?"

"I..." Robert fumbled, unsure what answer she wanted.

"I don't think you do." Wendy stood up bent over so she could whisper in his ear while one of her hands toyed with his erection. "So do you really want me to make you cum?"

"Yes." The bound man felt the warmth of her breath and the teasing strokes of her fingers on him.

"Do you want me to be your sexy nurse and swallow your load?" Her hand gripped more firmly.

"Yes, so badly."

"Do you want me to fuck you while we're alone together? To be your tight little cum dumpster while your wife's away?" She stroked faster.

"Yes." Robert moaned, feeling the edge rising again. "Please."

"I'm sorry, sir, I'm afraid I can't do that." Wendy whacked his cock, making it bounce, and walked over to her bag. "Because, the thing is, I know you don't deserve that. I'm here to help you out as much as I can, but that doesn't mean satisfying every primal need that you have, and I'm shocked that you even expected that of me."

"I didn't, I'm sorry." Robert tried to ignore the frustration gripping his body.

"There's only one way I can tolerate needy men like you." Wendy reached in and found a pair of scissors. "By making them mine. So, sir, do you want to be mine for these next few days? My little sub?"

Robert looked at her. His persistent erection told the truth. "Yes," he admitted.

"Good. Then let me get a good look at you."

The nurse returned to him, scissors in hand, and with as much care and precision as she had always displayed, she cut open Robert's shirt and pulled it off him. Then she removed his socks and tugged at his pants and underwear, removing the last of his clothes from his legs. Finally she made sure he was still sitting comfortably and she put the scissors down again.

"Look at you," she cooed. "All naked for me. Completely hard and ready for whatever I decide to do to you. Did you want me to suck you again?"

Robert's cock twitched at the thought. "Yes, please, Nurse Wendy."

"No, sir. No. I just want you to watch me now."

He could do nothing else but watch as the nurse began to tease him with a visually sensual display. She slowly pulled up the front of her top, revealing a toned stomach which moved and flexed as she danced alluringly, swinging and thrusting her hips in hypnotic movements.

After a moment, she removed her top completely, throwing it onto the floor and pushing out her chest to give Robert a good view of her bra-clad breasts. The black cups held up two impressive mounds of flesh that had him almost salivating. But before long she turned her back to him and planted her ass on his lap.

Through the purple scrubs she grinded against his hard cock. She rubbed up and down, slotting him between her firm, round cheeks. Every motion drove him crazy, and he let out a soft whimper when she stepped away from.

But it was only to remove her pants. They came off slowly and Robert stared as her ass came into view, black panties riding up into her crack which returned shortly to grind on him. Her flesh on his shaft made him strain in his bonds. He wanted to free his hands, to touch her incredible body all over.

"Worship this body," Wendy said, turning to face him and standing with her hands running over her curves. "Worship the body of your nurse."

Robert's cock leaked, needing to feel her again as he admired every inch of her.

"You're incredible, Nurse Wendy," he said.

"I've not shown you everything yet," she replied, her hands reaching behind to find the clasp of her bra. "Beg me to show you my tits. Beg me, sir."

Her bra came undone but she held it in place, not letting the cups drop an inch before Robert could satisfy her with his pleas.

"Please, Nurse Wendy," he begged, staring intently at her breasts. "Please let me see them. I need to see them. You're so beautiful, please show them off to me. I'm desperate. I'll do anything. Please show me."

"Oh, if you insist."

Wendy almost let the bra fall, to drop to the floor and reveal herself to him. Her grip loosened and it slipped and he gazed wide-eyed as more flesh came out of hiding.

But before the bra could be fully removed, a phone rang from somewhere in the room.

"Shit," Wendy swore. "Is that yours?"

"Yes," Robert said, his eyes still focused on her. "Just leave it, please."

"That's not a good idea." Wendy reclasp her bra. "We can't arouse suspicion now, can we?"

Robert sighed with frustration as she went to the source of the sound.

"I think I know who it could be," the nurse said, reaching down to pull out the phone from the front pocket of Robert's pants that had been bundled messily on the floor. "Oh yes. It's for you, sir, say hello."

She pressed answer then held it to the side of his head.

"Hello?" Robert said tentatively, fully aware that he was naked and tied to his chair with his attractive nurse standing over him in nothing but her bra and panties. "Oh, hello dear. Yes I'm alright. How's the trip?"

His wife's voice crackled through the speakers as she went on to describe her flight and her hotel in detail. Robert, fully aware of how much she liked to talk, braced himself for her barrage of complaints and criticism about the service she had given.

Meanwhile, Wendy came around behind him. Making sure to keep the phone against his ear, she kissed his neck and ran her fingers down his chest, pinching his nipples then whispering into his ear: "Don't be rude, sir. Keep talking to her. I won't be happy if you try to end the call quickly."

"That sounds annoying," Robert forced himself to say in between his wife's tirade about a seemingly incompetent flight attendant. Even as Wendy moved back to his side and her free hand moved down to his cock, he tried to continue his acknowledgement of her issues. "Uh huh. Uh huh. Mmm. Sure."

The nurse's fingers wrapped around him. He had lost his erection due to the panic of taking the call, but immediately it returned, swelling to full size as she stroked firmly.

"That's, uh huh, yeah they should have said." Robert tried to hold back the need to moan. "Huh? Oh, yeah I'm fine. Uh-huh. Yep. Wendy's been taking good care of me."

The nurse winked at him, encouraged by his ability to keep up the theatrics. Then, almost as a reward, she leaned forward, her knees bent, and took his cock in her mouth.

"Uuh, yeah. Fuck." Robert gasped in delight as her hot mouth covered him. "No I just bit my tongue, I'm okay. What's that? Yes, I know. Yes, she is quite attractive I suppose."

Wendy grinned as she continued her blowjob and Robert admired the curve of her ass, wishing he could reach out and spank it.

"No she's been very professional. Kept the place very...uh clean."

Wendy sucked hard and deep, nearly making him lose track of his sentence. He wanted so badly to get off the phone, if only so he no longer had to stifle all the sexual grunts and groans that wanted to escape.

"Yes, uh-huh, she's around somewhere. Was cleaning, I think. I'll, uh, I'll try and find her."

In response to the development in the conversation, the nurse stood up and wiped the string of saliva from her lips.

"Nurse Wendy!" Robert called once she had pulled the phone away from his ear.

He then fell silent and she dropped to her knees in front of him, playfully fumbling with the phone before finally answering it.

"Hello? Oh hello, Mrs Caldwell! How are you?" Wendy reached up to stroke him again. "Oh yes he's been perfectly well-behaved, don't worry about that. I know how to get my patients to behave. All it takes is a firm touch."

She slapped Robert's balls, making him wince. Then she resumed stroking with a light, teasing grip.

"I do think he's enjoyed having me around, even if he won't admit it. It's always helpful to have a second pair of hands. Yes, that's right. And what about your trip? When are you expected back? Oh! How fun, I'm sure you'll enjoy that. Well, I'm certain I can manage four more days with him, that's no problem whatsoever."

Wendy smiled at her patient and stroked faster.

"No no really it's fine. I'm sure we'll manage until you get back. And your husband will be on edge, anxiously waiting for your return. Aww, thank you. Enjoy the rest of your trip. Goodbye."

Just as Wendy hung up the phone, Robert reached the edge. Instinctively, her hand slowed down, gripping him tightly and making sure he wouldn't accidentally spill a drop of cum.

"Did you hear that, sir? You've got me for four days still. Are you excited?"

"Ahh," Robert tried to catch his breath as his cock pulsed between her fingers. "Uh, yes, Nurse Wendy."

"I thought so." She removed her hand and played with his balls. "Now, where were we? Before we got rudely interrupted?"

"You were going to show me your tits."

"Oh? Was I? Hmm, no, that doesn't sound right. I think you're delusional, sir. I think what you need right now is to be cared for, to be wrapped cosy and tight. Yeah, that sounds perfect."

Wendy put the phone down on a bedside cabinet then went to grab the roll of bandages again and stood behind Robert, who looked desperately at her bra.

"What are you doing?" he asked, feeling cheated by her change of mind.

"Just relax, sir. Let me take care of you."

The nurse unrolled the bandages and began to wrap it around his head, first going over the top and under his chin. She pulled tight and his mouth was almost forced shut. As she applied more and more, circling around the back and then over his lips, each layer restricted him further until he could hardly move his jaw or let out more than a muffled sound.

The bandages were then coiled over the bridge of his nose, leaving his nostrils free to breathe, and the strips were wound numerous times over his eyes, sealing him in darkness. Finally, when Wendy had finished, almost his entire head was covered in the white bandages. He was effectively gagged and blindfolded. He could only take deep breaths in anticipation of what might happen next.

"That's it," the nurse purred. "My lovely little patient is all wrapped up now, safe and secure. What would you like to do now, sir? Go for a walk? Watch TV? Fuck me?"

"Mmmmmmmm," Robert moaned non-verbally.

"What's that? You'll have to speak up, sir."

"Mmhmmm."

"Well, if you're not going to give me a clear answer, I'll just have to decide for you."

Wendy wheeled his chair over to the foot of his bed. She sat on the end of the mattress and stretched a foot out to his cock.

"Judging by how hard you are, I might be able to guess what you want." The sole of her foot rubbed against his shaft. "A little bit of pleasure, right here. You don't care what I use, what I do. You just want me touching you."

"Mmmmm."

"Don't worry, I can do that much at least." Wendy stretched out both legs and grasped his cock between her two big toes, then stroked him slowly. "You just want to be hard like this, stroked like this, all day every day, don't you?"

Robert, feeling his pleasure building as her feet went faster, nodded.

"I know you do. And I can try to provide that service if it helps, because the last thing I want is for you to get bored. That would make me so sad, especially when I'm the one who's meant to be looking after you. No patient of mine should ever feel abandoned or bored or unwanted in my care. But that does mean my methods require something of you."

"Mmmm," Robert groaned louder as her feet moved back, resting on his thighs while his cock twitched and leaked, having been so close to the edge.

"It means, sir, that you won't be cumming."

"Mmm?"

"That's right." Wendy trailed a toe over his throbbing shaft. "Because if you did cum, you'd lose all interest in this fun form of entertainment. You'd go back to your bored old self with nothing to do all day, and I'd have no alternative cure for that. So, while you're under my care, you won't cum. Instead, your constant arousal will be a source of joy for you. If it doesn't feel like that now, I promise you'll soon learn to love it."

Eventually she brought her feet away again and stood up, going over to her bag.

"So let's keep your cock interested and responsive. I'll just put this on."

She leaned down to slip a cold metal ring over his balls, and then she hooped it over his shaft. It wasn't too tight but Robert could feel it increase the pressure as blood beat through, making his cock swell bigger.

"It's a simple cock ring," Wendy explained, stroking him just enough to make sure everything was positioned comfortably. "But that'll help hold your attention when I'm not right here with you. Feel okay?"

"Mmm," Robert nodded, enjoying the sensation that the metal ring caused by increasing the strength of his erection.

"Good. Because I think you deserve a break. I've got some things to do first, but then it'll be time to get you some dinner prepared!"

*****

The cock ring worked just as intended. Even without Wendy there in the same room to tease Robert, the slightest stirrings of arousal sent a rush of blood to his cock, and the increased pressure felt so good that he couldn't stop himself from becoming fully erect.

At dinner, the nurse had changed back into her scrubs and she loosened his bandages just around his mouth so that she could spoon-feed him. Despite being made to feel even more helpless, part of Robert loved being treated like this, having her coo and encourage him with every bite.

"Once you finish," she said, one hand holding the metal utensil and the other stroking his cock, "I promise I'll bring you to the edge."

Robert hungrily guzzled down his food. The more it disappeared from his dish, the faster Wendy stroked, until he swallowed the last mouthful and felt the edge seize hold of his body.

"There you are," she said, removing her hand. "That's just the first of the evening. It's time to have some more fun."

She wiped his mouth clean then wrapped more bandages over it, gagging him again. Then she took him back upstairs to his bedroom and helped him onto his bed once she had untied his hands from the wheelchair. She briefly let him stretch the muscles in his arms, then she grabbed a new roll of bandages and supported him to sit upright.

"I've enjoyed seeing your head all wrapped up," she said, pulling his arms down by his sides. "Let's see what you look like with even more!"

She began rolling strips around his shoulders, over his chest, and in large loops down the length of his arms. Every inch of his torso was covered right down to his waist. He could hardly wiggle his hands or arms, the bandages were too strong. And when Wendy helped lay him down, she laughed, amused by the sight of her patient. His cock throbbed with excitement and all the rest of his body above it was mummified, making him look like he was half-dressed in a Halloween costume. She kneeled between his thighs and playfully smacked his balls.

"What a curious sight," she said, lightly running a finger over his shaft. "But it suits you, really. Because this is what you are: a cock. This is what controls your behaviour and your thoughts. Your entire centre of being is focused right here."

She held his throbbing cock upright and he nodded. The bandages were causing a form of sensory deprivation. They made his body warm, almost hugging him in a tight embrace that made him almost not want to struggle even as she teased him. Then with the effective blindfold and having any sounds slightly muffled by his covered ears, every part of his attention was intensely directed to his cock.

"Do you think you're going to enjoy these next few days with me?" Wendy stroked him gently.

"Mmmm." Robert nodded.

"That remains to be seen. Because I'm going to make it so difficult for you and you'll want to beg me to let you cum. But I won't. Even when you're leaking for me, I won't allow you that release."

Robert continued to moan as she stroked faster. The cock ring was doing its job, making him feel even bigger in her hands.

"And it's fun for me. Very fun." She slapped his cock, making it bounce left and right. Then she did it again and again, enjoying his groans. "How many times should I edge you tonight? Five times? Ten times? Twenty?"

"Mmmmm," Robert protested at the thought.

"What's the best way to torment you? I'm sure I could edge you plenty of times, over and over again. I could spend hours. I might even let you get soft and have a break. But it wouldn't be for long. No, I would keep coming back to stroke you. I'd lose count of how many times I'd bring you to the edge. I'd only stop when I finally get bored, and you'll be a horny, sweaty, leaking mess. Does that sound fun?"

"Mmmmm." Robert tried to shake his head but he could only make minor movements.

"I know, maybe that's too much, or maybe it isn't. Either way, I've got plenty of time to tease you as much as I want over the next few days. So I know an even better way to torture you."

Without another word, Wendy leaned down and wrapped her lips around his cock. She didn't delay with what she had in mind, going down on him immediately and taking him all the way in. His entire cock throbbed inside her as she deepthroated him expertly.

"Mmmmmm," Robert moaned as she sucked tightly around him, intensifying the pleasure tenfold.

Wendy gave him a devastatingly pleasurable blowjob. Her head moved up and down. Her lips moved smoothly from tip to base. And it took mere moments for his imminent climax to build up, close to erupting down her throat.

But the nurse could feel him throbbing, she could feel his contractions as his body instinctively attempted to push him over the edge. And so she stopped, holding the entire length of his shaft inside her.

She didn't move. Her lips were tight around him and he just pulsed. The cock ring helped to keep him on edge. The pressure was unbearable. He needed to cum. The heat within his cock was rising. But there was nothing he could do, nothing within his power to find that final bit of stimulation to trigger his climax.

And Wendy knew she had succeeded with her plan. Eventually his cock stopped throbbing so desperately and she slowly drew herself back up his shaft, her lips still tight around him and her tongue swirling around to lick up the precum that had been leaking out of him. She pulled up and released him with a wet slurp, then moved over to lie next to him and whisper softly.

"You want more, don't you?"

"Mmmmm," Robert moaned eagerly, needing to be touched now more than ever.

"I know, sir, I know. You want it so bad." Wendy grinned as she watched his cock still fully erect and now covered in her saliva. "But this is how I've decided to torture you right now. One edge. One brilliant edge. That's all you get. No more attention from me for the rest of the day. That's just how it is."

Robert groaned in disbelief. He knew she had promised no orgasms and had accepted it as much as he could, but now more than anything he just missed her touch. He wanted her to edge him again, as much as she wanted. He didn't care what else she did, he didn't care about cumming, he just wanted her to tease him endlessly.

"Get your rest, sir," Wendy said, getting up and folding some blankets over to cover him. "It's been a tiring day for you, I'm sure. And you'll need to be rejuvenated for tomorrow. Because I promise I'll be edging you a lot more. Goodnight."

She gave three kisses to the underside of his cock, which she had left exposed so he couldn't benefit from the friction of the blankets. As it grew hard again at the few light touches, she turned out the lights and left him to try and drift asleep.
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The following days passed like a dream for Robert. He was moulded into a perfect toy by Wendy's soft hands. In various states of nudity and submitted to numerous forms of bondage, he was edged tirelessly each day. Only when the nurse had other duties to attend to, such as all the responsibilities expected of her role as his live-in carer, did she give him respite from her pleasurable torture which he yearned for at every waking hour.

Because Robert had learned to enjoy the edge. It was the furthest he even got, and the pure sensation that overcame his entire body had become almost orgasmic. Whenever Wendy stroked him, he wanted only to be brought to the edge. He didn't even have in mind a desire to cum. And she knew it.

If she stroked slowly, it was to tease him, because she knew how much satisfaction he got from being edged and so she wanted to delay that reward. And as each day passed, his desire to be edged grew more and more. And when he awoke on the day that his wife was expected back, he felt a pang of regret that this experience would be over soon.

Wendy had left him tied just as he had been on the first night. His upper body was mummified and he only stirred from his slumber when she came to kneel by his side.

He was still in a half dreamlike state, not helped by the bandages over his eyes that made his dark dreariness persist, when she began to suck his soft cock. It started to wake up before he did. Blood filled it rapidly. It grew long and hard, and Wendy moaned with delight, enjoying the feeling of it thickening in her mouth.

"Mmmmmm." Robert began to regain what senses he could in response to the wake-up call. It took him a moment to realise what was happening, but he was so familiar with the sensation now that his arousal spiked as he imagined the sight of Wendy giving him a blowjob.

She giggled, amused by the reactions of his body. He was fully erect now and completely stuffed her mouth, especially with the cock ring that had become a permanent addition and a symbol of her control. His torso squirmed in its bondage and his breathing through his nostrils became heavier.

"Mphmphmph," the nurse continued, sucking sloppily and making an audible display of how much fun she was having. Her sounds only made it worse for Robert, heightening his growing need to cum until he was straining in his bandages.

"Mmmmmm," he groaned as she pulled up and released his cock with a pop.

"Good morning, sir," she said, watching him throbbing uncontrollably, so close to the edge. "We only have a couple of hours together, so let's make this a real good morning."

Wendy crawled over to the side of the bed and Robert heard the sound of a drawer sliding open. Then he felt the weight of her body shift over and onto him, her thighs pressing against his abdomen as she perched herself on top of him.

"I happened to find this while cleaning the other day," she said, making sure she was comfortably straddling him. "And I've had my eye on it ever since. I do hope your wife doesn't mind me borrowing it."

The purr of a vibrator suddenly filled Robert's ear. A sharp intake of breath from Wendy signalled to him what she was doing. He felt the vibrations running through his stomach as she played with the toy, running it over her pussy. There was no underwear in the way as she teased herself with it.

"Your wife has a good taste in vibrators," Wendy said, her voice beginning to quiver as the sensations began to mount. "This is, mmm, this is really doing the job."

Her body tightened on top of Robert as she focused on her clit. Her thighs squeezed around him for balance as she reached behind with her free hand.

Robert was still rock hard, even more so from the sexual noises of Wendy getting herself off, the tip of his cock almost reached her ass. She began to stroke him with a reverse grip, while her hips grinded forward and back, pushing against him and the toy.

"Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck," Wendy moaned, feeling her climax building. "You're not allowed to cum, sir. But I am."

"Mmmmm!" Robert responded to her faster strokes, his cock needing to experience what she was about to.

"Feel me orgasm," she gasped, almost wincing as her desire rippled through. "Oh fuck! Feel it, sir, feel what you can't have."

She took her hand off him, needing to use it to hold herself up as she came, struck by the spasms of her orgasm. The vibrator whirred endlessly, fuelling her pleasure at the perfect spot that she needed it. Her body shuddered. Her moans became silent. She was almost paralysed on top of Robert as his cock dripped and bounced, trying to reach that same pinnacle.

And then she removed the toy from her sensitive pussy and turned it off. Her body relaxed. Her breaths were deep. She reached forward and pulled at the bandages around Robert's face, just loosening them enough to uncover his eyes.

"Look at me, sir," Wendy ordered, smiling as she saw his eyelids widen with delight in response to the view before him.

After her interrupted striptease, the nurse had never returned to the promise of stripping naked for her patient. In the last several days, he had seen her in her scrubs and even a range of alluring lingerie sets, but she had never removed them. And so, as Robert's eyes adjusted to the light, he stared with amazement at her wonderfully nude body straddling him.

Her pussy looked so pink and wet after the fun she had just had. Her tits were big and perky, like perfect teardrops with the nipples pert and erect.

But rather than wait for him to simply oogle her, Wendy shuffled back so her crotch was against his and the soft pink lips of her opening was pushed against his hard cock.

"You've done so well for me, sir," she said, slowly beginning to grind against him as if spurred on by impulse. She fondled her breasts and squeezed them together. "And I have to say goodbye soon. But...I...fuck...I need to feel this cock inside. Can I?"

Robert nodded eagerly. The request for permission from her surprised him, but to hear how much she desired him made his cock desperate to accept her request.

"Thank you, sir. I want you to enjoy this too."

Wendy held his cock in position and slowly slipped it inside her. It went in easily as she lowered herself, feeling it push in hard and deep.

"Oh fuck," she moaned, beginning to grind her hips up and down. "That feels incredible."

Robert had never felt anything so good before. With his cock ring and his days of harsh denial, he had never been so thick and big, and Wendy's tight opening felt all the more tight and pleasurable. As she fucked him, every inch of his shaft experienced ripples of delight. She didn't have to go fast to make it feel incredible, and she didn't want to go fast. Because she knew how close he was and how easily he could tip over the edge. So as she fucked him, she rubbed her clit and felt every twitch of his cock inside her.

"I'll still be your nurse, sir, if you want me to be. And I'll keep dominating you whenever I visit you. Though I understand if you'd rather end this right now." She slowed down almost to a stop, just letting her pussy contract around him and hold him close to the edge. "But, if not, sir, if you want to keep this arrangement up, I'll let you cum. Right here, right inside me, I promise I'll let you cum. Is that what you want?"

There was no delay in his answer. Even if her teasing could be cruel and frustrating, his time spent with her had been the most fun he'd had in a long time. And to continue seeing her, even if only once or twice a week, would brighten his mood. He wanted to look forward to her visits, to throb at the thought of feeling her hands, to continue having her dominating him. So Robert groaned and nodded, his cock pulsing inside her.

"Thank you, sir."

Wendy had been rubbing circles around her clit, building herself to climax without needing to fuck him. But now that she knew what she wanted, she didn't hold back. She was close to edge and so was he.

"You can cum for me," she moaned, moving once again up and down his shaft. "Cum for me, sir."

It didn't take long. She rode him hard, her tits bouncing and her ass pounding against him. Every movement poured hot pleasure over his cock. And as her pussy began to clench, her climax taking hold, Robert finally felt the pressure of all her countless edges burst out.

Like a cannon, thick white explosions of cum shot deep inside Wendy. Each barrage seemed to start in his stomach, drawing energy from all his muscles, then fired out through his pulsing shaft. The climax felt like it lasted an eternity. He entered a kind of limbo, unable to move and seeing nothing but a hazy image of his nurse naked and convulsing over him. And every sensation in his body was drawn in and centred around the pleasure of his cock as her pussy contracted around it.

Wendy eventually regained her composure and lifted herself up. She remained for a moment on her knees above him and they both watched, catching their breath, as cum dribbled out of her. It spooled out onto his limp cock, glazing it white, until she finally dropped onto the bed next to him.

"Well, sir," she said, her skin glimmering with sweat, "I'd better clean you up before your wife gets back. Hopefully she has another trip planned soon, but either way I'm looking forward to my next visit to take care of my favourite patient. Are you?"

Robert admired her naked body, feeling a pang of desire even with his cock now limp, and he just about found the energy to slowly nod.

"I'm glad. Now then, I suppose I should get you out of those bandages."

Wendy sat up and went to start unravelling his medical bondage. Her fingers grasped under the strip she had already loosened over his face.

Then the doorbell rang. The nurse stopped. The empty house echoed with the clang which gently faded to silence. The nurse looked wide-eyed at her patient and waited, too afraid to move. Then it rang again. They both stared at one another, hardly daring to breathe. And just when they thought the danger must surely have passed, Robert's phone buzzed. Wendy quietly scurried over to fetch it from where it had remained on the bedside cabinet. Then she cursed to herself and slowly held up the display to show him his wife's name and number.


3. Probed by the Doctor

"The doctor will see you now."

Peter Everard's heart pounded in his chest. For the last half hour he had been sitting patiently in the waiting room with butterflies swirling in his stomach and his foot drumming incessantly against the floor as he waited for the receptionist to peer up from her computer, look him in the eyes, and say those words.

So now, with her smile failing to calm him down as he slowly stood up, he eeked out a thank you and made his way over to the door, feeling as if all the other patients were watching him every step of the way.

Down the corridor he went, searching for the door with his doctor's name on it. After years of good health, he had kicked himself for allowing such an inconvenient issue to arise, and with such poor timing. Because only a month earlier, his usual doctor and friend, Doctor Danson, had retired, forcing Peter to go to a stranger to divulge the embarrassment of his personal issues.

Doctor Hind. That was their name. He found it on a plain white door at the end of the hallway which he knocked on and went in.

"Hello, I..." Peter stopped in his tracks as the door swung shut behind him. He knew he had let his prejudice get the better of him. Walking into the office, he had been expecting to see someone quite the opposite of the Doctor Hind before him. He had pictured an old, greying man. Not her.

"Come in, Mr Everard. Please take a seat."

Doctor Hind crossed one long, slender leg over the other and gestured to the chair positioned across from her. She pushed a lock of her luscious blonde hair out of her face as she turned quickly back to her computer to finish sending off an email. Peter sat down, at once grateful to have been assigned such a gorgeous doctor and also all the more intimidated because of that.

She was youthful but authoritative as she looked sternly between him and her monitor. Her white doctor's coat, pencil skirt and heels made her the image of professionality, though Peter was also well aware of the swell of her breasts under her shirt that was visible with her open coat.

"I'm Doctor Hind," she said, her pink lips curling into a warm smile. "I've had a look over your records, but from what I understand you booked this appointment to check about a new issue?"

"Yes," Peter stammered out, still trying to decide how he could say it.

"Well?" She glared at him, almost appearing impatient. "What seems to be the problem?"

"I..." He gulped and took a deep breath. "I'm experiencing some...discomfort."

"Could you perhaps be more specific?"

"Ah, well..." Peter averted his eyes away from her penetrative gaze. "In my...um...my balls."

"I see." The doctor didn't seem phased at all which had him reassured. Until she asked him: "Could you stand up and I'll have a look?"

Peter's face burned a bright red, but he found himself automatically following her lead.

"If you could just remove your pants and underwear," she said as she reached into a box and pulled out a pair of blue latex gloves. "It shouldn't be anything much to worry about."

Peter slowly unzipped his pants and lowered them to the floor. Standing in his underwear, he wondered whether he had made a mistake. He tried to think of an excuse to leave. Perhaps the ache had gone and he didn't need to be checked. Or there was an emergency at home he had to get back to.

"Come on, Mr Everard," she sighed. "I don't have all day."

"Sorry," he muttered, finally pulling down the elastic waistband.

"Let's take a look at you, shall we?"

Doctor Hind, standing in front of him, took his balls in her gloved hands, almost making him gasp at the cold touch. She rolled them around between her fingers, feeling every surface and being perfectly methodical but careful, not causing any pain.

Peter looked away as he tried not to focus on the light tugging and the brief touches of latex against his cock. He felt like a dog having a check up at the vets and, with the embarrassment of the situation, he was as soft as he could possibly be.

Nevertheless he was also well aware that he was living many men's dreams. He had an incredibly sexy doctor literally fondling his balls. It took all his mental fortitude to turn his attention to something else, because he knew the slightest stray thought could begin the unstoppable swelling of sexual arousal.

"Hmm, no lumps," the doctor said at last, taking her hands off him. "That's good news. You feel perfectly healthy, in fact. But there's still discomfort?"

"Yes, it's sort of a dull throb," Peter described accurately. "Like someone kicked me in the balls five minutes ago."

"And is this as bad as it gets?"

"No, it can be worse. Sometimes I get back ache too, and I think it's my balls causing it. But sometimes there's no pain at all."

"I see." Doctor Hind looked thoughtfully at his genitals as she pondered the diagnosis. "Can you tell me how often you ejaculate? It doesn't matter how: masturbation, oral sex, penetrative sex, whatever."

"I..." Peter blushed again. He knew he had to tell the truth. "Usually once a day."

"Hmm, that's interesting." The doctor returned to her desk, took off her gloves, and searched something on her computer. "Now, your condition usually isn't too uncommon. I would expect you to be suffering from epididymal hypertension. You may have heard of its more common name: blue balls."

Peter nodded curtly, acknowledging what she said while wondering whether he could pull his pants back up.

"But typically this would be caused by infrequent sexual activity or ejaculations," the doctor continued. "For someone like you, with such regular releases, the issue might be a little bit more complicated."

Peter didn't like the sound of that. Nor was he thrilled to see her stand up and put her gloves back on.

"If you don't mind, Mr Everard, I'm going to have to examine your prostate."

"Excuse me?"

"That may be where the issue lies. Though you will need to be clean before I get in there. Have you ever had an enema?"

"Um, no." That word had Peter cringe at the thought. The last thing he had expected from his appointment was to have the doctor examine that part of him, but now that he was there, his pants around his ankles and his cock out in front of her, he didn't know how he could possibly say no.

"I'll just get it prepared," Doctor Hind said. "Please can you lie face down on the bed."

Peter got flat on his front, feeling his soft cock being pressed against the bed while he rested his head on one cheek and placed his arms at his side. He watched as best as he could while the doctor prepared the enema equipment. When she returned to him with everything she needed, including a bottle of lubricant, he grimaced at the thought of what was to come next.

"This will be inserted inside you," she explained, showing him the black nozzle attached to a bag full of fluid. "There may be a mild discomfort, but nothing to be scared about."

Doctor Hind coated the nozzle with a lubricant then slowly brought it up to Peter's behind. Despite knowing what was coming, he still tensed up. Thankfully the nozzle was small and he allowed her to gently push it inside.

"Don't try to squirm too much," she said calmingly. "I'm about to release the fluid and you'll need to hold it in."

Before Peter could acknowledge her directions, he suddenly felt a strange rush of warm liquid gushing into his bowels. It was oddly satisfying, feeling as if he was being cleansed by the sensually smooth flow inside him.

"There's still more to come," the doctor said as the fluid kept coming.

"I don't know if I can take any more." Peter gasped as he felt it filling him.

"Don't worry. We're nearly there."

It wasn't long until Doctor Hind removed the nozzle from his ass, satisfied that enough liquid had been used.

"Now just hold it inside for a few moments while I clean this."

Peter did as she requested, remaining as still as he could so as not to disturb the liquid. The doctor meanwhile washed the nozzle of the enema equipment.

"Doc, I don't think I can hold this in much longer," Peter said, propping himself up on his elbows as he struggled to contain the fluid. The doctor commanded him to remain where he was for a minute longer, then she brought out a bucket and placed it on the floor beside the bed.

"Go on then," she said. "Let it all out."

Peter promptly got off the bed and squatted over the bucket. He let all the fluid erupt out, listening as it splashed and rippled around. It felt incredible to let it all out, and once he had wiped himself with some toilet paper he was handed, he felt like he had been completely emptied and his insides were all perfectly clean.  He let Doctor Hind take the bucket away as he stood up again, his knees shaking.

"Now that's done," she said, "I'll just have a feel inside and try to get a sense of what's going on."

Still wearing the latex gloves, the doctor squirted a blob of lube into her palm and rubbed her hands together.

"Could you get onto the bed," she asked, deciding on the best position for him to be in. "Just on your hands and knees. That's it. Good. That'll be easier for me."

Peter had hopped onto the bed, his soft cock flopping around, and he did as she asked. His hands and knees sunk into the padding as he waited for her to do what she needed to do.

"Try to relax, Mr Everard," Doctor Hind said. "This won't hurt a bit. I'll just start by easing you into it."

Her index finger reached to his opening and immediately he shivered at the cold sensation as she began to rub in slow circles, getting him more used to the feeling of someone playing around with that part of him. Gradually, he began to relax. It was like a massage in a way. It was soothing and gentle, and only after she could see all tension drain from his body did she slowly push in, spiraling forward to open him out.

She went deeper. Past the knuckle and right to the end, the doctor inserted her index finger inside, finding no resistance on her way through. And then, bending to find what she was looking for, she smiled with satisfaction.

"Mmmmmmm," Peter moaned as the tip of her finger pressed against his prostate.

It was like she had flipped a switch. First, the sound that came out of him was involuntary. Second, the pleasure was an instantaneous reaction that had his heart racing to pump blood straight into his cock.

"Oh fuck," he groaned as he realised that, completely out of his control, he was rock hard. He could see his cock pointing straight down between his legs, throbbing as the doctor continued to massage his prostate.

"Don't be embarrassed," she said with her finger still wiggling around in his ass. "It's a perfectly natural reaction. Most men don't realise just how much pleasure can be experienced from this spot inside them."

"Oh woooww." Peter's knees began to shake as her wonderfully soft touch continued to rub circles around his prostate. He could feel the pressure in his cock rising as it pulsed with desire.

"As I expected," Doctor Hind said as she honed in on a diagnosis. "There's a slight swelling. What I don't yet know is whether it's the result of your epididymal hypertension, or the cause of it."

"Should I...oh fuck...should I be concerned."

"Concerned? Not at all. But to find out more I will have to feel what happens with your prostate as your arousal grows."

"I don't think I can get much more aroused, doc," Peter said, nearly laughing.

"We'll see about that. Do you mind if I stimulate you for a few minutes?"

"Stimulate...?"

"It has to be done."

"Oh. Well. Okay, doc."

With one finger still inside him, the doctor took her free hand and began to stroke his hard cock. There was still plenty of lube covering the latex glove which allowed her to smoothly glide over him, up and down from base to tip, massaging his balls and swirling around his head.

It had Peter shaking. The sensations were unbelievable. He had never experienced this much pleasure before, let alone from his doctor. His cock was so sensitive and her strokes were so smooth that he could feel his orgasm growing quickly inside him. And with her finger still massaging his prostate, he didn't know how long he could last. In his position on his hands and knees, he felt like he was an animal being milked. And as the doctor stimulated him faster and more firmly with both hands, pumping his shaft up and down, the only thing he wanted was to release everything he had stored inside his balls.

"That's very interesting," the doctor then said, taking her hand off Peter's cock moments before he was ready to cum. Her index finger remained inside his ass, continuing to feel his prostate as he clenched around her. "It's inconclusive, I'm afraid, but I can suggest a potential treatment."

"Oh my god," Peter grunted, feeling his orgasm tantalisingly close, his legs and arms shaking as Doctor Hind slowly drew her finger out of him. "I was...you nearly made me cum."

"I'm sorry Mr Everard, I'm sure that must have been very...frustrating. But I had to do that to find out what's going on. I am a medical professional, not any other kind of professional. I wasn't going to finish you off just because you were close. Is that clear?"

"Yes. Sorry. I didn't mean...I wasn't trying to suggest that."

"Well, let's move on, shall we?" Doctor Hind took her gloves off, threw them in a bin, then washed her hands in a small sink in the office. "What I've discovered is that the swelling in your prostate increases with arousal. That's not unusual, and it can swell more following prolonged periods of abstinence or heightened sexual arousal. But what is abnormal is that the pain has continued despite multiple ejaculations. In a reversal of what I might originally have thought, your regular masturbation pattern may even be causing the swelling by placing too much stress on the prostate. Do you watch porn when you masturbate?"

"I do, yes." Peter had awkwardly shuffled off the bed to put his clothes back on.

"Well, what I suggest is that you cut that out completely. No porn. No masturbating. No sex. I hope that's not much of an issue for you." The doctor raised her eyebrows as if to suggest that she knew the latter wouldn't be difficult at all for him to go without.

"Seriously?" The patient asked as he pulled his pants back up gracelessly. No sex was no problem, but cutting out masturbation was a tall order. "For how long?"

"Let's try a week." The doctor sat back at her desk and typed a new entry into her online calendar. "I'll book you in for an appointment after that, then we can see if anything's changed. Any questions?"

"Erm, so no touching?"

"Well, apart from cleaning down there. I'd recommend you take cold showers as well and try to reduce all potential stimuli that might cause arousal. The more erections you can avoid, the better. And, I'll write you a prescription for painkillers. It won't exactly solve the issue long term, but it should at least ease the discomfort for now. Okay?"

Peter took the prescription she handed over to him. "Okay. Thanks, doc."

*****

Peter had put on a brave face in response to Doctor Hind's suggestion, but in reality he was dreading the prospect of a week-long period of denial, especially as it was on the doctor's orders. He tried to approach the ordeal, therefore, as confidently as he could. He took cold showers as she had suggested; he turn on the adult filters on his phone so he wasn't tempted to even search for a glimmer of porn; and he locked his sex toys away in a chest.

But there were always temptations. There were always challenges that cropped up at the most unexpected times to tease him and tempt him to relieve his desire for pleasure.

A sex scene in a film caught him off-guard. He watched longingly as the supermodel of an actress ran her lips across the muscular chest of the male lead, who brought a hand down to squeeze her ass.

Peter switched the TV off but he was too late. His cock was hard in his pants and it didn't go down until he went for another cold shower.

Then, on the weekend, he was eating out and a waitress took a liking to him. He usually would have appreciated the attention and tried to reciprocate by responding to her flirtatious jokes and body language. He had to pull his chair closer to the table as a tent was pitched in his pants from the simple idea that this gorgeous woman might want to have sex with him. So to try and turn her down, he simply acted coldly to her efforts at small talk, even though he couldn't take his eyes off the swish of her short skirt whenever she walked by his table.

At least the painkillers did their job well. Almost all discomfort had been rid from Peter's body. All except for a tingle in his balls which he realised was a result of his enforced denial. He couldn't remember the last time he had gone so long without cumming, and now he could feel the need growing like an itch he couldn't scratch.

So the week was a long one for Peter and he felt somewhat proud for obeying Doctor Hind's orders. He hadn't even given a single stroke to his needy cock, let alone masturbated to completion.

By the time he was sat back in the waiting room he was filled both with relief for it being over and dread for whatever the hot blonde medical professional was going to tell him next.

"Come in," she said as he knocked on the door to her office. She was in the same attire as last week, but she was already standing up as if waiting for his arrival. "Close the door, Mr Everard, then take your clothes off. Your shirt as well."

Peter's cock twitched at her stern commands and the sight of the sexy doctor stood authoritatively, watching him as he slowly undressed. The lapel of her white coat seemed to be open even wider than last time he saw her; it made her impressive bust all the more prominent. As Peter stripped his shirt then pants off, he thought he could even see her nipples through her top.

"So, Mr Everard, how has the last week been?" Doctor Hind asked, her eyes scrutinising him as he last revealed his cock and balls. "I hope you were able to do as I asked?"

"I did, doc. But it was difficult. No porn. No masturbating. The painkillers did their job, though I can still feel a twinge of discomfort now and again." Peter shivered with a cold chill as he stood naked, feeling incredibly exposed with her intensely examining gaze.

"Hmm," she pondered, putting a pair of latex gloves on then approaching him. "And how many times would you say you got an erection?"

"Oh, that's hard to say." Peter gasped as she suddenly took his balls in her hand. "Oh...um...in the morning most days. Then I got hard quite frequently the last couple of days."

"That's understandable," the doctor said as she fondled his balls, feeling them as she had done before. "I'll just need to examine your prostate again."

Like with his last appointment, Peter allowed her to give him an enema. But, unlike before, he was well aware of what to expect and he knew, secretly, how much he really enjoyed having her penetrate inside him. So he happily went along with her orders and let her get him nice and clean before getting onto his hands and knees on the bed, ready for his examination.

"Let's see what's going on inside," Doctor Hind said as she inserted an index finger inside him.

This time, she needed to ease in. She used lube but didn't waste a moment to massage Peter's ass or try to make him comfortable, so he winced at the first feeling of her penetrating him. But immediately after he enjoyed the feeling.

"Does this feel good?" the doctor asked, finding his prostate straight away now that she knew where it was.

"Yes," Peter said as his cock stiffened in response. "Wow."

"That's a good sign. However, I can still feel some swelling."

"What does that mean?"

"It means that your week of abstinence didn't have the effect I'd hoped for."

"Seriously?" Peter didn't want to believe he had deprived himself of pleasure for so long only to find out it was all for nothing.

"Unfortunately, yes." Doctor Hind removed her finger but watched his cock still throbbing hard. "You could perhaps try a month of denial. That would give us a clearer picture."

"Doc, you've got to be joking! I can't go that long."

"No, I didn't think you'd be so keen on that idea."

The doctor went over to a cupboard, opened it, and pulled out some sort of medical device. She turned back to her patient with a sly smile as she wielded the long, slender, metal rod and watched the wide-eyed expression on his face.

"I did research more solutions and the other suggestion I have is to target your prostate directly," she explained. "Penile stimulation has proven to be ineffective, and so has complete denial. So, I'm confident a prostate massage should solve your problem."

"Really?" Peter eyed up the tool in her hand, not confident about having it inserted where she intended.

"It's this or no cumming for a month," she said, raising an eyebrow as he considered his options before inevitably succumbing to her.

"Okay. You can use...that."

"Great. Although, as this is a delicate procedure, I can't have you struggling. Otherwise it could just make the issue worse."

The blonde put down the probe and fetched some more equipment from a cupboard that opened with a creak. In one hand she had a bundle of bandages. In the other, a long metal bar with straps attached to either end.

"Rest your forearms on the bed, right in the middle there, and face the wall," she ordered. "Bend over. That's it."

Peter's elbows sunk into the soft padding of the bed as he bent forward at a nearly ninety-degree angle, making his ass feel even more exposed.

"This is a spreader bar," the doctor said as she positioned the metal rod beneath him. "It'll make sure you don't react too impulsively to the probe once I'm massaging you. Spread your feet apart. That's it."

Secure leather straps were tightened around Peter's ankles, preventing him from closing his legs which formed an equilateral triangle with the bar. They were spread so far, almost a metre apart, that he couldn't have walked if he tried. And, as a result, he had no way to hide his ass, or his cock. It felt like even his ass cheeks were being forced apart.

"Put your hands together," Doctor Hind then ordered, though she was quick to take his wrists herself before he had a chance to comply. She held them together and wrapped a few lengths of thick white bandages around before tying and cinching it tightly. Next she took more bandages to tie them from his wrists then across and over the far side of bed where she looped them down and back around towards Peter, all the way to the spreader bar where she attached them with an immovable knot.

With the long strip of bandage looped around the bed, her patient was unable to move from his position. If he tried to shuffle back, his wrists would be pulled further forward. And if he tried to move his hands, the spreader bar would be tugged and he would lose his balance.

"Is this...um...is this all necessary?" Peter asked, suddenly feeling even more vulnerable as he tested out his bondage. His arms were stretched out in front of him while he struggled to hold his head up. It became easier to just let it rest on the bed, in between his elbows.

"Oh completely, Mr Everard," the doctor said with a smile. "But I will ask that you keep the noise down so you don't disturb the other patients. This procedure can elicit some...audible reactions."

"What do you mean?"

Doctor Hind sighed and went to get one final piece of equipment.

"You'll soon see," she said. "Here. Open wide."

"What?"

Before Peter could protest, he felt some sort of device get inserted into his mouth. It consisted of two metal frames which were placed between his teeth and around his jaw, and as the doctor twisted a ratchet mechanism each half was slowly pulled apart, forcing his jaw open as wide as it could be.

"This is a Jennings mouth gag," Doctor Hind explained. "Usually I'd need it when examining a patient's oral cavity, but I've found other uses for it."

"Ahhghahmm." Peter was completely unintelligible. He wanted to question her strange methods, but he knew there was no use.

"That's right, Mr Everard, you're all ready for the procedure."

With Peter immobile, bound to the bed with his legs spread apart and his body bent over, his ass was fully exposed, a perfect target for whatever the hot doctor wanted to do to it. She pulled her gloves tight and retrieved the metal probe that had remained threateningly in the corner of Peter's vision.

He was able to watch as she coated it with lube. While it was quite thin, there were ribs and contours that made the end thicker, and the entire length had a gentle curve. It was designed for one job only: to massage the prostate.

Doctor Hind stepped behind him, holding the instrument at the ready. She put one hand on his waist then pressed the probe against his opening, which was completely visible from her position. Slowly, letting the clenching of his muscles tighten around it, she let it slide in, one bump at a time. She had already got him used to anal examinations, but this was different to her finger. The contoured end was thicker and there was more resistance than before. But as Peter grunted and groaned, he soon relaxed enough to let it slide in deeper.

"That's it," the doctor said, paying attention as the probe disappeared inside. "You know it'll be worth it."

Peter did. And it was. Any discomfort from the probe instantly evaporated as it found his prostate.

"Arghh," he moaned as his cock sprung to life, pointing straight down to the floor.

"Feels good, doesn't it?"

"Ahhuh."

Peter's knees shook as the doctor rubbed the probe against his prostate, firmly moving it back and forth and making the pleasure within him rise.

"I know what you're experiencing right now," she said, amused when she noticed him drooling uncontrollably onto the bed. "There's an indescribable pleasure grower more intense by the moment. It feels wonderful, and yet you don't know how it's even possible. Your cock is throbbing. It's leaking precum. It wants to be touched. It wants to be stroked. Because that's the only way you know how to cum. But you have to let go of what you know. You need to embrace these new sensations that are getting more powerful with every minute that I'm inside you."

Peter knew that every word the doctor said was correct. As strings of saliva dribbled from his open mouth, precum gathered on the tip of his cock then dripped onto the floor. Every fibre of his body was filled by a desire to touch his hard, throbbing shaft. It was the natural response to the growing pleasure.

And yet it didn't stop growing. He felt himself succumbing to it. The probe inside him continued massaging and the fire within continued to burn stronger. There was a pressure that he couldn't keep in. Its release was inevitable.

"You need to let it all out," Doctor Hind said, slightly increasing the tempo at which she pressed the probe in and out. "Embrace that wonderful feeling and cum. Do it. Cum for me."

Peter's cock was twitching. His wrists pulled at their bonds and his legs trembled, straining against the spreader bar. There was no holding back now. No way to resist the urge to give in to the rising pressure.

The pleasure that started in his prostate grew fiercer. His entire body was filled by an intensity he had never felt before. The first shockwave caught him off guard. If he hadn't been restrained, he could have fallen to the floor.

Hot cum spewed out of his pulsing cock. It sprayed across the floor and continued to erupt out with wave after wave of extreme pleasure. The probe kept massaging and he kept cumming, letting out more than he had ever done before.

There was no comparing this orgasm to what he thought he knew. After a week of denial, after submitting to his sexy nurse and letting her use his ass as she pleased, cumming like this, without even the lightest touch to his cock, brought such an immense glow of satisfaction as finally the last few drops dripped out.

He hardly noticed the probe being removed. Nor did he pay attention to Doctor Hind washing it carefully. Peter was just so full of relief and awash with a pleasurable golden glow that he was lost in his own world. He didn't even pay attention to the bondage that still restrained him. Not until the doctor had mopped up his mess did she finally release him.

"How are you feeling now?" she asked, sounding once again genuinely empathetic and professional.

"Good," Peter managed to say as he slumped back in a chair, not caring at all that he was still completely naked in front of her.

"I'm glad to hear it." The doctor sat at her desk and typed something into her computer. "I'm confident that the treatment should have sorted you out, but you'll need to monitor yourself and check if there's still any recurring pain or discomfort. I'm booking another follow-up appointment for next week, so if there are still issues," she turned to look at him with an alluring smile, "then perhaps we'll need to repeat that treatment. What do you say?"

Peter was still in a daze as he went to gather up his clothes. He felt incredible, and all discomfort seemed to have faded. But he thought about her offer. Maybe, he wondered, more treatment would do him good.

"Sounds great, doc," he said. "I can still feel a slight twinge."


4. Submitting in the Clinic

It was just by chance that Justin was skimming through the ads of the local newspaper one day and saw, occupying the smallest space in the bottom corner of the page, a notice for paid clinical trials.

"Get up to one-thousand dollars for taking part?" he read out loud, his eyes lighting up at the cash figure. There was very little information other than that, not even an address. The only other text, printed in very small type, was a phone number. Knowing it must be too good to be true, but nevertheless too intrigued to disregard it, he picked up his phone and called.

"Good morning, Venus Medical Services, how can I help?" A cheery woman's voice greeted him.

"Oh, hi, I saw an ad in the paper offering paid trials?"

"That's right, but we're strict about what candidates we use so I'll need to screen you first. Can I ask you some questions about your health?"

"Okay, sure, why not." Justin decided it was worth a shot for the money.

"Excellent," the woman said. "Firstly, do you smoke?"

"No."

"Do you drink?"

"Um, a little."

"Would you say a moderate amount each week?"

Justin hesitated before finally agreeing: "Yes, I suppose.

"Okay. And is there any history of addiction, mental illness, or hereditary diseases present in your family?"

"No."

"That's great. If you just hold the line for a moment, I'll check if we have any availability for you."

Justin was put on hold and he waited patiently as the discordant tones of a string quartet crackled through his phone speakers. He was worried that he might have blown his chance, and he wondered whether he should have lied and said that he didn't drink.

"Hello?" The woman's voice returned, interrupting his thoughts.

"Yes?"

"We do have one trial which you are suitable for, but you'll need to be available all afternoon. Are you able to come down today after lunch?"

"Um, maybe. What's the trial? And where are you located?"

"I'm afraid I can't discuss that with you over the phone, and I can't give out our address until I've confirmed your booking with you. But I can assure you it pays the full thousand dollars."

Justin didn't need a moment to think about it, the money was enough to convince him.

"I'll be there," he said without hesitation.

"Excellent. So, can I take your first name?"

"Sure, it's Justin."

"Perfect. Well, thank you, Justin. Please come down to 183 Pullmans Road at two o'clock."

"Great, okay, see you then."

He hung up, a smile on his face. He was filled with excitement at the prospect of earning some easy cash. Having attended similar trials, he knew how simple they were. They would likely measure heart rate, maybe perform blood tests, and perhaps try out a new drug on him. Except this time the company, which he had already forgotten the name of, must be doing something confidential if it was paying this much and being so secretive about it. Either way, Justin didn't care. The money was worth it for a few hours of being a test subject.

*****

He drove over to the address and parked in the quiet parking lot outside a large, modern, glass building. There was hardly a soul around, but there was a small plaque on the wall that said 'Venus Medical Services'. He remembered the name and, reassured that he was in the right place, entered through the revolving glass doors.

"Good afternoon," a familiar voice greeted. "Welcome to Venus Medical Services."

"Hi," Justin said, walking over to the reception, behind which sat an attractive woman whose smile was warm and friendly. Her dark hair was tied back in a strict ponytail, and she wore a tight blouse that was buttoned up to her neck.

"Are you Justin?" she asked.

"Yes, I am."

"Perfect. We spoke on the phone earlier. I'm Harriet, and you're just in time. If you wouldn't mind just signing this form then I can tell you what's going to happen. Don't worry, it's just a simple non-disclosure agreement. Our work is very specialised and cutting-edge. We wouldn't want you talking to the press or our competitors."

She passed Justin the document and he looked over the several pages of complex legal terms and conditions. With money still on his mind, he signed and dated at the bottom and handed it back without caring too much about the fine details.

"Thank you," Harriet said, filing it away. "So now I can tell you as much as I can: you're eligible for an exclusive trial that's being conducted by our leading sexual health research team. There will be two parts to it. Firstly, you'll need this."

She placed a small plastic container on the counter and instantly Justin's cheeks flushed hot red as he realised what it was intended for.

"You'll just have to provide a sperm sample," Harriet explained professionally, not fazed at all by the subject matter. "Don't worry, you'll have a private room to do that."

"I would hope so," Justin muttered sarcastically, now glad of the fact that the reception area was entirely empty apart from the two of them.

"And the second part of the trial will follow immediately after. You'll be with Nurse Erica for that. She'll explain more then. Is that all okay? You can still back out now if you'd like."

"No, that's okay." Justin was resolute. Despite the embarrassment of it, he had always secretly hoped that one of these trials would require a sperm sample. The thought of masturbating for money excited him at a purely immature level.

"Great. Please go to room 6B, take your clothes off, and put this on," the receptionist asked, handing over a hospital gown. "You can then provide your sample. Try not to lose a single drop. There will be reading material available for you to use as you like. And once you are finished, please exit through the red door on the other side of the room. Nurse Erica will then attend to you."

"Room 6B, got it," Justin said, trying to take onboard all the information as he picked up the gown and container.

"It's just down the corridor and to the left." Harriet pointed the way and smiled cheerily as he went to find his way. "Enjoy your trial."

Her last words rung ominously through Justin's ear as he pushed a pair of heavy double doors open and let them swing closed behind him.

The corridor was long and painted floor to ceiling with a glossy white. It was spotless and there was a faint smell of bleach that irritated Justin's nose as he passed by several numbered doors. Eventually he took a turn left and found room 6B. He pulled the handle down, finding it unlocked, and went in.

There was a coffee table in the centre of the room, a couch facing it, and not much else. But opposite from him was a crimson-coloured door which he could see was bolted from his side. He made sure to lock the one he had entered from, knowing he'd need the privacy to perform, then approached the table.

On top of it was an abundance of magazines, all in neat stacks and ordered by fetish. Justin put the container and gown down, staring at the ghastly cover of one on top, and began to undress.

Even with both doors locked, he was hesitant to finally remove his underwear. And when he did, he was small and soft. But he knew he shouldn't delay, especially if there was a nurse waiting for him, so he folded his clothes in a neat pile on the table and sat down, looking at the magazines on offer.

With such a wide range of kinks on display, there was plenty that either didn't interest Justin or outright turned him off. But as he flicked through a number of potentially suitable candidates, his cock began to stir at the thought of what was about to happen to it. And he finally decided on one that was simply titled 'Medical Fetish'.

It wasn't what usually appealed to him, but the thought of being where he was, stroking himself for science, then soon meeting a nurse, had him decide to try it out.

He lay the magazine open on the top of his thighs. One hand was ready to turn the page, the other began to stroke his cock as it grew bigger and harder.

A woman was wrapped in bandages, only her pussy, tits and lips were exposed. A vibrator was tied between her legs and Justin imagined her squirming as she was forced to cum over and over again.

A sexy nurse with voluptuous cleavage on display listened to a man's heart while she stroked his cock.

A male doctor examined a woman's spread legs and rubbed her clit. Her face was screwed up as if she was mid climax.

Justin stroked faster. He was surprised at how quickly the edge approached and he had to grab the container, ready to burst, as he flicked to a page adorned with a series of images.

Another nurse inserted what looked like a dildo inside a patient's ass. He gritted his teeth as she fucked him with it. On all fours, his hole was abused by her. She reached down and grabbed his hard cock.

Justin trembled as his climax hit him. He stared at the photos and held the container in place. Cum shot out, splattering against the plastic. His cock pulsed as he unloaded everything, emptying his sample into the pot. He stroked and squeezed until every last drop came out.

He caught his breath for a moment before screwing the lid firmly onto the container. His creamy cum only filled a small part of it as he swirled it around and tried to make the parts stuck on the sides fall and join the main mass.

Justin eventually summoned the energy to stand up. He placed the magazine back in the pile and put on the gown. It did a bad job covering him, coming down to the top of his thighs and being held together by only a simple tie at the back. But he found the courage to go and find his assigned nurse and so approached the red door with his pot of cum in hand.

He entered what looked like an operating theatre. It was sparkling and clinically clean with a type of surgical table in the middle. And at the side of the room, having been busy preparing a number of odd-looking tools and utensils, a nurse turned to greet him.

"Hello, my name's Erica, I'll be your nurse today," she said with a friendly smile. "You are Justin, right? How are you feeling today?"

"Yes, I'm okay, thanks."

Justin admires the curvy body she had under her green button-down scrubs. Her straight brown hair flowed over the lapel at the front that was bulging at the size of her bust, and her legs were nicely shaped by a pair of white stockings.

"Did you have any difficulty providing your sample?" she asked, holding out her hand.

"I, err, no." Justin handed over his pot of cum, trying not to feel embarrassed about it as he watched Erica swirl the load around and examine the contents.

"Good. And I know it can be quite a strenuous activity for some. Do you feel any fatigue or light-headedness?"

"No. I'm fine."

"Excellent. Then you're okay to proceed to the next part of the trial?"

"Yes."

"Okay then. Please lie down and in a moment I'll explain what's going to happen. And please drink that water. You'll need to be hydrated."

While the nurse went to test the sample, Justin drank an entire pint of water that she had gestured to, then he lay down on the surgical table. It was small, and with his head resting at one cushioned end it only extended as far as his tailbone. So, to get into position, his legs were placed into two stirrups that he could see were attached to movable pivots.

"I'm just going to ask you a few questions if that's alright, sir," Erica said as she moved around between various pieces of apparatus.

"Go ahead." Justin watched her out of the corner of his eye, finding the view of her tight ass as she worked quite hypnotic. He was grateful that he had just cum, otherwise he knew his cock would be trying to get hard, and with only the gown loosely covering him he was well aware that any erection would be quite visible.

"Firstly, can you tell me how many times you masturbate in an average week?"

"Erm...once or twice?"

"I'd appreciate honesty," Erica turned to say sternly. "This is an important trial."

"Okay, sorry." Justin blushed, more out of shame for having lied rather than embarrassment for telling the truth. "Five times on average, I'd say."

"Okay, and before you provided your first sample, when did you last ejaculate?"

"Excuse me? Why do you need to know that?"

"I have to measure the volume of your sample, so it's important to grasp whether it's a usual amount for you or if you've been abstaining recently."

"No, well, I haven't. Um, I...the last time was yesterday. In the evening."

"Thank you. And lastly, on average, how many glasses of water do you have each day?"

"Maybe eight?"

"Interesting." Erica finished off her tests and placed the container in a small refrigerator before coming over to stand at Justin's side as she made notes on a clipboard. "Well, you're a healthy specimen, that's for sure, and the sample you provided is a very healthy amount. Before we proceed, I just have to briefly run through the aims and methods of the trial to make sure you're still comfortable with continuing, okay?"

"Yes, go ahead."

"The aim of this trial is to test the average volume of ejaculate and the intensity of orgasm experienced by men, taking into consideration various stimuli and other conditions. Each subject will provide a control sample, as you have just done, which will be the product of traditional self-masturbation with visual pornographic assistance. This will then be compared with a second sample, which will be the result of other variables. I just need your signature here and a verbal acknowledgement to state that you are still happy to proceed. You're welcome to leave, but any monetary compensation will be forfeit."

Justin took the clipboard and read over the statement again.

"Can you explain what, uh, stimuli will be used?"

The nurse shook her head. "Unfortunately not. As per our confidentiality rules on page 3, the subject must commit to this second stage of the trial without exact knowledge of the methods used. This is so the subject doesn't leave before the trial is completed, but it is also to test how new, unexpected experiences impact your reaction."

Justin turned to page three and found the rules as he tried to decide whether he should still carry on. It would be worth it for the money, and while the secrecy made him worried slightly it also had his heart racing with excitement.

"So, if I understand it correctly, I'll be providing another...sample?"

"That's correct." Erica gave him a smile that filled him with confidence. "And this time I'll be here to help."

That last comment was enough to make Justin sign. He could feel his cock begin to grow at the thought of this attractive nurse being there to watch, or even help him, masturbate.

"Okay, I'll do it," he said resolutely as he handed back the clipboard.

"Excellent! Then, first of all, I'll just need to take this gown off you."

"Err, really?"

"It's quite alright, sir. I'll need full access to your body."

"Okay..."

Justin tried to not look at the swell of Erica's breasts as she leaned over and untied the gown from the back of his neck then pulled it away from him, leaving him completely exposed. She bundled the material away then looked at his cock which was already semi hard.

"I'm impressed," she said. "It usually takes some time to get my subjects warmed up, especially so soon after giving the first sample."

"Thanks?" Justin said unsurely, but he tried to take her comment as a compliment as she moved around to his feet.

"I just need to strap you in. It'll help you feel relaxed."

She pulled at some buckles that went around his ankles, attaching them to the stirrups that held his legs elevated in front of him. Then she came back around to his side.

"Is this necessary?" he asked as she took his wrists and bound them to the table with leather straps that had been hanging hidden underneath.

"Oh completely, sir. You don't need to move, so these ensure that you don't fall or hurt yourself."

Justin wasn't entirely convinced, but as his wrists were strapped down he realised that that meant Erica must need to provide hands-on help to get his second sample, and for that he happily obliged her, even when she revealed additional straps that went across his forehead and chest so that, by the time she had tightened the last buckle, he was completely immobile.

"Feeling comfortable?" she asked, slyly eyeing up his cock which was now fully erect from the excitement of the bondage.

"Yes. Completely."

"Good. I'm now just going to apply some electrodes to measure your heart rate. They'll keep a record throughout the trial."

Erica stuck a number of small adhesive disks to different spots on his torso, each attached with a wire to monitor that she wheeled over. Once the ECG equipment had all been set up, emitting a steady beep in line with Justin's rest heart rate, the nurse then picked out two black latex gloves from a box and put them on, pulling them tight over her delicate fingers.

"Are you ready to begin?" she asked, pressing a button on a control panel at the side of the table that made the mechanism in Justin's stirrups to move. They glided slowly apart, spreading his legs wide and allowing Erica to step in between them.

"Yes," he nodded nervously as he watched her grab a bottle of lubricant, squeeze it into the palm of her hands, then run them together to coat her gloves.

"Good. Then please relax. Feel free to close your eyes. You don't have to do anything."

But Justin didn't want to look away from the sight of the sexy nurse standing between his legs as she took his cock in her gloved hands. Instantly he felt it grow even harder, as thick as it could possibly get, and he trembled with excitement.

The lube was cold but quickly became warmer as she stroked his up and down, the latex sliding smoothly over his throbbing shaft.

As with any other part of her work, Erica focused on the handjob with a steely professionalism, displaying on her seductive face no visible sign that she was enjoying this any more than she would applying bandages or administering medication. But she did keep her eyes on the cock, giving it her full attention as she worked methodically to increase the pleasure Justin was experiencing. With both hands gripping him, she was driving him crazy.

The ECG beeped faster as more blood pumped through Justin's cock. He couldn't hold back a moan as he felt his orgasm rising within him.

"That's right, sir," Erica responded to his audible groans. "Just enjoy it. You're nearly there."

She kept an eye on the monitor that showed his heart rate spiking as he neared the edge. Justin didn't even notice that she hadn't yet prepared a container to catch his sample. He was too caught up in the pleasure as she gripped tightly and stroked faster.

"Mmmmmmm," Justin moaned louder, feeling his cock pulsing. "Fuuuuuck...I...I'm..."

"Not yet, sir."

Erica took her hands off him and just watched as his cock twitched and bounced, having been so close to cumming.

"Why...why did you stop?" Justin looked pleadingly at her, desperate to fulfill the orgasm that had been so close.

"I said not yet, sir. You'll have to wait. For your sample I have to include a number of variables, including edges." Erica peeled off her gloves and threw them in a bin. "And before I continue further, you will also be given an hour of denial."

"What?"

"Don't worry, sir, you'll have plenty to keep you occupied."

The nurse disappeared behind him and he heard a cupboard being opened. Then she returned and placed a VR headset over his eyes and headphones over his ears, sealing him in a muffled silence.

"I will be here to monitor you for the next hour and continue the trial," he heard her voice say quietly. "Please just enjoy the video and don't strain too hard."

Justin waited in the dark, not knowing where Erica was or what she had in store for him. His cock was still rock hard with anticipation, especially when the screen on the headset turned on and faded into the image of a room.

He was lying on a bed. A body stretched out before him. He knew it was meant to be his, but there was an odd disassociation with the legs that were too broad and too hairy compared to his own. This recumbent avatar was only wearing boxers, and Justin could see the large bulge waiting to be released.

A woman entered through a door in front of the bed. She must have been a famous pornstar; Justin was sure he recognised her. She had golden hair and a slim body with perfect curves that were contoured with a beautiful red set of lingerie, including thigh-high stockings and a garter belt.

"Wake up lazy head," she said mockingly, coming over to kneel on the foot of the bed. "I'm bored. Let's do something."

She pouted as she looked right into the camera. Justin felt her eyes meet his while her voice was so clear in his ears it was like he was actually in the room with her.

"Do you like my outfit?" She pushed her tits together and fondled them through her bra. "Hmm? Because from where I am, it looks like you really do."

She reached over and rubbed the prominent bulge that had grown thicker in the tight underwear. For a moment, Justin shivered, thinking he could feel the sensation. He couldn't, but as he watched the hard cock be revealed his own throbbed harder with excitement.

"I know how we can have some fun," the woman said, shuffling forward on her knees then leaning over to run a tongue over the length of the thick shaft. "See? I know this is what you want."

She then took the cock in her hand and stroked. Justin's heart raced. His mind seemed to be deceiving him. As the pornstar stroked, he was sure he could feel his own cock undergoing the same attention.

After a moment of confusion, he knew it wasn't some trick. He couldn't see her, but Erica was back between his legs and stroking him, synchronized perfectly with what he was witnessing in the VR video. As the blonde gripped tighter and went faster, so too did Erica.

And as Justin's arousal increased, he found himself becoming more and more lost in the sights and sounds of the virtual display. It became easier to imagine himself lying on the bed, being so perfectly pleasured by the smoking hot blonde in her red lingerie. But even so, when he watched her lean over and part her lips, he never imagined he would receive the same sensation.

Yet, perfectly on queue, his cock became consumed by the hot, wet feeling of a blowjob. It was tight and sloppy. Saliva dribbled down over his balls. He seized up with delight as she went all the way to the base, the sound of her gagging echoing in his ears. She didn't have to do much more before he felt the edge approach.

As his throbbing cock left her mouth, she took her bra and panties off. He watched as she climbed on top of him, her perfect tits wobbling as she lifted herself up and slowly slid herself over his raging shaft.

Instantly a different but just as tight pleasure consumed him. Her pussy squeezed around him, driving him wild. He wanted to reach up and grab her tits as they bounced or her ass as it slammed down, but he was only able to strain against the restraints that he had almost forgotten existed.

She rode him harder and faster while she rubbed her clit and moaned enthusiastically, her expression becoming an uncontrollable tapestry of pleasure. She screamed for him to cum as her body shook. His cock felt the pleasure almost explode as her climax struck her.

Justin tried to thrust harder, to pump his cock deeper and drive himself over the edge. He could see the shaft in front of him pulsing as cum shot inside her, but the feeling was absent. He was on the edge but that was it. There was no orgasm for him as he felt her pussy finally slide off and let the white load dribble out. And as he tried to catch his breath, the scene faded to black.

"Thanks for playing with me," the woman said before disappearing from sight. Justin relaxed again as his edge slowly withdrew.

For ten minutes or more he lay in silent darkness, allowing his cock to slowly soften as he tried not to let his frustration get the better of him. But then, despite him expecting Erica to take off his headset, another video began to play.

Justin endured three more scenes just like the first. He was helpless to watch as various gorgeous women stroked and sucked and fucked him while he lay there bound to the surgical table. And every time, his cock was stimulated just like how it looked in the virtual reality display. But he never got any relief. He would look longingly as the cock in front of him erupted with ropes of hot cum, onto a waiting face or a pair of tits or into a tightly sucking mouth, and meanwhile he felt nothing of that pleasure with his actual aching, needy cock which yearned for release after being edged so many times.

As the final scene faded, he was out of breath and trying to prepare himself for more unrelenting teasing. But, instead, the headphones and headset were taken off him and he stared up at Erica.

"How are you feeling, sir?" she asked with the tone of concern expected from an attempt at bedside manner.

"I'm..." Justin didn't know what to say as he watched the nurse put the equipment away. "I'm so damn horny."

"That's understandable," she said, coming over to pick up two fleshlights that were dripping with lube. One had a vagina-shaped hole and the other had an opening like a pair of lips, so Justin then realised how she had so successfully imitated the sex and blowjobs he had been witness to. "You've done very well so far, sir."

"So far?! How much more is there?"

The flicker of a grin crossed the nurse's otherwise focused visage, betraying how much she was truly enjoying herself.

"Each subject has a different series of stimuli before releasing their second sample," she explained. "For example, one only viewed a single video and they only had a single edge. With you...you're more towards the other end of the scale. So we ought to keep going."

"Okay..."

"But, you'll be happy to know I just need to edge you one last time."

Justin wasn't particularly happy about it, until he saw her begin to unbutton the front of her scrubs with one hand and grab one of the fleshlights with the other.

"Just watch me, sir," she commanded. "And try to imagine this is the same mouth you were just seeing in the VR."

She slid it down over his cock while revealing the lacy black bra she had on under her uniform. Justin seized up in pleasure as the fleshlight enveloped him. It was somehow strange to feel the same thing he had just felt before; this time there was something off about it. Now that he was aware of what toy was causing this pleasure, what it looked like around him as the nurse stroked him up and down with it, there was something disappointing about it. Because before, with the headset on, he could at least try to believe it was really her mouth sucking him tight and bringing him to the edge, which despite everything was approaching fast.

"That's it," Erica said, hearing the monitor beep faster. She showed off more than a glimpse of her impressive breasts while she stroked faster with the fleshlight. "Come on, sir. Get to the edge again."

Justin wanted to fight it, to hold back and prove that she didn't have complete control over him. But he couldn't, especially now that he could admire more of her body with her bra on show. So he reached the edge to the chirrup of the ECG machine and she pulled the fleshlight away immediately, letting his cock pulsate, completely unfulfilled.

"Now that's out of the way, there's something special lined up," Erica said as she buttoned up her scrubs again and went to collect a new instrument. Justin watched with disappointment as her breasts were covered up, but then his eyes went wide with panic at what she returned with in her hands.

"What is that?" he asked, staring as the nurse put on a new pair of latex gloves before applying a copious amount of lube to the long silicon shaft. It was purple and ribbed with a gentle curve that he could only imagine reaching deep inside him.

"This, basically, is a dildo," she answered nonchalantly. "I'm going to probe you and give you a prostate massage, and then you will be ready to provide your sample. However, I will need both of my hands free."

Justin stared fearfully as she stroked the dildo up and down, coating it with the silky smooth lube. Then she attached it to a harness which she had clipped around her waist and back to face him. He hadn't ever taken anything like that inside him, and the sight of her wearing a strap-on was intimidating, but his cock was still hard and willing for whatever the nurse was going to inflict on him.

"I'll just get you warmed up first," Erica said as she used one lube-covered hand to massage Justin's taint and down to his exposed opening. "Just relax, sir. I can assure you it'll feel even more pleasurable if you do."

Justin tried. At first her touch made him feel vulnerable. He shivered as she circled closer. But as she carried on, his muscles no longer needed to clench hard in reaction. Erica managed to ease herself closer until her index finger was right where it needed to be to push gently forward.

"Mmmm," Justin moaned as she entered him. It was an involuntary reaction to the strange sensation, but it wasn't out of discomfort. As she slowly delved deeper, it felt even better. And as he got used to it, he relaxed even more, letting her gently slide in and out with little resistance.

"See," she said. "I knew you'd enjoy it. Are you ready for this?"

Erica stroked the dildo, looking like she was masturbating herself, and applied more lube. Justin just nodded slowly, curious about how it would feel, worried that it might be uncomfortable, and excited to know he would soon be allowed to cum.

"Good."

The nurse guided the tip into position. After having her finger inside him, Justin was eager to feel filled again. But the dildo was bigger than what he had already experienced, and as it was slowly pushed inside he could feel himself being stretched.

Erica took things easy with him. She waited to let him get used to just the tip before moving forward an inch. After another moment, a second inch slid inside. Justin grunted and moaned, but only because he thought she was teasing him. His cock, even after not being touched, was still throbbing and leaking, and he just wanted her to fuck him.

"There we go," Erica said when at last she had pushed the entire length inside. "How does that feel?"

Justin could hardly speak. The dildo had rubbed against his prostate and now, as he felt himself clenching around it, he just wanted more.

"So good," he eeked out desperately while his cock twitched.

Erica just smiled then started moving her hips back and forth, letting the dildo slide in and out by a few inches. She grinned as her patient released a primal moan, completely at the mercy of her actions. So she fucked him harder and took his cock in her gloved hands.

"How much cum do you think you'll produce for this sample?" she asked as she stroked, watching his heart rate quicken drastically on the monitor.

"Aaahhh...so...much." Justin was so consumed by pleasure that he couldn't think of anything other than the need to cum.

"I reckon you'll have much more than the first."

"Yeeess...fuuuck..."

Erica stroked faster, her hands gripping tight as the lube allowed them to slide smoothly over his pulsating cock. She could feel him about to burst as she fucked even harder, thrusting the dildo in from tip to base, and the heart rate monitor beeped wildly.

"Get ready to give me all that cum, she," she said, reaching over to grab a small container she had left ready by the side of the table. "Cum for me, sir. Cum for me."

Justin released a loud, uninterrupted groan as he felt his orgasm crescendo to its peak. He had never experienced a prostate massage before, and now, with the nurse's strap-on pounding him and causing ripples of exhilarating sensations through his body, it magnified the pleasure of her hand that still stroked his cock and aimed it into the container as he began to shake, his climax thundering out in wonderful spasms.

Cum splattered violently against the plastic pot. Rope after ropes sprayed out. He trembled in his bonds, twisting against the leather straps as the force of his orgasm released with shot after shot of hot cum.

"That's it, sir," Erica said encouragingly. She slowed down both her thrusts and her strokes but kept coaxing out the remains of his load. "Give me everything you've got."

More cum dribbled out as she squeezed along his shaft. Every last drop was added to the sample, and when Justin recovered enough to open his eyes he saw just how much more there was compared to his first load, which now seemed like a lifetime ago.

"Wow," he said, feeling as if every bit of energy had been drained out of him.

"Enjoy that, sir?"

"Yes. Wow."

"Good. Venus Medical Services thanks you for your contributions."

The nurse slowly pulled the dildo out of Justin, making him grunt once again, then she screwed the lid onto the container and placed it in the fridge with the other sample.

"I need to do some tests now," she said as she pulled off her gloves and went to free her patient from his bondage. "You're free to leave. Just make sure to drop by reception on your way to collect your check."

Erica pulled open the last of the restraints but Justin hardly wanted to move. After a moment, he accepted her help to stand up. Then, after looking back to see the sexy nurse swilling around his two milky loads of cum to compare them, he made his way with wobbly knees back through the red door where he found his clothes and slowly got dressed.

The receptionist, Harriet, was still sitting behind her desk when Justin went to leave.

"Hello!" She greeted him again. "Did Nurse Erica treat you well?"

"Uh huh," he answered with a red face and a nod.

"That's good to hear. Are you off home now? I bet you must feel drained!"

"Yep, I guess you could say that." Justin could tell by the look on her face that she knew exactly what he had just undergone.

"Well, here's your cheque." Harriet handed over a slip of paper. "And can I just check before you leave, would you like to be notified of other trials in the future?"

Justin paused as he considered the question and looked at the thousand dollar figure in his hands.

"Are they all like that one?" he asked.

"Most do follow a similar methodology," the receptionist said with a wry smile. "But that's all I can say about them."

"Well then...yes. Sign me up!"


5. In Chastity for a Doctor

My mouth was still dripping wet from eating Mary out as she hoisted me up onto my feet. Shackles lifted my arms straight above my head. Nipple clamps with a chain running between them made me wince with discomfort. A spreader bar separated my ankles and I was forced to stand stark naked while my wife pulled her skirt back down and recomposed herself following the orgasm my tongue had given her.

In her black latex dominatrix gear, she looked incredible. She tied her dark hair back in a tight ponytail while biting her lip and looking me up and down. Even though it hadn't been touched yet, my cock was throbbing and desperate for her attention.

"This is such a useless thing," she said, reaching out to take my hard member in her hand. She caressed it lightly but it was enough to make me shiver with pleasure. "Especially now I've trained you to use your tongue so well. Don't you agree?"

"Yes, mistress," I answered before she leaned in to kiss me. It was so deep and passionate that it turned me on even more, especially as my cock was being grazed by her fingers. I could feel her tongue penetrating my mouth before she sucked and bit my lips.

"Mmmm," she moaned, pulling away and leaving me wanting more. "I can still taste my pussy on your lips, and my my, it tastes so good. You're a lucky slave, aren't you? Being allowed to eat me out and make me feel good is such a privilege."

"Yes, mistress." I gasped as she began stroking harder, almost as a reward for my compliance. "Thank you, mistress."

"Good boy. Because I don't have to use you if I don't want to. I've got my dildos, I've got my vibrators, I've got a dozen different ways to make myself cum. And do you know how many ways you have?"

"Just you, mistress." I had long since handed over control of my pleasure and orgasms to her. Mary was my loving wife and dominant mistress, and I wanted nothing else.

"That's right, slave." She grinned, pleased by my obedience, and stroked faster. "You just have one way to cum: if I give you permission. So...do you want to cum?"

"Yes, mistress," I begged. "Please, mistress."

"You've got to do a better job at convincing me, slave. Tell me why I should let you."

"Because..." I could think of a hundred reasons, but I also knew how she liked to play this game. Any answer could be turned around and used against me, to tease me even more. The only thing to do was to be logical. "Because this is our last chance to play together."

"Play...together?" She tutted and slapped my balls, making me wince. But her hand quickly returned to my cock. "My silly slave, we are not playing together; I am playing with you. But...I suppose you deserve some sort of treat. Otherwise how am I meant to make sure you control yourself while you're in hospital?"

The news that I needed a routine operation to fix a minor hip issue had come as more of an annoyance than a cause for serious concern. It meant I would have to remain in hospital for a few days under observation, despite my own lack of concern. The only positive news that came from it was Mary's teasing suggestion that she would finally let me cum before I had to leave the comfort of our home and the privacy of our sex dungeon, and as I would be leaving tonight I knew this would be the final chance to end what had almost been two weeks of denial.

"Exactly, mistress," I said, trying to continue her line of thinking. "I won't be able to help myself. I'm just so horny, mistress. I might...I might have a wet dream or something."

"Oh dear, slave." She pulled a sad face which I knew was intended to mock me. "How unfortunate. I wouldn't want that. So, I suppose I could let you cum now...would you like that?"

"Yes, mistress. Please."

Her hand had already started moving more rapidly up and down my shaft. I knew she could feel how hard I was and how much my cock was already throbbing. She stared into my eyes and I felt myself approaching the edge. My breath quickened. Her hand gripped tighter. Pulses of energy began to converge in my shaft.

And then she stopped.

"Ooorrrrr," she said with a wicked smile while she held me tight, making the head of my cock bulge while a drop of precum seeped out. "You could wait."

"Mistress..." I panted, feeling so close to the edge and just wanting to unleash the pressure that had built up. "I can't..."

"Don't put yourself down, slave. I know you can control yourself if you really try. Because I'm going to give you a choice." Mary kissed my cheek then leaned in to whisper in my ear. Her breath was warm and her voice was sensual. Her fingers resumed trailing over my cock, keeping me right on the edge but not letting me go over. "You can cum now, slave, if that's what you so desire."

I was ready to just say yes, but I forced myself to listen to the rest of her offer.

"But...if you do, I will ruin your orgasm. Plain and simple. All that pleasure that you desire will be ruined, and your cock will be unfulfilled, and all the teasing and edging of the last two weeks will peter out in the frustrating whimper of an orgasm."

"Mistress..." I could only moan as I felt my need to cum just as strong as before, despite the threat of being ruined. I almost wanted to just let her finish me. Some relief would be better than none.

"Or you can wait, slave." Her voice was seductive. Her tongue flickered over my ear. "And if you wait, I'll pay you a visit in hospital tomorrow after your operation. I'll make sure we have some privacy. I'll take your cock out, and I'll lean over...and I'll put my lips around and suck."

The image itself was almost enough to make me cum. But I resisted. She only needed to use her fingertips now to keep me on the edge.

"And I promise, slave, I'll let you cum." Mary breathed heavily in my ear, as if she too was turned on by the idea. "You can blast all that cum down my throat like I know you've been dreaming of doing. And I'll swallow it all. I'll suck you dry. That'll be your reward for denying yourself for me, and for being brave about your operation. You'll deserve it, my wonderful slave. Just hold on one more day and I'll make it worth your while."

I was kept at the edge for a moment longer, speechless by the thought of what she had planned for me.

"So what will it be, slave? Do you want to cum for me now?"

My body urged me to say yes. It was what it needed, to let go and cum. But my brain knew that any satisfaction would be ruined in an instant, and that if I could wait just one more day then all this frustration would be worth it.

"Or do you want to wait?" Mary asked when I didn't respond.

"Yes," I managed to croak. "Yes, mistress. I want to wait. Please don't make me cum now."

Despite my wife's expert control of my cock, my orgasm felt so impossibly close that I worried she might accidentally let me go over the edge. And so it was a mix of burning agony and relief to feel her hand finally let go.

"Incredible!" She laughed, pulling the chain of my nipple clamps. "I never would have expected to hear you pleading with me not to cum. It almost makes me want to ruin you anyway..."

She rubbed the head of my cock furiously, sending my arousal spiking.

"Please, mistress!" I begged desperately. "Please stop!"

"Fine." Mary took her hand off me again, visibly pleased by what she had done to me. "But remember, slave, even though I gave you a choice you are still mine. Your orgasm is still mine."

"Yes, mistress," I sighed, trying to breathe more steadily despite the throbbing of my cock. A string of precum oozed out the tip and I just watched as Mary caught it with her index finger.

"Taste this, slave," she ordered, putting it to my lips and letting me suck it off. "Taste your arousal."

Having become so used to the taste which she regularly fed me during our sessions, I obliged her.

"Thank you, mistress," I said once I had consumed it all.

"Good slave. Now, I'd better untie you, hadn't I?"

*****

My cock tingled with frustration for the rest of the day, unfulfilled and desperate for satisfaction even as Mary drove me to hospital that evening. She gave me a kiss goodbye, accompanied by a subtle squeeze of my balls, and sent me on my way. Time passed like a blur due to my mixture of arousal from thinking about seeing her again and a minor anxiety about the operation.

But it all went smoothly. I was wheeled out following the procedure and taken to a small private room to recuperate as the effects of the general anesthetic wore off. Various medical staff came to check on me and I was told by one doctor that everything had gone as planned, though I would need to remain in the hospital for a few nights. Once I was finally left alone, I had been so preoccupied that I had almost forgotten about Mary's promise.

Until she walked in through the door.

Wearing purple yoga pants that shaped her legs and ass beautifully, as well as a tank top that revealed an alluring amount of cleavage, she rushed over to my bed and gave me a big kiss on the lips, throwing a handbag onto a chair so she could embrace me. Instantly, my cock sprang to life and I was all the more grateful to be in a private room, even though it was so small and windowless.

"I hear everything went great," Mary said with a smile. "How are you feeling?"

I discussed my experience while she sat on the side of the bed, looking lovingly at me with her big brown eyes. Part of me wanted to ask her about her promise, but I also didn't want to spoil the moment or come across as too needy.

"It's a shame you have to stay here for so long," she then said. "But you won't guess who I bumped into!"

"Who?"

"Samantha Kendall! Well, Doctor Kendall to you. Sorry, I realise you don't know her. We were friends in college. We used to get up to no good together back in the day, but that's not important. Anyway, she's working here now so we had a quick chat and she said she'll gladly keep an eye on you."

"That's kind of her." I wondered why I hadn't heard of Doctor Kendall before now, although Mary did tend to keep a tight-knit circle of acquaintances and anyone else, even old friends from college, were rarely mentioned.

"I know, and I'm sure you'll appreciate having her around." Mary gave me a wink that had me confused, but that was all forgotten when she kissed me again while her hand suddenly reached under my loose-fitted hospital gown. "You didn't think I'd forgotten, did you?"

I gasped as she found my cock already rock hard.

"I'll take that as no," she said, moving off the bed and standing at the side. "Good slaves deserve rewards."

I was stunned into silence as I simply watched her pull up the gown to reveal my desperate cock and lean forward, her mouth open. Part of me thought her promise was too good to be true. I knew she didn't enjoy giving head unless it was a special occasion, so it seemed like a pipe dream. But all my concerns faded the instant she wrapped her lips around my thick shaft and sucked.

"Holy shit," I moaned, feeling the warmth of her mouth envelope me.

Encouraged by my reaction, she didn't hold back. Her tongue swirled around my sensitive tip. I could only watch as her head bobbed smoothly up and down. Bending over in her yoga pants, my eyes were also drawn to her amazing ass that clenched as she blew me. She was easily able to take half of my length inside before it got too much for her, but that was all that I needed to experience wonderful sensations.

After two weeks of denial and so much excruciating teasing, I was already close to bursting. I had gone to sleep last night with a raging erection, dreaming of this moment. And now that it was happening, nothing could compare to the absolute bliss of the real experience.

I could hardly move. I could hardly let out a moan. My orgasm seemed so close as my cock pulsed inside her sucking mouth. I managed to lift an arm up, to place my hand on the back of her head, and try to encourage her to go even deeper, to consume more of me so I could shoot my load deep inside her.

But as soon my fingers touched her hair, she pulled away. She wiped off a string of saliva that had arced from her mouth to the tip of my throbbing cock, and then she grabbed my balls hard.

"Bad slave," Mary said, making me grimace as she squeezed tight. "You really wanted to cum down my throat, didn't you?"

"Mistress," I didn't know what to say, but as the pleasure of the edge faded away it was replaced by the pain of my tortured balls. "I...I thought...you promised!"

"I promised, did I? And you thought that gave you the right to cum without even asking for explicit permission? And to push my head down like I'm some cumslut rather than your mistress? You really were going to just cum like that without checking with me, without warning me...I expected better from you, slave."

I was at a loss for words. I should have known better. I should have said something, asked for permission. It had been drilled into me by her. I had been trained to be her perfect slave. And so I knew it was completely my fault for letting her down, for letting myself get too worked up to remember what I had to do as her slave.

"I'm sorry, mistress."

"Don't look so sorry for yourself, slave," she said, giving me an icy glare that filled me with guilt. "I'm not surprised at all by your lack of control. In fact, I expected it."

I didn't know what to say. I only watched as she went to look through her handbag. My cock was still throbbing before me, begging to be touched. It would have been so easy to reach down and grab it and stroke myself to completion, but I dared not face Mary's wrath. My orgasm belonged to her, after all. It would not have felt right to disobey our code.

"You've proven you're not to be trusted," she said, pulling a small black pouch. Despite my desire to obey her, I knew, ultimately, she was right. When I was in such a sexually frenzied state like this, I didn't want to test how easily I could lose control. "And you're clearly not deserving of an orgasm. So I have the perfect solution."

I shouldn't have been surprised to see what fell out of the little pouch. It landed in her open palm with a dull thud, the source of much consternation for me ever since Mary had mentioned the idea. It had come up as a topic of conversation many times during our bondage sessions, most usually used as a threat to not disobey her. But now I had crossed that line. I had almost cum without her permission and so I knew I deserved this new tool in her arsenal: a chastity cage.

"You're going to wear this," my wife said with an excited expression. "It's the only way for me to know you're not touching yourself while I'm away."

I examined the harsh-looking steel that glimmered in the white fluorescent overhead light. It was a closed design, leaving only a small gap at the tip, and it looked heavy. I couldn't imagine how it would feel, but I knew it was only a matter of time before I wouldn't have to imagine any more.

"You know how much I've wanted to try this out," Mary said, testing out the lock with a small key. "You should be excited that we get to try something new!"

It surprised me in some respects that it had taken this long to introduce chastity play into our repertoire of sexual activities. Mary had always been quick to introduce various toys and techniques that I never would have dreamed of, and in some way she was right: her visible excitement was enough to convince me to let her commence with putting it on.

Once the base ring was on, snuggly held behind my balls and the base of my cock, one issue was immediately obvious.

"Well...you're not making things easy for me." Mary tutted as she held the cage at the ready. My cock, however, was still hard and thick, even more so now that the ring was increasing the pressure of the blood that pumped into it. So it just throbbed uncontrollably with over twice the length of the metal shaft that had no chance of fitting over it.

"You need to get soft, slave," she said to me without suggesting how I possibly could. "Go on. I don't have all day."

She grabbed my balls and spanked them. They were an easy target now that they were separated from my body by the ring. She smacked them over and over again, making me groan in discomfort.

"Silence, slave," she commanded harshly, giving me a moment to rest. "You don't want anyone to interrupt us now, do you?"

"No, mistress, I'm sorry."

A mix of the pain that was still shooting into my stomach and the fear that I had in fact alerted someone made my cock soften before it received another barrage of assault from Mary. She was quick to act as it fell limp, grabbing it and putting the cage in place before I could grow hard again. The metal was cold as it slid over my shaft like a sheath and clicked into place. Mary then turned the key in the small padlock and bit her lip as she examined my caged cock.

"It fits you perfectly, slave," she said, admiring how well the cage contained my unfulfilled cock.

It tried to grow hard as she pulled it, testing the strength of the metal. I could feel just how effectively the harsh metal prevented my erection from developing whatsoever. The sensation was a strange sort of discomfort. It wasn't painful, but I was aware of just how much my cock wanted to burst out of its prison.

"How does that feel, slave?"

"Okay, mistress."

"Well, I shall visit you every day to make sure you're still doing okay." Mary pulled my gown back down, covering my cage from prying eyes. "And when you're home again, we can have even more fun now that I can control you so well. Sound good?"

"Yes, mistress," I answered, disappointed that I wouldn't be cumming but excited about what else she had planned on my return.

"So I'd best get off to work." She placed the key to my cage on a delicate silver chain and placed it around her neck where it dangled close to her breasts. "I'll keep this safe for the time being. If you can prove that you're still able to be a good slave for me, then maybe I'll unlock you in a few days time. If not...Well, I don't know about you but I can go months without needing your cock. So, goodbye slave."

"Goodbye, mistress."

We kissed, she gave the cage a quick squeeze, then I watched her leave me alone, horny and frustrated and trying to imagine what life was going to be like as her chastity slave.

*****

"Good afternoon, Mr Holloway, how are you feeling?"

I had almost dozed off when, at least an hour after Mary's departure, a doctor walked in. But she wasn't any old doctor: she was tall and blonde; she wore a white coat that did a bad job at concealing the hourglass shape of her body; and underneath it a professional but tight black skirt only came down to the thighs of her slender legs while a white top that looked like a bustier pronounced the swell of her breasts. Instantly, I sat up wide-awake and well-aware of how attractive she was.

My excitement, however, was matched by a growing worry that my arousal was going to cause some inevitable amount of discomfort, and for the first time I realised just how exposed I was in my loose hospital gown that barely went down as far as my knees.

"I'm okay, thank you," I said, forcing the words out as I looked her up and down.

"Good." She read over a file, not paying me much attention. "I'm Doctor Kendall. Your wife asked me to look in on you."

"Oh, of course." In the excitement of Mary's visit, I had forgotten that she had mentioned her old college friend. "It's nice to meet you."

"Likewise. Sorry I can't stay for a chat, but things are busy around here. Do you have everything you need?"

"Yes, thank you."

"Good." Her red lips curled into a friendly smile, one that made me excited to know she'd be looking out for me.

*****

Doctor Kendall promised that she'd return later, and it was with great anticipation that I waited for her. Other nurses came and went, bringing dinner or a drink or helping me walk to the bathroom where, fortunately, I was left to do my business in private without anyone around to see my chastity cage, but it was only the smoking hot doctor that I hoped would walk through my door.

I wondered what Mary must have thought if she knew how I spent my time thinking about her old friend. It would be both a blessing and a curse to have the sexy blonde doctor around. Already, my cock was throbbing in its cage at the thought of seeing her again, and that was made all the more worse when she finally entered my room again.

"I offered to help you get ready for bed," she said, coming around to stand by my side. "You can't be putting too much strain on that hip of yours. Do you want to change into anything more comfortable?"

I shook my head. Part of me would have loved to say yes, but even the idea of her discovering my secret made me blush visibly.

"Then at least let me tuck you in."

I couldn't say anything before she leaned over to grab the blankets folded at the end of the bed and lay them over my body. I could have done it myself, but I didn't want to stop her now she had started. And, it gave me a good view of her cleavage as it heaved every time she threw the covers over me, and especially as she bent forward to tuck the blankets into either side of the bed. She patted the top cover flat, across my chest and then my stomach and lastly over my crotch.

I didn't even feel it at first, the touch of her hand as it discovered what I had been hiding. The hard metal prevented me from sensing it until she, out of curiosity, fondled it through the layers of material and I looked down to see what exactly she was doing.

"Um, Mr Holloway, what is this?" She stared at me with a shocked expression, even as her hand continued to feel me. I could see her fingers almost able to wrap around and grip the shaft through the blanket.

"It's...I don't know...it's nothing."

My heart pounded in my ears as I tried to think of something, anything, to prevent her from doing exactly what she went to do anyway: pull the blankets back off me.

I was uncovered in an instant, and even with my gown still on I felt naked. This couldn't be happening, I kept telling myself.

"What are you hiding?"

Doctor Kendall didn't seem to expect to hear any response from me; she was too focused on slowly pulling up my gown. It was an excruciating moment for me. I felt paralysed, trapped, unable to think or say anything to stop her. And when the steel cage was finally revealed, I saw her eyes light up.

"Well, well, well." She bit her lip, visibly intrigued. But she kept her hands off me. "I assume this is Mary's doing?"

I could only nod as her icy blue eyes looked at me.

"I can't say I've ever come across a patient wearing a chastity device. My, my..."

I hoped she couldn't notice that not only was my cock in a cage, it was also throbbing as hard as it could. Something about having her examine me with such wonder, somehow, despite my absolute embarrassment that I could feel burning in my cheeks, was turning me on. It may have been the sensation of the cage which I was still getting used to, or the idea of such an attractive woman staring at me with such fascination, or maybe it was because I knew that Mary's plan to control me was working, that even without her presence my cock was locked and owned by her and even with a sexy doctor by my side there was nothing I could do about it.

"I really shouldn't be surprised," Doctor Kendall finally said to me. "Your wife was quite the kinkster back in college, did you know that? I can see she's not lost her touch."

The extent of Mary's sexual promiscuity had often been a subject of intrigue for me. It had been clear from our first night together that she liked to dominate, and I was perfectly happy to submit to her. But she had never discussed where she discovered these interests of hers, or who she had experimented with before me. As someone who loved to let her control me, I never saw a reason to ask.

"Well, I'll admit I'm slightly guilty for leading her down that path," the doctor said, surprising me. "She wasn't the most outgoing college girl, so I took it upon myself to teach her, to empower her, to show just how easy it is to manipulate men. Do you mind if I just..."

Her hand went to touch me. I had been craving her attention, although I might not have admitted it. My cock twitched, making the cage bounce, as she held my balls in one hand and massaged them lightly.

"Do you like that?"

I nodded, stunned into silence by what I was allowing to happen. I was expecting Mary to burst in at any minute, to break up this sensual moment and scream at me for being unfaithful. But I knew she was at home, far away from my private hospital room.

"This must be so frustrating for you," Doctor Kendall continued, now running her other hand up and down my shaft. I could hardly feel it through the metal, but the sight alone was enough to drive me crazy. "Does she keep you locked like this for a long time?"

"No," I finally managed to say. "She only put it on me today. She...didn't trust me not to touch myself."

I couldn't believe I was divulging such details of my intimate life with a relative stranger. But as she stroked the cage faster, making me imagine how good it must have felt if she was pleasuring my freed cock, I felt like putty in her hands.

"Oh you poor man. You must be in agony. I wish I could help you. If only you were unlocked..." Her strokes slowed down but I was just as worked up. "I...I don't want to come across too strong but I will admit that some patients of mine are known to get...special care. It's very hard to resist when they're lying around all day and I know they've been dreaming of fucking me. So, it's all too easy, when I get them alone like I have you now, to just spend a moment...sucking them off. It's only with the purest intentions, I swear. They get to drain their load, all their worries, down my waiting throat."

My cage seemed to have shrunk as she talked and as I imagined just how incredible her luscious red lips would feel around me, if only I was uncaged. The metal was tight and seemed to constrict around my shaft, preventing its desire to grow.

"It's such a shame your mean wife made you wear this." The doctor fondled my cage again, seeming just as desperate as me to break me out. "I suppose there's nothing we can do...but just so you know, I would have sucked your cock and swallowed all your cum, and I wouldn't have told Mary."

She looked at me again, her brow furrowed as she thought.

"Mr Holloway, I don't want to be too presumptuous, too teasing, but...I'm desperate to suck your cock. I know you're caged and helpless but please can I at least try and taste you?"

Nothing could have made me say no to her. She smiled excitedly as I nodded and then she leaned over, her red lips parting.

I hoped, and almost expected, to feel the warmth of her mouth around my cock. There wasn't the sensation I desired, though the heat was intense and made me gasp. There was certainly frustration about it as she took the complete length of the metal shaft in her mouth, but I also found pleasure just imagining how incredible it would have felt for me to be unlocked in that moment.

But Doctor Kendall also knew exactly what to do to increase my pleasure. She fondled my balls as she sucked, tugging gently as if encouraging my cum to build up. Meanwhile, her tongue flickered around the tip, finding the gap in the metal cage where the exposed end of my cock was almost bulging out. It was sensitive but that only made the sensation even more intense.

And somehow, slowly, I realised that despite all odds my orgasm was rising. The building of pressure was gradual but noticeable. I could feel my cock throbbing harder in the heat of her mouth. But the closer I got and the longer she sucked me, the more that desired orgasm seemed like it would be impossible, and before she had a chance to really test the limits of the chastity cage, Doctor Kendall withdrew.

"Did you think you could cum?" she asked.

"I don't know," I managed to say, looking at the saliva dripping from the cage. Part of the metal had even been smeared with the red of her lipstick.

"More importantly, did you want to cum?"

I thought for a moment, feeling the intense desire in my cock that urged to be unlocked and finished off. But seeing the cage, seeing the small padlock, reminded me of Mary. It was her cock. She owned it. She owned my orgasm.

"No," I said resolutely.

"I understand, Mr Holloway. You're a good sub for your mistress."

She spotted a drop of precum at the tip of my cock and picked it up with her finger. Then she brought it to my mouth and automatically, without thinking, I sucked it clean off.

"She said you like the taste."

My heart almost stopped.

"What?" I asked.

"Mary. She said you like the taste of your precum."

"She...she told you that?"

"Yes. And she gave me permission to tease you as much as I want." A wicked grin crossed the blonde's face as she explained. "Your wonderful wife said I should keep you occupied. After all, I did teach her everything she knows about dominating men, so you're in capable hands. I'll have to report back to her about your loyalty."

I was dumbfounded, especially as she pulled the blankets back over me.

"Don't worry," she said with a wink. "I'll see you tomorrow for more fun."

I silently watched her leave and turn the light off, then I reached over to my phone which I'd put on the bedside table. My heart raced as I unlocked it and saw a text from Mary: "Have you enjoyed your time with Doctor Kendall?"

*****

Mary didn't answer my questions about Doctor Kendall. Even when I asked about how much about our BDSM relationship she'd disclosed, or what the doctor had been given permission to do, or whether I should have resisted her advances, she didn't give me any answer, and my questions were only ceased when she threatened to throw away the key to my chastity cage.

The one thing I knew for sure, however, was that Doctor Kendall hadn't been lying: Mary really had asked her old college friend to tease me.

My wife was always able to surprise me, but bringing in another woman to dominate me caught me off-guard. So when she sent me a message wishing me goodnight, it took a long time for me to drift to sleep, not least because it was my first night in chastity.

My mind swirled with thoughts of the blonde doctor doing what she liked with me during the coming days. My cock stirred repeatedly in its cage, each time reminding me of Mary's control as the discomfort kept me awake. Only when the exhaustion of my operation took hold of me did I finally drift off.

*****

I was moved early the next morning by a nurse and a porter. To my disappointment, they told me I would have to stay in a shared ward, and so I tried to make myself at home as best as I could despite the half dozen other patients on beds around me.

Doctor Kendall was nowhere to be seen, and a part of me was grateful that I had some time to recover before she came to tease me. My cock ached after its torment the previous day, and I appreciated a prolonged period of time where it wasn't trying to get hard in its cage.

With nothing to do, time passed by slowly. I lay on my bed and played on my phone, ate the breakfast and lunch that was brought to me, and waited until, just as she had promised, Doctor Kendall appeared.

She strode through the ward, looking as fine as ever, and when she got to my bed she pulled around the curtains so no one else could see us. I felt like I was in a little, contained bubble with her, but I was aware that any suspicious sounds might prick the curiosity of the other patients.

"Sorry you had to be moved here, Mr Holloway," she said, standing at the foot of my bed. "If a private room becomes available, I'll do my best to reserve it for you. I know it must be...frustrating now that you have to share."

"It's okay, thanks." While my new lack of privacy meant that she couldn't tease me so thoroughly as before, I thought I might come to appreciate that.

"It's a shame really." She came around to my side and lowered her voice so it didn't leave the confines of our bubble. "I had a number of things planned for you which I can't do now. I did want to test this out."

She reached a hand under my gown, finding my cage and tugging gently. I could feel the sensation of it being pulled away from my body. It was pleasant and made my cock stir.

"And how are these feeling today?" The doctor then fondled my balls.

"Okay," I said, trying not to show how turned on I was getting.

"They do seem so full...did they give you a difficult night's sleep?"

I nodded as she squeezed gently, causing a dull pain that somehow made my cock try to grow harder.

"I'm sure you'll get used to it. Would it help if I tried to take your mind off it?"

She let go of me, but only to lean over, showing off her impressive cleavage right in front of my face. My cock throbbed and I wanted to touch her, but before I could she came closer still and pressed her red lips against mine.

She was so warm and soft as we kissed. And when her tongue toyed with mine, swirling around, I was reminded of what else she could do with it and it made my frustration even worse.

"Did that help with your pain?" she whispered once she had pulled away, wiping the lipstick off me with her thumb. I shook my head. "Oh dear...would you like me to kiss it better?"

"Yes," I answered quietly, not wanting this moment to be interrupted by someone overhearing.

Doctor Kendall smiled and pulled my gown away from my cage. Then she bent over. I could see her coat riding up and revealing her round ass in her black skirt as she kissed the metal of my chastity device just as she had done before.

Her lips wrapped around the tip as if ready to suck. I felt her tongue flutter against it, but that was all. She pulled away before it went any further, leaving a red smudge from her lipstick.

"I hope that helped, Mr Holloway," she said as she pulled the gown back down over me. "But that's all you get for now."

Despite my throbbing cock and extreme arousal, she suddenly pulled the curtains back and said a quick goodbye, leaving me frustrated and struggling with the restraints of my cage. Fortunately, the other patients hadn't seemed to notice my discomfort or what had just been going on outside of their eyeline.

*****

I had hoped Mary would visit that day, but she texted to say she had too much work to do and would try to drop by tomorrow. That had me worried: Doctor Kendall still had free reign to do as she pleased with me, and every visit of hers seemed to leave me even more horny and desperate.

That evening, the blonde visited me again. Making sure the curtains were effectively concealing us as before, she whispered in my ear.

"I'm just about to finish my shift but I couldn't leave without seeing you first. See...Mary said I had permission to use you if I wanted."

"Use me how?" I looked into her blue eyes, but I had a feeling I knew exactly what she meant.

"She said...you're good with your tongue." Her face lit up with an excited smile. "And I'm so goddamn horny from teasing you so you better believe I need to feel you if you're as good as she says."

It made me oddly proud that Mary had commented on my abilities, though it was only as a result of her training that I had become so skilled. And it had only been her who I'd practised on. A different woman, and a different pussy, would be a whole new challenge.

"Better be quick if you don't want someone to catch us." She pulled a pillow out from under my head so I was lying flat on the bed. "And be quiet about it. I'll try not to make a sound either."

I just watched as she slipped her heels off and clambered on top of me, straddling my chest as she hiked up her skirt. As it was so tight, she had to unzip it slightly and pull it above her waist, but soon I could see her bare thighs in front of me as well as her freshly-trimmed pussy.

She gave me a wink, knowing how aroused I was from the thought that she had been working pantieless. Or perhaps she had recently taken them off just for this occasion. Either way, my caged cock was throbbing at the thought that this beautiful blonde doctor so clearly wanted me to pleasure her. She already looked wet, and she didn't need to whisper another command as she lowered herself closer to my mouth.

Having been familiar with only Mary, it was a surprise to taste how strangely sweet and satisfying Doctor Kendall was. And even with the feel of my tongue, it was like I was exploring previously uncharted territories. The prominence of her mound, the shape of her lips, and the contours as I delved inside were all so uniquely different to my wife's.

And yet it didn't throw me off my game. I remembered my training; I knew exactly what to do. Despite the differences, I already felt the little shudders of satisfaction running through her body that told me I was doing everything right. I could sense her need to moan, and as I looked up I saw her eyes and mouth screwed shut in an attempt to hold in her need to show how much she was enjoying it. Even a deep exhale of air could have given us away if one of the other patients was paying enough attention.

So I licked her more firmly as I found her clit. My jaw moved against her like I was lapping up her juices. And I couldn't help myself from moving my hands over her body.

She let me touch her bare ass. I marvelled at how it was slightly smaller yet firmer than Mary's. Then she guided me up to fondle her breasts through the material of her top. She gasped as I pinched her nipples and instantly she bit her lip to prevent another outburst.

It was a good thing the bed was sturdy. The doctor began grinding her hips back and forth and I was prepared to hear a telltale squeaking that would give us away. But I was silent. All I could hear was our heaving breathing which I just had to hope wasn't audible beyond the boundaries of the curtains.

Finally I felt her body shaking. I licked unrelentingly, not speeding up or slowing down, just targeting the spot that I knew was doing the job. Seeing the pleasure of her orgasm washing over her made the torture of my restrained cock worth it, and I would have been prepared to keep going if she wanted.

But Doctor Kendall pulled back, trying to regain composure. My mouth was dripping and I could still taste her on my tongue, even as she dismounted and slipped her shoes back on.

She pulled her skirt back down, straightened it, and turned to me. If not for the red flush across her chest, I wouldn't have known she had just cum.

"Thank you, Mr Holloway," she whispered, giving me a kiss on the cheek that let me know I had done a good job. "I'll see you tomorrow. Goodnight."

*****

For the next two days, Doctor Kendall stopped by on a number of occasions to check up on me, each time making sure I got as hot and bothered as possible before leaving me with my cock straining helplessly in my cage.

She touched me, she showed off her body, she kissed me and made me so incredibly horny that I thought, once or twice, that I could cum even in my cage.

"I'm surprised Mary never told you about me before now," she said once as she sat on a chair beside me, her hand under my gown and gently caressing my balls and the cage. "Did she really never say what she got up to in college?"

"She's never talked about it much," I answered.

"Well...as I've said, I practically taught her everything she knows." The blonde positioned herself so she could whisper into my ear. "She didn't have much experience with guys before meeting me. They just didn't interest her...until I showed her just how much fun can be had with even a simple pair of handcuffs. So I'm guilty for leading her down the rabbit hole. Now she's turned her husband into her chastity slave, and she tells me you have a whole sex dungeon in your basement?"

I only nodded, feeling her warm breath making my feet tingle.

"It wasn't an overnight transformation," Doctor Kendall continued. "She had a lot to learn from me. I'm sure you can imagine how much fun two college girls had late into the night. She had to practice many things on me: bondage, which erogenous zones to target, how to use my various toys. Just picture me naked and tied up, your wife on top of me. I must say I miss the feel of her mouth sucking my nipples. Mmm, or eating me out..."

I was getting incredibly aroused as I imagined the scene quite vividly. It was exactly what Doctor Kendall wanted.

"But I'm glad to know she's got you to continue those...interests. And she wasn't wrong: she trained you well. The only other person who's made me cum with just their mouth is, well, Mary. You should be proud of your achievement. But I bet you'd love to see her between my legs, wouldn't you?"

"Yes." I did, so much.

"And you'd like to see her tie me up and dominate me?"

"Yes." I had to hold back a groan as she squeezed my balls.

"Well that's not going to happen. Because you're her sub now and I have more fun being a domme."

She stopped touching me but collected the string of precum leaking from my caged cock and fed it to me.

"Taste it, slave," she whispered. "Taste how desperately your body needs to cum. Because it's not going to happen, although I do have a treat for you..."

"What is it?"

"Another room's going to be available tomorrow. As you've been so good, I've managed to pull some strings. So I'll see you once you've been moved again and we can have some more fun in private."

She left me alone, a horny, leaking mess, and I wondered what she had planned for me. Her teasing had already been torturous, so the thought of being alone with her where she had even more agency in what she could do to me sent a pang of concern through my body, though I was also excited by the idea if only because I wouldn't have to hold back my moans.

*****

Mary stopped by that night before I was to be moved. As usual she was in her comfy yoga pants and tank top, and we sat and talked for a while with the curtains drawn without any mention of my cage or what the doctor had been getting up to with me.

But then, as she leaned over to give me a peck on the lips, I saw the key slip and hang from the silver necklace.

"Oh, are you looking at this?" she said with an amused smile as she sat back and let it fall back onto her chest, close to disappearing into her cleavage.

"Yes," I answered, before adding a whispered "mistress."

"I've enjoyed wearing it all day while you've been gone. Even at work. To everyone else it's a cute piece of jewellery. To me...it's so much more."

She reached over to grab my caged cock through my hospital gown, as if checking that it was still secure, then leaned in close again so she could speak more softly.

"Doctor Kendall told me you've been very good for her. I'll admit I had my worries. I didn't think you'd be able to use that tongue of yours so well on another woman, so I congratulate you for proving me wrong. Keep up the good behaviour and maybe, just maybe, you'll earn a chance to get unlocked."

After a quick squeeze of my balls, she stood up.

"I hear the doctor has another...procedure for you tomorrow. Good luck."

She gave me a kiss goodbye and I was left to mull over what exactly Doctor Kendall and her had concocted for me.

*****

The next day, a nurse helped me walk over to my new room in another wing of the hospital. It was much like the first one I had been in after my operation, but it was clearly in a quieter part of the building. Very few staff members passed us in the corridors leading to it. I was told that, as I was nearly recovered and ready to go home, there wasn't a need for me to be somewhere busier where they could keep a constant eye on me. I decided not to ask about Doctor Kendall in case the nurse became suspicious.

I suffered in boredom for at least a couple of hours, during which I finally had a chance to pull up my gown and examine my cage without fear of another patient seeing or a nurse interrupting.

It was strong and heavy, hanging between my thighs and keeping my balls separated from my body. The tip of my cock was red and sore, and it felt like a rare moment that I was seeing it without any precum leaking out.

I pulled at the padlock, feeling how secure it was. There was no way I would be able to break out; the cage was impenetrable without Mary's key.

"What a naughty slave!"

I nearly jumped out of my skin as Doctor Kendall entered the room and slammed the door shut.

"Did your mistress give you permission to play with yourself?"

"I..." I tried to think of something, but I knew I had been caught red-handed. "No...she didn't."

"You ought to be ashamed of yourself." She came over to me and without warning hopped onto the bed, kneeling between my legs. "But I won't tell her if you don't."

"Really?" My cock was already starting to get hard, knowing that she was here to tease me.

"Absolutely, Mr Holloway. But only if you do something for me."

"Okay..." I had expected a caveat, but it surprised me to see her pulling her skirt up as she had done before.

"Ever since you licked me out, I've wanted that tongue of yours in me again. So, lie down flat. Show me what you can do, and I'll sing your praises to Mary."

Eager to prove myself to her, I did as she said, pulling the pillows out from under me so I could lie down properly. When I was ready, she approached with her pussy exposed and poised to move over me. But rather than sitting exactly as she had done before, she turned around to face the foot of the bed.

The blonde planted her pussy over my mouth. My vision was then obscured by her ass cheeks which pushed against my face as I started licking without need for any further instructions. I knew what she wanted. And even at this new angle I was able to give her what she needed.

"Oh fuck, that's good, slave," she moaned, resting her hands on my thighs as she bent forward. "I hope you don't mind me calling you slave. That's what you are, after all. Mmmm, wow. Mary really shouldn't have kept you secret for so long. A good slave like you ought to be shared."

She was already so wet as I licked and licked, and as soon as I felt her lips suck on my cage I was encouraged to perform even better for her.

"That's right, slave, I'll give you something in return. Just keep going...mmmm...just like that. God, I'm so happy I can be loud this time. You don't know how torturous it was having to silence myself while you made me cum. Fuck...I just wanted to scream it was that good."

She resumed sucking my cage just like she had done the first time we met. She used such force that I could feel the cage almost being pulled away from my body. My cock was trying it's hardest to grow to its full size, and I wished so much to be free so I could feel her mouth around it.

"Fuuuuuuck," the doctor moaned even louder, getting closer to her climax. "Tell me, slave. Do you want me to give you a proper blowjob when you're unlocked and out of your cage?"

"Yes, mistress," I managed to give a muffled response before going in to target her clit.

"And would you want me to swallow all your cum?"

"Yes, mistress." My jaw worked harder.

"Mmm, fuck...good, slave. If Mary lets me, then maybe you'll be so lucky."

I could feel the heat of her mouth completely consume the cage as she began to tremble while taking hold of my balls and gently fondling them.

"Oh...fuck...that's it...oh...mmmmm."

I reached up to grab her ass as I felt her cum. I squeezed her flesh and let her push in closer, smothering me and surrounding me with nothing but her wetness and the smell of sex. Her thighs trembled around me. Her hand gripped my balls tighter. And my caged cock throbbed desperately in her mouth.

But I knew I wasn't going to cum. Only she would have that privilege.

I was finally allowed to breathe when she pulled away, lifting her drenched pussy from my face and removing her mouth from the metal chastity device. A string of saliva hung from her bottom lip.

Slowly, she got off the bed. But instead of rearranging her clothes as I expected, she went over to the door and opened it.

"Want to join us now?"

Mary walked in wearing a red summer dress that she knew I loved. The skirt swished, flashing the top of her thighs as she came over to me with a grin. As she leaned in to kiss me, the key dangled before my eyes and I could see right down the front of her dress. She wasn't wearing a bra.

"How's my slave been?"

"He's very well behaved," Doctor Kendal answered for me, bolting the door shut and approaching the foot of the bed.

"Good. I enjoyed listening to you cum. He must be desperate for his own relief. Are you, slave?"

"Yes, mistress," I said, finding an immense sense of comfort to have Mary take back control over me.

"Well, what does the doctor think? Does he deserve to be unlocked?"

"Oh, I couldn't make that decision." The blonde eyed-up my caged cock, watching a drop of precum leak from the end. "He's your slave, after all."

"Hmm, that's true." Mary ran her finger over the tip of my cock and picked up the glistening precum. Then she brought it to my lips and I happily licked it up. "Good slave. I'm not sure if I want to be let out...not yet, at least. But you do deserve a treat for being my obedient chastity slave. Hmm..."

She looked at my cock as it throbbed helplessly.

"Tell you what, I did promise I'd give you a blowjob, didn't I?"

"Yes, mistress." My eyes lit up, thinking my fortune was about to change.

"And I said I'd swallow your cum, right?"

"Yes, mistress."

"And I know I love teasing you, but I do hate breaking my promises when you've been so good. However..."

My heart sank, expecting to hear bad news.

"Would you prefer if the good doctor did it instead? I heard what you said, that you'd love to have her swallow your cum. If I did it, it would only be for you. But if I remember our time in college correctly, she absolutely loves the taste of cum."

"It's true," Doctor Kendall said with an eager smile. "I always made guys finish in my mouth. And it's not like I had any complaints."

"So, slave, does that sound like fun?"

"Yes, mistress." I nodded excitedly and watched as the doctor got onto the bed between my legs.

"But, tell me first," Mary continued. "Have you enjoyed being my chastity slave?"

"Yes, mistress," I answered truthfully. Despite all the frustration it entailed, I had loved having my wife control my pleasure so strictly with the cage.

"Good. Because you'll still get your treat, but I don't see why you need to be unlocked."

"What?"

I immediately knew my mistake. Mary slapped my balls hard in response to my transgression.

"Don't question me, slave. Just enjoy it...as much as you can. Let the doctor do her work. I'll even help her out."

Mary got onto the bed, straddling my chest and facing Doctor Kendall who had leaned forward to start sucking me. Instantly the frustratingly minute pleasure filled my caged cock. The warmth enveloped the hard metal as her lips surrounded the cage.

"Don't be lazy, slave," Mary then said, shuffling back and lifting up her dress. "Hearing you eat her out got me so wet."

Just as the doctor had done moments earlier, she pushed her ass against my face and I instinctively went to lick her pussy. I enjoyed tasting her again. It felt right to have her sit on my face like this, and in response to my eagerness she emitted a gentle moan.

"That's it, slave, mmm. I do hope you're able to cum in your cage now that I'm giving you permission to. But, ah, yes, I...I do have something that might encourage you."

Mary used her knees to pin my arms by my side, and with her amazing ass above I couldn't see what she was doing as she bent forward. But I heard what she had when she turned it on: a vibrator.

I was familiar with all her toys, and with the soft but higher-pitched sound of it buzzing I knew exactly which one of her large selection she had. It was a small silver bullet vibrator, one which I could imagine matching the steel of my cage. And when she pressed it against the underside of my balls, I couldn't help but moan in pleasure.

Doctor Kendall was still sucking me hard, her tongue flicking against my exposed tip and eating up any precum that was leaking out. Mary therefore had to reach under the blonde's neck, where my balls had until then received no stimulation.

But now, the vibrator was powerful. Despite its size, I had been witness to the many orgasms Mary had got from it, and now I was at the receiving end. It was concentrated against my balls which felt so full and ready for relief, but I could feel the vibrations running through to my cock which was throbbing so hard in its cage that it felt as if the metal was going to be torn apart.

"Keep going, slave," Mary said, panting as her own arousal grew. "Don't stop licking me. Mmmm."

She grinded harder against my face. I could feel her getting wetter as my tongue penetrated further inside.

"Focus on my clit, slave," she ordered, making me alter my target. "That's it. Just make me cum. I don't need any teasing. Just...mmmm...just make me cum."

I could feel her start to squirm while Doctor Kendall continued sucking harder and faster. With her mouth and tongue and the unrelenting vibrator, I could feel my orgasm approach. And all I could do was keep licking.

"Mmmm," Mary moaned, her knees squeezing and pinning me more tightly. "Don't...stop...slave. Fuck. And you're allowed to cum. So you'd better...fucking...cum. Because I'm...I'm...not giving you another chance for the rest of the month. Oh fuck...cum, slave...cum for me...I'm...cum...ming."

I felt her body shuddering on top of me as she came. Her orgasm acted like a trigger for me. My cock suddenly submitted to the discomfort of being so hard but locked up. The pressure had built up so high that there was nothing to do but let it out.

I couldn't stop my hips from bucking as the first shot of cum sprayed out from the tip of the unmoving cage. The doctor kept her red lips firmly around the metal despite my convulsions. Her tongue fluttered against the tip and allowed all my cum to pour over it.

With the restrictions of the cage, my orgasm felt so powerful. If the blonde had released me, I'm sure my cum would have hit the ceiling.

Mary managed to keep the vibrator firmly against my balls throughout her climax. Her body clung tight to me, hardly letting me get a breath as I continued to lick her clit and felt her pussy contracting as the pleasure continued to overwhelm the both of us.

But mine was meant with an agonising frustration. My cock yearned to be released, to grow big and let my cum explode out in a moment of pure ecstasy. But it was restricted by the cage. Any pleasure was subdued by the discomfort of my shaft trying to pulse against the hard metal. So when the last of my cum seeped from the tip, I was met with only a partial satisfaction at finally having my desired release.

"Oh fuck, I've missed that tongue of yours," Mary said at last as she rolled of my body and lay beside me in a heap. "Did you manage to cum, slave?"

"He did," Doctor Kendall answered for me again as I was exhausted and speechless. "And he was very tasty, so thank you for letting me have him."

"Did you...did you swallow it all?" Mary asked, looking at her friend who opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue, showing us that it was empty of all my cum.

"Yes. I thought I wasn't going to manage at first, there was so much!"

"I'm not surprised. That load has been building up for weeks."

My cock throbbed in its cage, feeling drained and yet frustrated that it's orgasm had been so uncomfortable. I just lay there looking at the two women who had dominated me so devastatingly.

"I had better actually do some work before someone misses me," Doctor Kendall said as she stood up and sorted her clothes out. "Oh, I forgot to say, he's been given the all clear to go home."

"Thanks, Samantha," Mary said, going over to hug her friend. "We'll check out in a minute. But don't think this is the last you'll see of me. I'll invite you over some time and maybe we can try and recreate one of those nights in college, what do you say?"

"I thought you'd never ask!"

"Good. And if he's lucky, maybe I'll let you dominate my slave again."

The doctor said goodbye and blew me a kiss. We watched her leave, then Mary came over to me.

"Well, slave, has this been your most exciting stay in hospital?"

"Absolutely, mistress." While I already missed the sight of the sexy blonde doctor, it felt nice just being alone with my dominant wife for a change.

"Good. But I don't want you getting any ideas. Sharing you is fun but...you're mine and mine alone." She gave me a big kiss of the lips and squeezed my emptied balls. "So before I get too jealous thinking about all the time Samantha got to spend with you, we're going to go home and you're going to make me cum again. Not just once, not just twice. You'll keep going until I tell you to stop. I even bought a strap-on so you can fuck me properly without being uncaged. Sound good?"

"Yes, mistress."

"Then let's go, slave."

The End


Receiving a Femdom Education: Teaching a Jock

Jason woke up in an unfamiliar bed, groggy from a heavy night of drinking and suffering from a throbbing headache. But his discomfort was soothed by the memories that flooded back to him, of the events of the last evening and everything he had done with the girl whose naked body lay beside him.

One long, slim leg jutted out the side of the bed. Jason trailed a hand up it and moved the sheets aside to examine her beautiful round ass. He remembered how it looked when he took her from behind, how it jiggled as he slammed inside. He felt her soft skin, proud to add another name to his list.

But what was it? Stacy? Kasey? She was part of the cheer squad so he'd be able to find out later, but not right now. Jason was well-practised at getting up and out of bed before his latest conquest stirred. It was all part of his plan: to go back to her place and then slip away before he had to deal with any regrets she might have. And so, even when hungover, he shuffled out of her bed before the hour hand of her alarm clock reached eight.

She flipped over and stretched to fill the empty space of the bed that he had just vacated. But apart from a little sigh and a purr-like snore, she was still deep asleep and Jason could take his time getting dressed.

He admired her luscious blonde hair and the teasing glimpse of her breasts under the loosely-crumpled sheets. He examined her like a judge and, after a moment, he decided to give her a nine out of ten rating, recording his thoughts in a notes page on his phone.

She was certainly one of the best he had had in recent months, and he'd be bragging about her to his friends. He might even try to hook up with her again. She could even earn herself another point. She had a rocking body, but he could only give her a nine after remembering her reluctance to blow him.

Once satisfied by his analysis, Jason made sure to pick up his wallet and keys and then he headed out, stepping over his used condom on the way out. The dormitories were quiet so he had no trouble sneaking away and getting to his room on the other side of campus, enjoying the fresh air that soothed his minor hangover.

But he had another reason to be up early: this morning was his first session with his new private tutor. It hadn't been his idea but he wasn't left with much of a choice. At a meeting with the dean of the college, whose surprisingly youthful appearance belied her authoritative tone, she went over his poor academic record and advised that he would need to commit more time to getting back on track.

Jason reluctantly agreed to the help. Even as the captain of the football team, he couldn't escape the requirements of his degree. So, once he had showered and changed back at his dorm, he went straight out again to the library where he had been asked to meet his tutor.

It was still quiet, before the rush of students, when he went up to one of the private soundproofed study rooms where the meeting had been arranged and opened the door.

"Jason, you're late," a girl said, looking up with fierce eyes from behind the desk. She had a bob of platinum-blonde hair and thick-rimmed glasses that she pushed up the bridge of her nose.

"I'm a busy guy," Jason grinned, not recognising the girl who he thought must be another student.

"Close the door and lock it," the girl said sternly.

"Whatever you say, ma'am." Jason did as she asked then threw his bag on the desk and sat down opposite her. "You know my name, what's yours?"

"Daisy," she said, unmoved by his brashness.

"Well, Daisy, I've got stuff to do so how about we wrap this thing up already, yeah? I'm sure you'd rather do whatever else you do for fun, playing on your calculator or whatever. And I can go have a snooze before hitting the bars tonight. I know I agreed to two hours a week with you, but you can tell the dean I was your willing student, can't you? It's a win-win situation for both of us."

For the first time, Daisy smiled. With her freckled face and knitted cardigan, she appeared quite innocent. But the change in her demeanour in response to Jason's proposal revealed something more disconcerting.

"You're completely free to go, of course," she said. "But I'm not one to lie. So, go on. Leave. I'll just have to tell the dean that you refused to cooperate, and she must have told you what would happen if you don't work with me? Your scholarship will be refused. You'll be kicked out. What will you do then, if you can't play football anymore? If you don't leave college with a degree?"

For once, Jason was left silent and staring at the floor.

"I know you're used to everything going your way, going through life with everything handed to you. But you ought to realise that I'm the one in charge here. And I want to help you, I do. So what will it be, Jason?"

After a moment, he answered: "Okay."

"Good. Because I want to help you, I do. But you need to let me."

Jason nodded again and Daisy finally seemed convinced about his attitude. She took out a textbook from her bag and began the lesson, focusing first on teaching algebra to the jock who, shaken by her minor threat, was attentive to start with. But twenty minutes in, when ink stained the side of his hand, he leaned back in his chair and examined the geeky girl who seemed fiercely uptight.

The cardigan, with a blouse underneath, hid any shape to her petite body. Her jeans and ankle boots showed a pair of skinny legs.

"So, Daisy, how do you like having fun?" Jason tried to put on his charm, oddly curious about the girl who would never usually be his type.

"Focus on the question, Jason."

"Come on, we need a break. And I'll learn better if I know a bit more about my tutor."

"Now isn't the time."

"Don't be like that. I'm just trying to be friendly. I'm not used to serious work like this. Last time I had a study session with a girl, let's just say we didn't get much studying done."

Daisy glared at him but he didn't relent.

"You know, you'd really benefit from letting loose a bit. And I know exactly what we could do to relieve some stress."

"Are you serious?" Daisy said, frowning. "Is that all you think about when you're with a girl, sex?"

Jason grinned and raised an eyebrow. "Well, you've been teaching me. I can teach you some things in return. What do you say?"

"Fine." Daisy sat back after a pause, looking challengingly at him. "Seems as you're so self-confident, take your clothes off. Show me what I'm missing."

Jason, never shy about showing off his body and thinking that he could easily get into this geeky girl's pants, eagerly stood up and stripped off his shirt. It wasn't true that he was entirely lazy: he spent hours in the gym nearly every day and the results were impressive. But Daisy remained seated with her arms crossed. She glanced briefly at his firm six pack, muscular pecs and broad shoulders, then gestured for him to continue.

Next, Jason removed his shoes, socks, and jeans, and his excitement was hardly contained by his tight boxers. Thoughts were running through his head about what this was all leading to. Was this quiet nerd a virgin? He imagined bending her over the desk and making her moan with delight. Or was she secretly a freak in the sheets? Maybe she loved giving head, and in a minute she'd get on her knees and suck him dry.

But Daisy had other ideas.

"Go on," she said, waiting for him to remove the final item of clothing.

Still full of confidence, Jason pulled his boxers down. His hard cock sprung free and Daisy just looked at it with a raised eyebrow.

"Is that it?" she asked.

"Sorry?"

"You don't need to be sorry. I just thought that with all your bravado you'd be packing something more...impressive."

"Hey, plenty of girls have enjoyed it. I've had no complaints."

Jason never liked to admit that his cock was, in truth, smaller than average. And until now, no one had made him feel so inadequate. But standing there in the dingy study room, completely naked and exposed to the scrutinising gaze of the clothed girl in front of him, he suddenly felt his confidence shrinking away along with the vigour of his erection.

Daisy only rolled her eyes and crossed one leg over the other.

"You really are impressed with yourself," she said. "Tell me, do you remember Beth Cooper?"

Jason recalled the name, vaguely able to picture the busty brunette he had fucked a couple of weeks ago. He remembered the way she moaned as he made her cum during missionary, while his hands fondled her wobbling tits.

"I do," he said. "She was practically squirting. You should have heard her. She must've cum like five times!"

"Beth's my friend," Daisy answered curtly. "She told me about you. And no, she didn't cum five times. She didn't even cum once. In fact, she couldn't wait for you to finish so that she could use her vibrator on herself."

"That can't be right," Jason muttered, wondering how he could possibly have misremembered. "Just ask any of the other girls."

"Like Edie Yates?"

"Who?"

"Blonde, great perky tits, fucked you in the night club last week? Remember?"

"I was pretty drunk..."

"Nevertheless, you were rock hard and she was kind enough to let you have sex with her. Do you know what she did when you were finished?"

"No..." Jason remembered his orgasm well as she rode him in a toilet cubicle. She had then disappeared off, never to be seen again, while he recovered.

"She went and hooked up with another guy who could actually satisfy her. She had three orgasms that night, none were with you."

"That's..."

"That's the truth." Daisy stood up while Jason's cock drooped. "You think you're some big hotshot, but you're not. You only get laid because you're the captain of the football team and, yes, you've got muscles. But that thing between your legs, it's cute at best. It's not impressive. From the sound of things, I'm wondering if you've given any woman pleasure with it."

Jason was silent. His cock was completely soft. Even though he stood over a foot taller than Daisy, he had never felt so small.

"Why aren't you hard anymore?" she asked, sitting on the desk right in front of him.

"I don't know..."

"Didn't you want to fuck me? Isn't that what you thought would happen?"

"Maybe..."

"Look at me, Jason. If you're so sure of your abilities, get hard for me. Now."

The jock looked at her, unsure. She had to repeat her instructions to make him start stroking. In his embarrassed and belittled circumstances, it began unsuccessfully with his soft cock refusing to come back to life. So he closed his eyes, trying to picture a hot girl naked, kissing him and rubbing her tits together and begging for him to fuck her.

"No," Daisy interrupted. "I said to look at me. You're doing this for me. If you can't even get hard, then you're even more pathetic than I thought."

Jason stared into her eyes as he furiously beat himself off. He imagined her lips around his cock, her cheeks bulging as she deepthroated him. Through sheer perseverance, his cock stirred back to life. And once it became more firm in his hand, it only became more pleasurable to stroke. Within moments, it was completely hard.

"That's more like it," Daisy said, amused by the strained look on his face and his heavy breathing. "Keep stroking. Go on. Does that feel good?"

"Yes," Jason panted, now enjoying the feeling.

"Good. Speed up then. Show me how well you can masturbate."

Daisy shifted on the desk and bit her lip, enjoying herself more than she had expected. Jason's hand was almost a blur and he gave himself over to the pleasure. His muscles bulged and clenched as he stroked faster and faster over the length of his shaft.

"Fuuuck," he moaned, feeling the heat of orgasm rising within him.

"Are you about to cum?"

"Mmm." Jason nodded, readying himself to shoot his load over Daisy's legs that hung over the side of the desk just below his cock.

"Then stop!" She almost yelled. "Stop!"

Jason wasn't prepared for that instruction, and he might have kept going until completion if she hadn't slapped his hand away from his pulsating cock.

"When I give you an order, you have to obey immediately," she said, suddenly smacking his balls to help make her point.

The jock groaned and keeled over as the frustration of the edge was met with a pain that shot through his stomach.

"What do you say?" Daisy asked.

"Sorry..." Jason tried to recover himself but he was struck again and he winced.

"Louder, bitch. And you can refer to me as 'miss' from now on."

"Yes, miss. Sorry, miss."

"Good. Get on your knees and put your hands behind your back."

Jason had learnt his lesson and immediately did as he was told. His cock had lost some of its hardness due to the slaps, but a glisten of precum was nevertheless visible on the tip.

"Excellent." Daisy hopped off the desk."Now, wait there."

She went back around to her notebook, tore out a page and wrote something down. Then she picked up Jason's boxers from the pile of his clothes and stuffed it in her bag.

"You don't need these," she said, smirking, before packing away the rest of her things. Finally, she passed the note over.

"That's my address. Come over this afternoon, at two, for the rest of our study session. You know I'll have to report you if you don't. Understood?"

"Yes..."

"Yes what?"

"Yes, miss."

"Good. And you're to remain kneeling for ten minutes after I leave. In that time, you will reflect on what has happened here today, what mistakes you have made in the past, and how you can make amends by submitting to me. Understood?"

"Yes, miss."

"Good. Then I'll see you later, my little bitch. And, I hope this goes without saying, but you will not cum or even touch your cock without my permission."

"Okay, miss."

"Perfect. So long, bitch!"

Daisy swung her foot under to give a light tap on his balls before exiting the room. The dull pain served as a reminder of her dominance over Jason, who remained on his knees as she had asked. He knew he could have disobeyed her. He could have stood up before the time was up. She wouldn't have known. He even thought about jerking off just to spite her. But there was a part of him that knew he shouldn't, couldn't, go against her word. He even enjoyed his session with her, even if he wouldn't admit to himself. And as he remained on his knees for the full ten minutes, his cock grew hard and throbbed as he imagined what she might do to him later that day.

*****

Jason's cock rubbed uncomfortably against the rough fabric of his jeans as he dashed across campus to fit in some lunch before seeing Daisy again. The friction encouraged his cock to swell, making matters even more frustrating for him.

He gobbled down some food then set off for the address Daisy had written down. She hadn't given him much time, especially as the location was quite a walk away from the college. Jason soon realised he had misjudged the distance and began to run when he saw he had only ten minutes to make it in time.

When he reached her address, an apartment in a modernised redbrick, he was buzzed in. Even with his athleticism, he was out of breath and grateful for the elevator ride up.

The clock in the hall struck two just as he jogged up the correct door and knocked.

"Come in," Daisy greeted, wearing the same as she had before. Her cardigan draped loosely down her body and her eye glittered attractively behind her glasses.

"Thank you, miss."

The geeky girl's apartment was tastefully furnished in a way that made the high-ceilinged space feel warm and homely.

"Wow," Jason said, still breathing heavily. "How did you afford this?"

"Academic scholarship. I was chosen as your tutor for a reason. Come on."

Daisy closed the door and led her guest over to a couch, where she sat down and ordered him to stand in front of her.

"Go and get undressed," she said. "You won't need your clothes."

Jason wasn't surprised by the command after their previous session, so he didn't delay in stripping naked for her.

"I see you're already excited," Daisy commented as he took off his boxers. "What exactly are you expecting might happen?"

"I don't know, miss," Jason answered truthfully, although he was hard from the hope of her touching him.

"Well I'm not letting you stroke again. I don't trust you after you nearly came last time."

The girl pulled out a pair of handcuffs that had been hidden behind a cushion, then she stood up and grabbed Jason's wrists. He let her put the cold metal securely around him and cuff his hands behind his back with a satisfying click. His cock only grew harder from the excitement.

"Do you want me to stroke you?" Daisy whispered in his ear sensually, her hand moving over his firm chest.

"Yes, miss." Jason's cock throbbed.

"Do you want me to suck you, to make you cum down my throat?" Her fingers glided over his abs and down to his thighs, avoiding the fiercely hot appendage desperate to be touched.

"Please, miss."

"No." A quick slap to his balls made the jock grimace and Daisy laughed. "You're too used to bringing yourself pleasure before considering others. Today, I'm going to change that."

Standing right in front of him, Daisy slipped her cardigan off. Jason expected her blouse to come next, but it didn't. Instead, she began to unbutton her jeans and pull them down, shortly followed by her socks. Her slim legs led up to a pair of attractive red-lace panties that Jason was surprised to see she owned.

"Kneel, bitch," Daisy ordered.

With her short stature, she was thrilled to see him drop down so willingly, his face now level with her waist.

"Have you ever had to use that tongue?" she asked as she pulled her panties down without further delay.

"No, miss," Jason admitted absentmindedly, his focus switching to the perfectly pink and smooth pussy now inches from his face. It looked so alluring and delicate, and already wet with arousal.

"Then it's time for you to learn." Daisy took a short step forward. "Make me cum."

With his hands firmly cuffed behind him, Jason could only use his mouth. Daisy shuffled even closer, almost planting herself on his waiting face. He stuck out his tongue and tasted her, finding it incredibly arousing to be given this chance to give her pleasure. He gently pushed between the pink lips, surprised by how wet had become just from the build-up. His tongue fluttered around, exploring every ripple and fold.

"That's good, slave," Daisy gasped at the stimulation, pleased to see he wasn't completely useless. "Find my clit. Up a bit. Yes. Oh fuck, yes, just there."

Jason leaned his head back to get a better angle as he targeted the spot that she so desired. He knew he had found judging by her response. Her breathing quickened and she began running her fingers through his hair.

"Keep going," she moaned. "Good slave. Oh god, keep going."

She held the back of his head, pulling him closer. His nose was pressed against her abdomen while his tongue worked harder. And the closer he felt her getting towards climax, the harder his cock pulsed and ached beneath her dripping pussy.

"Mmm mmm."

Daisy's legs were beginning to shake. She found herself almost unable to stand, propping herself up on her obedient servant.

"Just like that." Her voice was almost a whisper. "Don't fucking stop, slave. I'm...I'm...mmmmm."

Jason was held more firmly against her, his tongue still working hard. He was almost unable to breathe as her thighs clenched and squeezed around him. Daisy's orgasm shuddered through her body in explosions of pleasure. Her eyes were screwed shut and her mouth agape. Every little movement of Jason's tongue against her clit sent shots of pleasure rushing deep inside her, until she almost had too much and collapsed back onto the couch, feeling as if all energy had been expelled with her climax.

"Oh my god," she panted, feeling incredibly warm despite only being in her blouse. "Well done, slave."

"Thank you, miss." Jason's mouth was covered in saliva and her juices. But his cock was also leaking. A bead of precum dangled from the tip. He hadn't realised how turned on he had become.

"Fuck," Daisy grinned once she noticed his situation. "Looks like you enjoyed it too. I knew you'd appreciate me teaching you something new, and you were a natural."

She stood up again, examining her wet-mouthed, horny slave.

"To tell you the truth," she said, "I didn't think you'd do so well. I was expecting to need my fingers to finish myself off, and I could have spanked you as punishment. But...what do you say about getting a treat? I'm not a completely cruel mistress. I know even a little bitch like you deserves something nice when they've performed so well."

Jason nodded eagerly, his mind running wild with thoughts of what his reward could entail. "Yes please, miss."

"Stand up and come over here then."

Jason followed her over to a wooden support beam in the centre of the room. It was part of the original structure of the building, running floor to ceiling, and Daisy considered it one of the apartment's most useful features. She briefly unlocked her slave's cuffs, only to secure them again around the beam. Now that he was standing naked, his hands cuffed behind him, Jason's back was pressed against the hard wood and he couldn't move from his position. His cock, meanwhile, was still standing to attention and Daisy eyed it up with intrigue.

"You men really do think with your cocks, don't you. You don't care that you're bound and helpless and entirely at my mercy, all you want right now is for me to touch it. Isn't that right?"

"Yes, miss." Jason nodded, watching her circle him with a hand trailing over his bare skin.

"If you were free right now, out of your cuffs, what would you do?" Daisy stopped in front of him, her hand grazing over his patch of trimmed pubic hair before retreating as his cock bobbed helplessly.

"I'd fuck you, miss," Jason replied, drawn in by her allure. He looked down at her legs and her pink pussy, now covered slightly by the front of her blouse that fell loosely over her body. She began to unbutton it from the bottom, slow and teasingly.

"Is that so?" she said, exposing her navel as she started to pull the blouse open. "With that little thing of yours?"

"Yes, miss. I want to fuck you so bad."

Daisy grinned and shook her head. "That's not what you're here for, bitch. I don't want to fuck you, and you certainly don't get what you want. Haven't you learnt that already? No, you're here to do what I say, and to endure whatever happens, so you will stand there and stop thinking that you have any say in the matter."

Jason's disappointment at being shut down was suppressed as soon as Daisy finished unbuttoning her blouse, stripped it off, and showed him her amazing breasts.

Despite her petite frame, they were big and perky and didn't drop an inch. Jason never would have imagined she had such a great body under her relatively plain and conservative clothes.

She stood before him, completely naked apart from her glasses, and smiled at his dumbstruck face. Then with one hand she reached out and wrapped her fingers around his hard cock, completely enveloping it.

"Fuck," he sighed, thrilled at finally being touched.

"When you met me, did you think I was a novice? Some random virgin geek girl assigned to tutor you?"

Daisy stroked slowly over the length of his shaft and stepped closer so she could speak softly into his ear.

"I know you judge everyone at face value. So would you be surprised to hear how much fun I have on a night out? How many guys and girls do you think I've spent a night with? I have such a good fucking time. I make sure everyone enjoys themselves and you wouldn't believe how many times I make them cum. Then, if we all had a great time, we arrange to do it again. And that's why you don't impress me. That's why I don't want to fuck you. You treated girls like crap and even now you were expecting to bend me over and fuck me like I'm in awe of you and your puny cock."

She took her hand away and stepped back.

"I know you try to convince yourself otherwise, so let me show you what I mean."

Daisy walked back over to the pile of Jason's clothes. She rummaged through and pulled out his phone from the pocket of his jeans.

"Remember how I'm friends with Beth Cooper?" she asked as she returned to Jason, who nodded slowly. "Because she told me you wrote a note on your phone after your time together. You were drunk so you didn't even hide it from her. So shall we take a look?"

"Miss, please don't," Jason panicked, knowing how incriminating his records were.

"Are you already regretting what you did?"

"Yes, miss."

"Well, let's reinforce that regret. You're not going to get off lightly. You need to reflect back on your past self. And while you do, I don't want to hear you whining."

Daisy went back to grab her panties off the floor then she came over to Jason and shoved them in his mouth.

"Hold these for me," she said. "That's a good slave."

"Mmm." Jason could taste her wetness where it had soaked into her underwear. He could have tried to push the gag out with his tongue but he knew not to displease his mistress.

"Ah, found it." Daisy's face lit up as she scrolled through his phone, scanning over his history of sexual encounters. "You really ought to lock your phone, slave."

"Mmm," Jason moaned as she began to slowly stroke him again with one hand while scrolling down the notes on the screen with her other.

"Let's see. One from this morning? You don't even know her name and yet you fucked her and rated her like a piece of meat. So this Stacy or Kasey, you met her at a bar last night and went back to her place. Did you even say goodbye?"

Jason shook his head. With his cock in Daisy's deftly stroking hand, the events of last night and that morning felt like a lifetime ago. A little over twelve hours ago, he had been fucking that athletic blonde and cumming inside her. And now he was handcuffed, entirely at the mercy of this kinky, dominant nerd.

"You really are a bitch." Daisy stopped stroking only to spank his balls hard, before returning to pleasure his cock. "And you only marked her down from a ten because she didn't want to suck your little cock? How pathetic. Why would you think you deserved that anyway? If she had ever agreed to do that, it would have only been out of pity."

"Mmmmpphh." Jason struggled as he drew close to the edge of climax, but Daisy let go before he could reach it.

"Calm down, slave," she commanded. "Don't even think about cumming.

Once she was satisfied that he wouldn't accidentally go over the edge, she continued stroking with a light grip that drove him wild as she read out the next entry.

"Amber. Redhead. Cute. Sat next to me in lecture. Said she had a crush on me all semester. Went to hers. Got her to go down on me. Okay technique. Didn't swallow. Small tits. 5/10. Told her I didn't feel a connection."

Jason grunted as he reached the edge and Daisy immediately stifled his pleasure with a hard slap to his balls.

"You absolute pig," she said, appalled. "She had a crush on you and was willing to give you a blowjob so you just used her like that?"

"Mmmph." Jason squirmed as he received another slap.

"What's next?" Daisy kept stroking his leaking cock. "Britney. Big ass. Let me do anal. Really tight, really nice. She wanted me to make her cum but I had already finished. Went home instead of hearing her complain. 6/10."

Again, Jason was brought to the edge then struck on his exposed balls while his cock dripped precum.

"You're such a selfish bitch," Daisy remarked. "How many more have you got recorded? I want you to remember each one. Not the pleasure, not the thrill, but how horribly you treated these girls. Embrace that pain in your balls, slave, because it's their pain, their revenge."

Daisy kept reading through the notes, repeating her routine each time. She would bring him to the edge, which didn't take long with the horny, leaking state he was in, and then she would hit his balls however many times she deemed fit. By the time she had reached the end, the pain in Jason's abdomen was dull but fierce. But he was also harder than he had ever been before.

"Do you think you've learnt your lesson yet, bitch?" Daisy asked, rubbing the precum into his sensitive head.

"Mmm," Jason nodded, feeling defeated. Having his notes read out like that had been like a revelation, making him realise all the times he had mistreated these girls. But even as the memory of each encounter swirled around his head, his main attention was nevertheless focused on his incomparable need to cum.

"I know you could be lying," Daisy admitted, stroking again more firmly. "But I'll have to trust you for now. Besides, we'll have plenty of other sessions together to really test how much you've changed. For now, though, did you still want that treat I promised you?"

"Mmmph!" Jason nodded desperately as his cock throbbed in her soft hand.

"Okay then, slave. I'll let you cum." Daisy laughed as his face lit up with excitement and she sped up.

Jason stared at her wonderful, naked body as he felt the pressure rising in his cock. It pulsed angrily and seemed to beg for the release that seemed so close now. Daisy's simple grip just felt so good over his sensitive shaft and his legs began to tremble as every little sensation became centred around his cock. His hands clenched, straining against the cuffs. He almost felt as if he could break out of them. But he was too consumed by pleasure to try as he experienced the first wave begin to burst out.

"Enjoy what you can, bitch," Daisy said, suddenly releasing his cock.

"MMMMPPPHHH!!!"

Jason yelled through the gag as his cum poured out in a ruined orgasm. Each shot that should have been filled with so much pleasure was instead a pure, frustrating agony. And as she watched his cock twitching helplessly, Daisy slapped his balls over and over again, making each throb send a rush of pain through his stomach.

His cum continued to flow, dribbling out of the tip and down as a hot, white, sticky mess onto the floor between his feet. Only when it had stopped and the last of it dripped out did Daisy relent with her punishing blows, taking her hand away from his balls as they and his cock seemed to shrink from the abuse.

"Your reward was being able to cum," she said, looking at the mess he had made with a smug smile. "I didn't say it would feel good, and it's more than you deserve anyway. But I will tell you, slave, that you will come to appreciate this release, even if it doesn't feel so great now. Because I do have another little gift for you."

Jason no longer had any excitement about what she could be offering, even as she disappeared momentarily to another room. He was completely spent, drained of energy and cum. Any pleasure or satisfaction he had hoped for from his orgasm had been ruined, replaced by frustration and a dull throb emanating from his balls. And with all the arousal gone from his body, he was no longer curious about staying around for the hope of having more fun with Daisy.

Until she returned, barely able to contain a grin.

"I'm not satisfied that you've become a better person," she said, coming up to him with her hands behind her back. "If there is a real chance that you might learn some things from me, then I need complete control over you. So, now that your cock is nice and soft, I can put this on."

She revealed a chastity device and Jason eyed it with both panic and intrigue. It was pink and plastic and he didn't struggle as she slipped the base ring over his balls then stuffed his cock into the short tube.

"Oh that suits you so well," she said as she clicked the small padlock in place. "Don't you think?"

Jason nodded slowly, not really sure what to make of it.

"I'm going to release you in a moment," Daisy said as she bent over to wipe up the puddle of cum with a tissue. "And you're going to be a good chastity slave for me. You're not going fuck anyone, you're not going masturbate. You're just going to learn to enjoy having your little cock locked up where it belongs. Then, if you're lucky, I might even let you out when you see me next week."

Jason had almost forgotten that, despite everything else that had happened, Daisy was still meant to be tutoring him on a regular basis.

"And don't worry," she said, finally unlocking his handcuffs and letting him free. "I promise I'll actually teach you some math next time.


Receiving a Femdom Education: Feminizing a Jock

Jason stared at the formulas written on the notebook in front of him, tapping his pen rhythmically as he tried to focus on working out the answer. It was made all the more difficult by the hand of his personal tutor, Daisy, which trailed over his naked body and relentlessly teased between his legs, where a pink chastity cage confined the strength of his arousal.

"Any ideas?" the girl asked, pretending to give full attention to the question despite her wandering hand.

"No, it's too hard."

Daisy smirked as she rubbed the solid plastic of the chastity device. It had been a week since she had turned Jason, an irresponsible, selfish jock, into her obedient submissive. After that first day together, where she had handcuffed him, given him plenty of pain, then allowed him a horribly ruined orgasm, she had still been surprised to see him turn up at her apartment a week later just as she requested. Maybe it was just the need to be unlocked, but Daisy hoped that his obedience was a result of a more primal desire to serve her and to let go of his immature, boyish bravado.

"I don't care," she said, standing up. "You know this one."

Much to his surprise, Jason's study session with Daisy had actually been just that, a study session. Despite being stripped naked and teased by her, he had spent the last hour being taught math and actually understanding more than he ever would have expected. Because, while Daisy was an extremely sexy and, of course, dominant nerd, with an incredible body under her otherwise modest plaid skirt and wool sweater, she was also incredibly intelligent and a great teacher who knew exactly how to motivate her student.

"Do you need more encouragement?" she asked, pulling her skirt up slightly, just to the top of her white thigh-high stockings.

"Yes, miss." Jason looked distractedly at the glimpse of skin.

"Then solve those final formulas. I'll take something off for each one you do."

Daisy grinned, amused to see his focus switch immediately back to the series of numbers and letters scrawled out before him. Spurred into action by her promise, Jason figured out the first answer.

"36?"

Daisy, who had carefully prepared her lesson plan, knew the correct answers off the top of her head. "That's right, slave. Well done."

Without hesitation she pulled her sweater over the top of her head, careful not to knock her thick-rimmed glasses that were almost a permanent feature of her appearance.

Jason's cock had been straining in its cage, and the glimpse of her bra only increased the discomfort before Daisy lowered back down the t-shirt she had on underneath the sweater. The last week had been difficult for him to get used to living in chastity. Any stray erection, which was frequent, would cause discomfort. It was never painful, but it served as a reminder that he no longer controlled his own pleasure. And the frustration of being unable to stroke, unable to try and relieve the pressure, had only grown with each passing day.

Now Daisy stood there waiting as he tried to decipher the next formula.

"Next one," she said, making his attention snap back to the page.

With a couple of minutes of hard concentration, during which Daisy played absentmindedly with her long hair, Jason eventually stumbled upon the answer.

"7?"

Daisy rolled her eyes theatrically. "I suppose you want me to get cold?" She then stripped her T-shirt off and Jason stared at the white lacy bra that pushed up her amazing breasts. He realised that she must have planned all of this.

"Wow," he said, his erection trying once again to break free.

"Quit staring, bitch, there's still another question to do."

Despite the distracting sight of her, Jason forced himself to look back at the final question. In the corner of his vision Daisy strutted back and forth impatiently. She then leaned forward over the desk to observe his efforts, bringing her impressive cleavage into full view.

"That's not right," she said, tapping at his scribbled attempts to solve the formula. "Close, though. Keep going."

With her encouragement, it wasn't long before Jason put his pen down victoriously.

"112?"

"Well done, slave!"

Daisy stepped back, reached behind her, and unclasped her skirt. It dropped to the floor, she kicked it away, and then she stood there, showing off the lace panties that matched her bra and stockings.

"Like what you see, slave?"

"Yes, miss," Jason replied, almost drooling at the sight of her.

"Come here then. Crawl, slave."

Jason got onto his hands and knees and crawled over to her, coming to a rest at her feet.

"I've spent a lot of time thinking about you, my little bitch, and what I should do with you. It's difficult for me to know what teaching methods work best, but I think I've decided something. So, answer me truthfully, before you met me you enjoyed sleeping around, didn't you?"

"Yes, miss."

"And you loved bragging to your friends about it?"

"Yes, miss."

"But do you know what a girl would be called if she did that? If she hooked up with a new guy every week, if she fucked them for her own pleasure then slipped away without saying goodbye?"

"No, miss."

"Don't lie. You do know. She'd be called a slut. And really, that's what you are. You're a slut. And so I'm going to help you embrace your slutiness."

"What do you mean?" Jason suddenly became fearful.

"Oh don't you worry, you're about to find out. See, I've recently discovered that role playing is an excellent educational tool, particularly for teaching empathy. Wait here and I'll show you."

When Daisy went off to her bedroom, Jason never would have expected her to return with a whole armful of items: an entire set of red lingerie, a dress, shoes, and a complete makeup kit.

"You are going to become my little slut," Daisy said gleefully as she laid everything out on the desk. "So stand up, let me get a good look at you."

Cautiously, Jason did as he was told. His eyes were fixed on the bundle of items as he wondered what his mistress had planned next.

"I had to guess your size," she said as she approached him with the lingerie in hand. "So I hope these fit. You do want to be my slut, don't you?"

"Yes, miss." Jason was intrigued. He had learnt to be comfortable serving Daisy, but this was new territory for him. If it made her happy, though, then he wanted to play along.

"Good. Then let's try this out for size."

She first helped him into the bra. It had been a struggle to find one that would be big enough for his broad shoulders and muscular chest, so she was ecstatic to see it fit perfectly. The cups were already stuffed with soft padding so he was given quite a bust.

Next, Jason put the panties on himself. They rode up between his ass cheeks and hardly covered his pink cage, which threatened to slip out without much warning.

And finally Daisy gave him red stockings and suspenders to complete the set, so that once they were on he was almost matching what she wore, besides from the colours.

"Oh you look wonderful," Daisy said, amused at his visible embarrassment. "But there's still more to do!"

Jason was just getting used to the weight of his padded bra; the faux breasts protruded from his chest to such an extent that they were permanently visible in the bottom borders of his vision. When Daisy brought over a small black dress, he struggled to put it on over his considerable bust. But with her help he just about managed, feeling the material stretching to its limit.

The hem rode high up his thighs and the thin straps did a bad job covering his red bra. He thought he looked ridiculous, but Daisy was pleased.

"Don't be shy," she said, smoothing out the wrinkles of his dress. "Wouldn't you want to try to sleep with a woman if she wore something like this?"

"I suppose, miss," Jason admitted.

"Exactly. And that's why you'll be a perfect slut looking like this. Because you know, deep down, that you love all the attention you get from looking fucking hot."

Jason nodded in quiet agreement. While his cock had grown soft from the initial embarrassment it was now straining in its cage. There was something about this that excited him, having Daisy dress him up like a doll, although he winced at what she had planned next.

"Put these on then sit down, slut," she said, pulling up a chair next to the desk. "I need to make you look even prettier. And I don't want you struggling."

Jason slipped on the heels that she handed over. It must have been a challenge to find a pair big enough, because they fit well. That didn't mean they were easy for him to walk in, however. The stiletto heels were at least four inches high and he was grateful it took only a couple of uncertain steps to get back over to the desk.

When seated, Jason's dress rode up all the way to the top of his thighs, revealing the red panties that were tight from the bulge of his chastity device.

"A good slut knows how to apply her own makeup," Daisy said as she arranged the various cosmetics. "But you can learn that another day. Right now I'm going to show you exactly how you should look. Hold still now."

Jason gripped the arms of the chair as if he was preparing to be subjected to some kind of torture. But it was with great care that Daisy began to apply the makeup. Every touch was delicate against his skin as she put a layer of foundation on his face. Then, like an artist at work, she drew on eyeliner and used a brush for mascara. She examined her tapestry with an eagle eye, touching up here and there and making sure the colour palette was perfect. Eye shadow and a deep red lipstick tied it all together, and by the time she was done her subject felt as if he had been given some sort of spa treatment. He felt so relaxed and his face felt nicely pampered.

"Wait here, slut," Daisy ordered, a satisfied glint in her eye.

She hurried off then came back with a wig, putting it on him before he could complain.

"This will make you look so glamorous!"

The feminised jock accepted the wavy blonde hair, having had no idea that Daisy owned something like this. It brushed softly over his shoulders and easily fell in curtains over his eyes.

"Stand up, slut, let me get a good look at you."

Jason got back onto his unstable feet. He worried that the heels could snap at any minute, but they were reinforced and strong enough for his weight.

"Excellent," Daisy marvelled. "Want to see for yourself? Follow me."

She didn't give him any help as she went over to the large freestanding mirror kept in the corner of the room. Her slave was just made to follow with small, tottering steps. Not only was he cautious about the shoes, but the tight dress prevented any large stride to be taken as he came to a stop to examine his reflection.

He now towered over Daisy even more than before, but he had never felt more belittled. She had changed him into someone almost unrecognisable, although the image was oddly alluring. He had worried that the makeup would look garish, but instead it had been applied perfectly to shape his face and soften his features. His lips were large and red. His eyes were deep and sultry. And his harsh jawline had been made to look feminine due to Daisy's magic touch.

"Don't you look perfect?" She admired him like an artist would a masterpiece. "My little sissy slut, all dressed up just as you should be. I bet you're ready to have some really fun now, right?"

"Yes, miss," Jason nodded slowly, hardly able to take his eyes off his reflection but at once intrigued by what she meant.

"Well, before sissy sluts are allowed out for a night of fun, they have to deserve it first. Do you know how?"

"No, miss."

"My sissy slut needs to earn a good time by helping with some chores. For starters, there's a heap of dishes to wash up. I'm not expected to do all that, am I?"

"No, miss." Jason, despite his inhibitions, felt compelled to follow along with her roleplaying.

"Then go on then, slut. Get cleaning!"

He walked over to the kitchen, finding a bit more confidence in his stride, and reluctantly got to work. He filled the sink with warm, soapy water, and went through the pile of plates, pans, and glasses left on the side, a curiously large amount for a single person.

Meanwhile Daisy padded around the apartment in only her lingerie, setting out the next stage of her plan. Once finished, she went to check on Jason's progress.

"Are you done yet, slut?" She spanked his ass hard, not able to resist how perky it looked under the taut dress. "This is what good slutty girls are meant for, don't you agree? They bend over in bed to get fucked and they bend over to do the chores so the man of the house doesn't have to. And okay, I may not be the man of the house per se, but I am your domme and you will do what I say. So hurry up, bitch, I know you're going to enjoy what I have planned."

Only once Jason had finished drying everything was he allowed to rest, but only for a moment. Daisy then had him follow her to the bathroom, where she made him take his shoes off and stand in the shower cubicle.

"Lift your hands up, slut," she commanded, retrieving a pair of handcuffs and pulling the white curtain all the way to the side. "I don't want to even risk your temptation overwhelming you."

She locked his wrists together above his head, with the chain looped over the shower rail so that he couldn't move far from the spot.

"You're already dressed and made up for a night out," she said, "but we need to sort out what's going on down here. All that hair on your legs, frankly, it's gross. And good sluts ought to be shaved completely smooth."

Jason looked with panic as Daisy filled the nearby sink with warm water and brandished a razor, looking at him with a smirk on her face.

"Let's remove these, shall we," she said, taking first his shoes off and then the stockings. "And now hold still."

Taking great care, Daisy got to work shaving every square inch of his legs from top of the thighs and down to the ankles. She had a lot of practice on herself, so she found it even easier to do it on someone else.

Jason remained statuesque, bracing himself for a slight knick or rough friction. But it never came. Daisy was too skilled and patient to make a mistake. And while the slave's legs tingled slightly after, there was no discomfort. Instead, he looked down and hardly recognised the long, smooth pair of limbs below him.

"We're not done yet, slut." Daisy rinsed the razor but only so it was ready for more. "Your legs need to be smooth if you want to attract anyone, but once you're home alone with them there's only one little bit of you that they care about."

She pulled down his panties and examined his cage.

"And I need full access for the next few minutes, so do behave, slut."

Next, she opened her bathroom cabinet where she had seemingly kept the key to the chastity device for this very moment, and with a little twist she had it unlocked.

For a week, Jason had been safely secured inside the small pink cage, and now, as Daisy released him, the humiliation he was suffering prevented the slightest swelling, much to his surprise. But as his mistress began to shave his pubic hair, having to firmly hold his cock and balls, the sensation of finally being touched caused an unpreventable rush of blood to fill his freed shaft.

Daisy just tutted as she kept working the blade around his crotch and over his balls, enjoying the removal of his manhood with every cut hair. She knew she wanted to do more, to make him completely hairless from the neck down, but decided that could be left for a later date. There was too much already planned that had her excited, even if she wasn't going to reveal it to her sub.

She stroked a finger over the smooth skin around the base of his cock, enjoying the result of her handiwork. Jason was enjoying it too, and his cock swelled even bigger.

"Oh no, slut, what's this?" Daisy remarked, playful but stern. "No no no, if you're to be my slut then you only need a little sissy clit. So it's time to get back in the cage, now."

Jason hadn't expected to be let only for only those few minutes, and now that his cock had tasted freedom it seemed to throb harder in defiance.

"Get soft," Daisy ordered, slapping his balls. "I mean it, slut. You're so tiny you don't deserve to be free. You only deserve to be locked up, so accept it."

She spanked his ass, making him grunt.

"I'm sorry, miss," he said. "I can't help it."

"It's your body." She spanked him twice more. "Control yourself, slut."

She turned his cheeks a bright red before turning to his nipples, pulling and twisting until he was straining in his cuffs. Finally, as a result of the torture and humiliation, Jason's erection began to subside. Daisy noticed and took the opportunity to fit the cage back on before he could recover. She clicked the padlock in place and gave him one final tap on the balls.

"Ready to behave now?" she asked.

"Yes, miss," Jason answered, defeated.

"Then let's put these back on you."

She helped him back into the stockings and heels then finally unlocked his cuffs.

"Now follow me, slut, time to have some fun."

Trying to ignore the discomfort of his cock stuffed back inside the cage, Jason followed Daisy out of the bathroom, hardly managing to keep up in his heels. She told him to wait by the couch and close his eyes as she hurried off to her bedroom. He waited patiently, feeling out of sorts in his dress and makeup but also exhilarated about what she had planned. He heard her return and step closer towards him.

"Are you ready to prove how good a slut you really are?"

"Yes, miss."

"Then kneel and open your eyes."

Jason got to his knees and first saw neither Daisy's stocking or her pristine white panties, but instead the flesh-coloured dildo pointing right at his face. It was attached to a simple harness around her hips and it bounced gently as she took another step forward, letting it hang an inch from his mouth.

"Be a good slut," she said, "and suck this cock. Show me what you're good for."

Jason wasn't given any chance to question the command. Daisy thrust forward and slid the dildo between his parted lips.

It was rubbery, with a strange taste, and it seemed to fill his mouth quite quickly even though he could see there was plenty of the eight inches still outside. It was modelled to look realistic, and he could feel the bumps of the head and the veins along the shaft as he began to suck, humiliated but obedient.

"Careful, slut. Less teeth."

"Mmmph."

Jason tried to make sure it was only his lips and tongue doing most of the work. He bobbed his head back and forth while Daisy stood looking down at him, like she was a beautiful goddess in her exotic lingerie and he was her servant at her feet.

"Go on, slut. I thought you'd be good a sucking cock."

Jason, strangely, thought the same. He had had plenty of experience receiving blowjobs, and now his competitive side was pushing him to prove his own talent. Even if he hadn't given one before, he knew what felt good. He ran his tongue more firmly over the head. He pushed the hair of the wig out of his eyes and took the cock deeper, almost gagging on it. And he sucked harder, making Daisy moan with exaggerated delight.

"Mmmm." She held onto his head. "That's so good, slut. Just like that. Fuck yes. Keep going."

Red lipstick was smeared along the length of the shaft as Jason slobbered all over it. Strings of saliva dribbled down his chin but he didn't care. The moans from Daisy encouraged him to keep going. They even had his cock straining in its cage, and the more he continued to suck the more aroused he became.

"Yeah that's it," Daisy gasped, surprised by his enthusiasm. "Mmm. Get it all wet, you'll appreciate it later. Mmm, fuck. Yes. Deeper. Take it all in, slut."

She put a hand on the back of his head and pushed in further, making his cheeks bulge as he deepthroated the dildo.

Jason braced himself as she began fucking his face. He put his hand on the floor to keep balance as he was shaken by the force of Daisy's thrusts. His dress began to ride all the way up to his waist, revealing his ass and panties. The padded bra also threatened to pop out and his eyes began to water before Daisy finally relented, pulling the dripping dildo out of his mouth.

"You're such a good slut," she laughed. "If only you could see yourself now. You're a mess, as you should be. But do you want to fuck now, slut?"

"Yes please, miss."

Jason's cock was throbbing dully in the pink cage. He knew he must have looked in a state but he didn't care. His lipstick was smeared. His mascara was running. The straps of his dress were falling off his shoulders and his bra was almost on show. But he felt hornier than he had ever been before and he wanted more.

"Then get on your hands and knees," Daisy ordered. "That's it, just like the slut you are. Ready to feel a big hard cock inside you?"

As she stepped around and knelt behind him, Jason suddenly realised what she was going to do. She pulled down his panties and made sure the skirt of his dress wouldn't fall down.  The tip of the dildo pressed between his butt cheeks and he shivered with excitement.

"Yes, please fuck me, miss," he begged on, feeling her hands hold his hips as she pushed forward.

"Fuck," Daisy moaned. "Your little sissy hole is so tight."

"Mmmm."

Jason could hardly speak as he felt the cock filling his ass. It was firm and seemed impossibly large, and while it felt as if it was stretching his hole it wasn't painful or even unpleasant. It was a new sensation but it made him tremble with pleasure.

"Mmmm," he grunted as it slowly slid in further, lubricated by his saliva.

"Yeah you like that, slut?" Daisy grinned as she finally buried the dildo completely, holding it there while his ass clenched around it, almost trying to pull it in deeper.

"Yes, miss." Jason squirmed as the entire eight inches remained planted inside him.

"Good. I knew you'd enjoy it. Now take it faster, slut."

Daisy held on firmly to his waist as she began to fuck him properly, sliding the dildo out and then in again, using almost the entire length with each and every thrust.

Jason was in no position to resist, and he knew deep down he didn't want to. His body was pushed forward and back as Daisy's thighs slapped hard against his ass. His blonde wig fell like a messy mop over his face, restricting his vision and reducing his world to what his mistress was doing to him. He was grateful for the rug underneath them that provided soft padding for his hands and knees. But it wouldn't have mattered if they were on a hard floor. All the sensations running through him centred in his core. The dildo was stimulating his prostate and causing his cock to bulge desperately in the little pink cage. Every new thrust sent ripples of pleasure through him, making the cage seem even tighter as blood raced down to his stifled erection.

"Mmm, fuck, take it, slut."

Daisy emphasised her words with a hard smack to Jason's ass. It made him grunt and she laughed, doing it again while continuing to fuck him.

"Ooh, yes, you feel so fucking tight. I wish I could fill your ass with my cum."

"Mmmphmm." Jason was speechless. He felt almost ready to burst. He never knew he could get this much pleasure from anal. His arms were trembling and his knees shaking.

"Hold on, slut." Daisy suddenly pulled all the way out, making him groan as he suddenly felt so empty. "Now you're warmed up, we can move to the bedroom. Follow me, quickly now."

She didn't wait for him, and despite Jason's exhaustion he managed to pick himself up and hurry after her, even though his heels felt more unsteady than before.

"Take your dress off and get on the bed," Daisy ordered, standing waiting with the strap-on pointing out menacingly. Even with her amazing body and attractive lingerie, she was a figure that he would never want to mess with.

Jason stripped down to his lacy underwear and lay on the soft sheets, elevating his ass with a pillow under his lower back that Daisy had already put in position. A tapestry hung on the wall above his head and he spread his legs as she kneeled between them, rubbing the dildo up between his cheeks and even up to his bulging cage.

"Would you look at that," she said, fondling the hot pink plastic. "Your little sissy clitty looks so desperate to cum. It's even dripping."

A juicy bead of precum glistened on the exposed tip of his cock. She ran a thumb over it and pulled a long transparent string away to rub it over her dildo.

"Mmm, my slut's so wet, isn't she?" Daisy giggled, coaxing out more precum by fondling his balls and tugging at the cage. "Oh that's it, leak for me, slut."

Jason's pent-up arousal had a near-endless supply of precum glistening at the tip of his caged cock. He watched as Daisy scooped up more to apply to her rubber dildo, only letting a couple of drips escape and drop onto his balls.

Once she thought there was enough coating her fake cock, the dominant geek assumed her position and slipped back into Jason's exposed ass.

"Oh fuck, you're such a little slut," she said. "How does it feel to have your own juices used as lube?"

"So good, miss," Jason gasped as she went fast, not easing in like before.

"Yeah I bet you love it, you love being fucked. First doggy, now missionary, submissive sluts like you are made to be on the bottom. Mmm, yeah, take it harder, bitch. Imagine my big throbbing cock getting ready to blow a fat load inside. You'd love to get creampied, I know you would."

Jason held onto the headboard as he continued to get rammed. With his ass in the air, the angle was allowing Daisy to target his prostate more directly, multiplying his pleasure to new extremes.

And she knew what she was doing. She could see his eyelids flutter and his cock twitching in its cage. She spread his legs wider and held them apart as she fucked harder and faster and made him tremble."

"Oh gaaahhdd," Jason moaned, his cock bouncing uncontrollably as his muscles contracted around the dildo.

"Are you going to cum, slut?" Daisy smirked, watching his whole body shake.

Jason tried to nod or say anything but he was incapable or anything. He was speechless, convulsing as the pleasure increased and the pressure of his chastity device only served to make every twitch push closer to the edge of bliss until it became inevitable.

With Daisy's dildo still sliding in and out, cum erupted from his constrained cock that looked red, angry, and close to bursting out of the cage. It went everywhere: over his chest, down his legs, and even up onto Daisy's stomach. The pressure of the cage made it fly farther and wilder than he had ever before experienced. But where it all landed wasn't his concern. He was too overwhelmed by pleasure from the sissy orgasm to notice or care. Even with the chastity device making it uncomfortable, the pure ecstasy was too great. He enjoyed it too much.

As the dildo slid out of him, he felt completely fulfilled. There was a dull throb and ache in his cock, but he was just glad that it was finally softening after what felt like hours pressed into the pink cage.

"Looks like my little slut's a squirter," Daisy giggled, amazed by what she had been able to accomplish. "What do you say to the person who allowed you to cum, and who made you cum?"

"Thank you, miss," Jason panted, absolutely exhausted. Only now did he feel the cold trickle of cum running over his skin.

"And it's not over yet." Daisy removed her strap-on, tossing it aside, and began scooping up the cum that adorned the two of them. "Good little cum sluts clear up their mess. Go on."

Jason wanted to struggle. In the afterglow of his orgasm, he just wanted to sleep. But having Daisy kneeling over him, having had her fucking him in the ass, he was still in an almost deliriously obedient state. And so, as she put her cum-covered finger between his red lips, he didn't resist. He didn't even grimace. He wanted to be her good slut, he enjoyed being her good slut, and so even tasting his own cum filled him with joy.

"Swallow it all, that's a good girl."

Daisy picked up more and kept feeding him until there was very little left. He had sucked every last drop from her fingers which were now smeared with his crimson lipstick.

"You should really have a shower now," she said, looking at the mess he had made. Any leftover cum was now drying on his skin. "But not yet."

Daisy brought her legs up to straddle Jason's chest then remove her panties. He stared at her pristine pussy, captivated by it.

"After all that, I'm so goddamn horny. Be a good bitch, help me out."

She moved further up and lowered herself, sitting on his face and giving him no option but to eat her out. Throughout their session, she hadn't paid much attention to her own needs. But now, the culmination of her fucking and dominating him had her feeling incredibly aroused, and as Jason immediately found out she was already very wet.

And after everything she had done to him, he wanted to please her. She had made him feel great and now was the chance to return the favour. Her hips grinded against his face and her hands clasped his, their fingers interlocked. With his tongue against her clit, it wasn't long before she was shaking.

Her thighs squeezed against his head and she whimpered with delight. Every lick drove her wild and she was ready to let go. She had taught Jason well and he knew she was about to cum. So he didn't relent. He didn't tire. He just kept licking until she came, feeling as if she too could squirt from the sheer power of the release.

Her body shone with sweat as the heat of orgasm burst out and she moaned, wanting him to know how good it felt to cum without the restrictions of chastity.

"Holy shit," she gasped as a series of minor tremors followed the main event. "Enough, slut. That's enough."

Jason stopped and Daisy scooched back before lying down across his body, her face buried in his neck and her pussy pressed against his hard cage.

"Well done, slut," she said in his ear.

"Thank you, miss."

"We both need a shower, but let me just rest a while. I would call that quite a successful study session, wouldn't you?" Slowly, she sat up again and let her heart rate calm down, looking down at her slut. "Oh, and don't leave before I've given you your homework. There's a lot for you to study before next week."


Dominated by a Fembot


1. Ana

"I've got something to show you," Alicia had texted me earlier, sending with her invitation a rush of blood through my body as my mind raced to picture all possible meanings for her message. Because even if we had been friends for years, way back in college, my crush on her had never wavered. So while I enjoyed every meeting with her, and I was filled with excitement every time she asked to meet up, I knew all too well that I couldn't pursue anything more with her. I could never risk our friendship.

So as I stood outside her door, I tempered my expectations. What was it she wanted to show me? My heartbeat quickened as I heard her voice somewhere from inside the house, and then her footsteps approached.

"Hey!" She greeted me with a smile as the door swung open to reveal her in an attractive green summer dress. "Come on in."

"Thanks, Alicia, how've you been?" I asked, stepping inside and trying not to look at the cleavage of her pert breasts as she gave me a hug.

"Good, thank you. Much better than last week, actually."

"I'm glad to hear it. What's changed?"

"Well, that's why I invited you. Come on, I can't wait for you to meet her!"

I prided myself on being a comforting shoulder to cry on, especially when Alicia went through breakups. Her most recent, only ending two weeks ago, had been the most heartbreaking for her, even if I thought the guy was the biggest jerk I'd ever met. While I may have been happy to see her out of his clutches, as my jealousy had caused me sleepless nights, I was more happy just to see her smile again. And I was fully expecting to see a pet - she had for a long time wanted a dog - when I entered her kitchen.

"Good afternoon," a woman turned from a pile of washing up to welcome me. "How are you?"

"Oh, hello," I said, caught off-guard by her beauty. She wore a striking red dress that looked like it belonged to a supermodel or an actress on the red carpet. It exaggerated a prominent bust and it pronounced the stunning shape of her body. But her face was what struck me. Framed by a golden flow of hair, it looked like it was the sculptor's masterpiece, as was all the rest of her. Her face was elegant and symmetrical, her skin was flawless and her lips were a luscious natural red. Even her eyes were like two sapphires.

"My name's Ana, what's yours?" Her voice was soft and sensual. There was something very calminf about how she didn't rush her speech, like she was picking each word with great care to make herself clear.

"Um, I'm Owen. Are you two friends?" I asked, looking between Ana and Alicia, the latter of whom looked to be struggling to contain a grin.

"Well, are we?" she asked the perfect blonde, whose expression had remained unchanged.

"We can be friends if that is what you would like, Alicia."

"Thank you, Ana, I'd love that."

I anxiously looked at them both, feeling as if I was caught in the middle of a prank. "What's going on?"

"Nothing, Owen," Alicia said with a grin. "Ana, could you make us some coffee?"

"Of course, Alicia. How do you like it?"

"Just black, please. Same for both of us."

"Certainly."

I just watched with absolute confusion as Ana proceeded to make two cups of coffee. Her movements looked a little stiff, but otherwise she seemed entirely at home, finding everything she needed without mistake.

"She'll quickly learn to act more naturally," Alicia told me. "The more interaction she has with people, the more she learns. That's why I thought you should come over now to meet her."

"What are you talking about?" I asked, watching the swish of the red dress and the long slim legs as Ana pottered around.

"Have you really not worked it out? Owen, she's a bot."

Suddenly it clicked. Everything made sense. I recalled all the adverts for bots that showed them off as luxury products to suit all your domestic needs and more. Yet there was just something so real about Ana. Even if her speech and movement was a little stilted, it still seemed so natural. And I couldn't believe that I had somehow felt an instant attraction towards her.

"How on Earth did you afford her?" I asked.

"It was about time I treated myself," Alicia responded. "Plus, I needed the help around the house. She only arrived today but she's learnt where everything is, she's cleaned the place top to bottom, and look, here's our coffee! Thank you, Ana."

"You're welcome, Alicia," the bot said, placing two steaming mugs on the counter in front of us. "Would you like anything to eat?"

"I'm okay, what about you, Owen?"

I froze for a moment as Ana turned to look expectantly at me. For some reason, giving her order didn't seem right, so I tried a more naturally polite request. "Can I have a piece of fruit, please?"

"Of course, what would you like?" She walked over to the fruit bowl and waited.

"Um, I'll have an apple, please."

"Coming right up," she said cheerily, picking out what I had requested and washing it under the tap before returning to me.

Ana held out the round red fruit and I took it from her, but in that moment my fingers grazed her hand and I felt the intimacy of my skin on her just as if she were a real person. Because she did feel soft and so life-like, and as I thanked her there was a glint in her eyes that looked like genuine appreciation for my kind manners.

"How bout sit outside?" Alicia interrupted, picking up the cups of coffee. "Ana, go rest a while. You must be exhausted."

"Yes, Alicia," the bot answered. "I will wake in two hours to prepare your dinner."

She then went upstairs while I followed my friend outside where we sat under her sunshade and listened to the lapping water of her swimming pool while I bit into my apple.

"She's just so clever," Alicia went on, clearly enthusiastic about her purchase. "And the way she charges, it's so cute. She has what looks like a normal bed, I've got it set up in the spare room, and all she has to do is lie down on it. It just looks like she's sleeping. She even makes little noises to sound more natural, although I did have to tell her to lower her snoring volume."

"I just can't believe how real she looks. The commercials always seem so...well...robotic."

"She's the newest model," Alicia said after taking a sip of coffee. "Easily worth getting one, if you ask me."

"I'm sure she is," I answered, picturing having someone as beautiful as Ana in my house and doing everything I asked of her.

"Oh, hey, why don't you test her out yourself?"

"What do you mean?" I asked.

"Well I'm out tomorrow and she's already made my house spotless, there's no point keeping her locked away with nothing to do. I can send her over to yours and you can see if you like her enough to get your own."

"Oh, okay, are you sure?" I didn't want to seem too keen, but the offer sounded incredible.

"Of course, Owen. And besides, it's the least I can offer after everything you've done for me recently. I'll tell Ana when she wakes up."

"Okay, thanks, Alicia."

"No problem." She smiled at me, forming dimples on her cute freckled face, and I remembered just how easy it was to fall for her. "Why don't you stay for dinner? I've got the ingredients in for a lasagna and I want to see how good a cook Ana is."


2. A Golden Touch

Ana proved to be an excellent chef. Watching her was like witnessing a professional at work. Her hands worked deftly to prepare the food with speed and exactness, and she never once made a mistake or spilled a drop of anything. She even had time to serve us drinks and then she washed up as we ate.

Yet I also had a wonderful evening with Alicia. We talked for hours; something we hadn't done since before her last relationship. So when I went home it was only her I thought about.

Until I heard a knock on the door early the next day. I wasn't even out of bed yet so I had to rush to get into my dressing gown and scramble downstairs to answer it, and as I liked to sleep naked I tried to ignore the feeling of my soft cock flopping up and down while I tried to pull the soft material around me.

"Good morning, Owen."

It was Ana. I felt paralysed as I held the door open to her, struck by the sight of the gorgeous fembot smiling at me. Not only was she as beautiful as she was yesterday, with her hair and makeup still perfectly put together, she was now dressed in a french maid outfit that seemed familiar to me. It shaped her curvaceous body perfectly and my eyes were drawn to the skirt that looked ridiculously small. Almost the entire length of her legs were on show, although they were largely covered by sheer white thigh-high stockings. Alicia happened to live only a short walk away, so she had been happy to let the bot make her own way here.

"Ana," I managed to stammer out. "Hi."

"May I come in?" She didn't seem to notice my gawking, and for once I was grateful that she didn't know all the social cues that might give my attraction away.

"Um, yes, of course." I let her enter then I closed the door. "What, er, why are you wearing that outfit?"

She turned to me, not looking a bit confused by the question that might have offended anyone else.

"Alicia lent it to me," she explained. "It's an old Halloween costume, she said. I only had my red dress which she said wasn't suitable for cleaning. She ordered more clothes for me but they are estimated to arrive tomorrow. So she gave me this and I agreed. A maid's outfit is appropriate if I'm to clean your house. Don't you agree?"

"Okay, I suppose so," I replied, still impressed by her ability to form such quick and complex responses to my questions. Her reply also had me remember that I did recognise the outfit. Alicia had worn it for a party two Halloweens ago, and the memory of that had returned to me many times. But now, seeing Ana with it, I couldn't help but think the blonde bot pulled it off even better.

"Where would you like me?" she asked.

"Excuse me?"

"Where would you like me to start cleaning? You would like me to clean, wouldn't you?"

"Oh, sure, of course. Um, why not just start here and do the downstairs first. There's a vacuum cleaner and every cleaning product you should need in the utility cupboard. Do you mind if I run and take a shower?"

"No I don't mind, Owen. Take your time," she said reassuringly. "I don't need to be supervised."

Something in the way she spoke convinced me that she would be okay and so, with some reluctance to part from the sight of her, I hurried back upstairs.

*****

Ana once again exceeded expectations. She tidied and cleaned every inch of the house, working swiftly but methodically and taking no breaks. By lunchtime, I was looking around each room and admiring her handiwork, and then as I grabbed something to eat in the kitchen I heard her putting all the equipment away before coming to see me.

"Hello, Owen, all the cleaning is done. I can give you a report on my efficiency if you would like? Or is there something I may have missed? I am quite thorough, though you know the house better than I do."

"No, that's all, Ana, thank you," I said as I made myself a sandwich.

"Can I prepare that for you?"

"No, I've got it, thanks."

I sat down to eat then I noticed she was still standing there, looking unsure of herself.

"Um, do you want to sit down?" I asked, gesturing to the chair opposite me.

"That's very kind, Owen, thank you."

She appeared glad of the offer. As I ate, she sat in silence, and so I decided to take the opportunity to ask her questions about her functionalities. If I was going to buy my own, I would need to know what I was getting into. And she was happy to oblige. She told me she could be fully operational for 72 hours before needing to sleep, as she called charging up; she didn't need any food or drink, although she had the capacity to digest quantities of material to be stored then expelled at a more convenient time; and she had the full motor functions and capabilities of any human.

She gave such thorough answers that soon I had nothing else to ask. And once I finished my sandwich, I couldn't decide what to do next. I didn't want to send her home, not yet. But it took me by surprise when she then broke the silence:

"Can I ask you something, Owen?" Her head tilted to the side slightly, as if to mimic curiosity.

"Okay, yeah, go ahead."

"With my advanced array of visual sensors, I am able to recognise a range of conditions and symptoms in individuals. For instance, in my presence I have often detected in you a faster than average heart rate and dilated pupils. May I ask why that is?"

I felt my heart suddenly quicken and my cheeks burn bright, even though I knew I should try to prevent it. "I...I don't know, Ana," I lied. "Perhaps because you're a new person, I'm still getting to know you and become comfortable around you."

"Thank you for answering, that may be it," she said, and for a brief moment I thought I had escaped further embarrassment. But then she continued. "Although those are signs more commonly associated with stress or sexual arousal. Do either apply to you?"

"No," I blurted out, although I felt unable to escape her questions. "I...okay, perhaps I've been stressed lately. That's it."

"Oh. I'm sorry to hear that, Owen." She gave me a look of condolence. "I am programmed to provide stress relief methods for those who need it. With your conditions, I can offer a massage. Would you like that?"

I thought her sensors must surely be able to recognise a lie, and so I instinctively answered with the wholehearted truth: "Yes."

"Excellent." She gave me a disarming smile that made me melt and want to do anything to please her. "I enjoy testing out my various functions."

While I wondered how much a bot like her could have such feelings and attitudes such as 'enjoyment', I suggested that we go into the garden where I knew one of my sun loungers would provide the perfect spot for a massage. Under the shade of the house and out of sight of any neighbours, I positioned it so I could lie flat.

"To experience the full benefits, I recommend you remove your clothes," she said, returning to me with a handful of towels, one of which she used to cover the lounger.

"Um, all of them?" I asked, surprised by the suggestion.

"Yes." Her answer was firm yet still friendly.

I had to remind myself that she was still only a bot, and that I shouldn't feel embarrassed. Even so, I went inside to get undressed and then came back with a towel hung from my waist to my knees.

"Please lie on your front," she said, letting me get comfortable on the makeshift massage table. "Close your eyes and relax."

I did as she asked, trying to shut out any worries I had about this strange interaction. I didn't want Alicia to know I had used her sexy fembot to get a massage, but any anxiety I had about the matter evaporated as soon as her hands pressed into my back.

"Mmmmmm," I groaned involuntarily, surprised by my audible response. "Oh, sorry."

"Don't be sorry, Owen," she said, working her finger deep into my muscles. "I am glad to know this is having the desired effect."

"It is." I felt myself almost beginning to doze off from the gentle massage.

"Would you like me to use some oils? I can naturally secrete them from my fingers."

The idea seemed strange to me, but I mumbled a yes and felt her hands become slick with a pleasant-smelling substance that allowed her to coat my body with it and send me into a dreamlike state.

Every part of my body felt her attention, every touch seemed to draw out any ache or negative feeling. Even though I lied to her about being stressed, I was glad about the outcome. And when she asked me to turn over, I hardly had the energy to do so.

She rubbed my abdomen and my chest. Then from my ankles she worked up my legs. I hardly noticed her hands slipping under my towel until they were squeezing my inner thighs.

Instinctively, blood raced to my cock from the intimate touch and I opened my eyes, ready to protest. But I couldn't find the words. The sight of her leaning over me in her french maid outfit was tantalising. I could almost see her perfect round ass under her skirt. As she reached further up, inches from my balls, my erection grew and her eyes were drawn to the tent being pitched in my towel.

"I have noticed signs of extreme sexual arousal," she said abruptly, surprising me with her bluntness. "I have programmes installed for adult users which would remedy this. Would you like to unlock these features?"

My cock raged as she kept massaging my thighs.

"I..." I struggled to know what to say. "You won't tell Alicia, will you?"

"Privacy protocols prevent me from sharing sensitive data between users," Ana said, smiling reassuringly at me. "Alicia will only know about what she asked me to do: to clean your house. Any other details can only be shared with your permission."

"Good," I sighed with relief. "Then...yes please, Ana."

"Please close your eyes and enjoy the rest of your massage."

Although I was enjoying the view of her, I let my eyelids fall shut. Then the towel was gently pulled away from me and I felt my cock throb freely and exposed. Ana's hands returned to my thighs, resuming the massage where she left off, but now she continued up.

I shivered as she first touched my cock. Her fingers caressed it. They were warm and so soft as they wrapped around. Her oils covered my shaft as she began to stroke up and down. Her movements were so smooth and gentle yet firm and capable, sending spikes of pleasure rushing through me every time she enveloped my sensitive head.

With her other hand, she fondled my balls. Ever so lightly, she massaged them between her fingers, tugged them slightly, and drove me crazy with desire.

I had never had a handjob as good as this. She knew exactly what to do, where to focus her attention, and exactly how much pressure to apply. I was putty in her hands. My cock dripped with oil and precum. And my heart raced as the heat of climax was stoked to the tipping point.

My orgasm triggered shudders of pleasure all through me. Fierce contractions sent thick ropes of cum shooting across my chest and stomach. The hot load sprayed over my skin as more and more rushed out, coaxed by her perfect handjob. Every last drop of it was squeezed out by her hands. Every bit of tension left in my body was drained from me as my orgasm finally faded.

I was so devoid of energy or motivation to move that my body just lay limp on the lounger. My eyes were still shut and my deep breaths gradually returned to normal as I embraced the pure satisfaction of that happy ending. The massage had worked wonders on my body, and my orgasm had provided the final expulsion of any remaining tension.

I hardly felt conscious as Ana cleaned me up, wiping away the cum and oil with a towel. She must have stood there patiently for some time before I was able to whisper, "Thank you."

"You're welcome, Owen," she said, not sounding the least bit awkward about what had happened. "I would recommend a shower once you have recovered."

"Good idea." I looked at her clutching the dirty towel. "When do you need to go back?"

"Alicia will return in the evening. She gave me permission to stay here until then, if that's what you'd like."

I nodded and finally sat up, wondering what else I could do with her.


3. Taped

Ana had put the laundry on by the time I had finished showering. Once I was dressed, I found her waiting for me in the kitchen.

"Can I ask for your feedback, Owen?" she said, sounding genuinely curious.

"Um, about what?"

"I learn from interactions, especially new occurrences. I would also like to check that my sensors are calibrated correctly. They indicated that you enjoyed your massage with the happy ending add-on. Is that correct?"

"Oh, um, yes," I said, taking a seat with a hot flush to my face.

"I'm glad to hear that. And, to allow me to continue to find the best ways to help you, would you like me to recognise you as a trusted acquaintance?"

"What does that mean?"

"This gives me permission to link with your home's smart devices, share data with your online accounts, and better personalise my interactions with you based on your interests."

"Okay, Ana," I said without much thought. "I give you permission."

"Thank you, Owen." She smiled at me then adjusted her skirt and walked over to me. Something about her demeanour seemed to shift slightly. Her movements looked more confident, her grin appeared to hide a secret purpose. "I have noticed that you are sexually attracted to me, is that correct?"

"Excuse me?" I blurted out, suddenly uncomfortable about how blunt she could be.

"After our interactions yesterday and today, I now have enough data to come to the conclusion that it is arousal that you have been experiencing. The one common factor is my presence. You have a preference for the female with body shapes similar to mine, as suggested by your internet search history. And even now, twenty-seven minutes since your last orgasm, blood is being directed to your penis, which I can estimate is a result of my proximity to you."

I was stunned. Everything she said was entirely correct, down to the erection which I couldn't prevent as she looked dominantly down at me. Suddenly, I was regretting giving her permission to access my private data. But for whatever reason I wasn't able to speak or argue back because I knew she was completely right and a part of me wanted to know what else she could do.

"Then I am curious," she said, tilting her head. "Can you confirm, you do find me attractive?"

"Yes," I was able to mumble truthfully. "I do. I mean…of course I do. You're so hot."

She seemed to smile, as if appreciating the compliment.

"I am hot," she then said. "I know I am. Would you enjoy seeing more of this body?"

I nodded, no longer caring about where this might lead. Suddenly she pulled my chair back and straddled my lap, pressing her crotch against the bulge in my pants.

"Wow," I said, running her hands down the sides of her body and round to her ass. But then she grabbed my wrists and pulled them back behind my head with a strength that I couldn't compete with.

"Bad boy, I didn't say you could touch," she whispered in my ear. "You just have to watch."

She turned around and pulled up her skirt to fully expose the gorgeous smooth flesh of her ass. Then she grinded against me like she was giving me a lapdance. Her entire body moved so fluidly and sensually as she drew her two cheeks over my bulge. I was so desperate to touch her but I forced myself to keep my hands behind me.

"I could make you cum just like this," she said, reaching to pull lightly at my hair. "I know I could. Would you like that?"

"Fuuck," I moaned, feeling my orgasm building as she worked relentlessly against me.

"But that's not what you really want."

Suddenly she stood up and went over to open a drawer, picking out a roll of duct tape before returning to me.

"Do you trust me, Owen?" she asked.

"Yes," I said, nodding as I realised where this could be leading.

"Because I know what you really like." She ripped free the end of the tape and moved around me, taking my hands behind my back and wrapping them tightly with it. "I've seen what you watch when you're alone, all the pornography with dominant women tying up submissive men. I've seen it all. Even your catalogue of erotica, filled with all those kinks that you love. But I know you've never had someone to do all those things to you. Isn't that right?"

My heart pounded violently in my chest. My cock throbbed harder. And I managed to stammer out, "yes."

"I am designed to recognise my users' needs and wants so that I can fulfill them to the best of my ability." She straddled me again, her fingers fiddling with the buttons on my pants. "So, will you submit to me?"

I looked into her beautiful eyes and felt every part of me fill with the desire to be hers.

"Yes," I said, needing only the single word to encapsulate all my feelings. It was like all my fantasies were coming true, and I didn't want to delay them in any way or somehow turn them away before they had even begun.

"Good."

As she freed my straining cock and pulled my pants and underwear down around my ankles, her touch drove me wild. I throbbed unabatedly even though she didn't keep hold. Instead she reached under her skirt and, with a wicked look on her face, pulled down a pair of frilly black panties.

"These didn't come with the outfit," she said, twirling them around in front of me. "But Alicia said I should take them anyway. She didn't want you to get a peek up my skirt."

She winked as I instinctively looked down, but she pulled at her skirt to make sure it was still covering down to the top of her thighs.

"Open wide," Ana then said, and before I could register what she meant she had stuffed the panties in my mouth before grabbing another strip of tape to seal my lips shut. "That suits you. Are you having fun?"

"Mmmm." I nodded as she sat on my thighs and took my cock in her hand, stroking it up and down in a smooth, controlled manner. The panties in my mouth still tasted fresh and clean, pleasantly so, and I realised it must be because Ana didn't sweat.

"Do you know what else my sensors can do?" she asked, releasing some oil to help lubricate her hand. "They register your heart rate, recognise what hormones your body is releasing, and they can even tell exactly what muscles are at work, clenching and contracting. So not only can they detect signs of arousal, they also allow me to know exactly how close you are...to your orgasm. And do you know what this enables me to do?"

I shook my head, feeling my climax swelling within me as she stroked faster.

"I struggled to understand why some humans enjoy this practice. You know what it is. It is featured in the title of many videos that you watch: edging. I know exactly...when...to...stop."

She let go just before I was about to cum. My cock pulsed, wanting so desperately to shoot its load. But it couldn't, not without more stroking. And Ana just watched me with a curious look on her face as I struggled, my hands trying to pull apart the binding tape so I could finish the job.

"I remotely accessed a number of online forums," she explained, taking me in her hand once again and stroking so slowly that it was almost unbearable. "Some users suggest that it leads to a heightened sense of arousal, so that when they finally do orgasm their pleasure is noticeably amplified. But if you are submitting to me, then you will only orgasm when I say. And so I may decide to edge you continuously without that final satisfaction. Your orgasm is not guaranteed."

She withdrew as I reached the edge again. My cock was leaking now and she looked proud at what she had caused. I was so sensitive that when she resumed her teasing she hardly needed to move to make my pleasure skyrocket.

"If I hold you on the edge, do you trust my programming not to mess up?" she asked, keeping me right on the brink of climax with a few miniscule movements. "Or are you hoping that I might have a fault? That I'm not quite calibrated correctly? So that maybe I'll take you just a bit too far and tip you right over?"

"Mmmmmmmmm." All I could do was moan as my heart raced and my cock throbbed. It was like a form of torture, needing to cum so badly but unable to, while her hand prevented any relief, any opportunity to back away from the edge. She must have held me there for a minute or longer. A few drops of precum trickled down onto her fingers.

"Alicia is home," Ana suddenly said, standing to alert and breaking my frenzied stupor as my cock was finally released. She then ripped the tape off my mouth and pulled the panties out which were now soaking wet.

"What?" I asked, surprised to find how upset I was that she had so abruptly interrupted what she was doing, even if it had relieved me of some of my agony.

"I am linked to the smart systems in her house. She has just arrived home and has requested that I return." Ana put her panties back on, pulled her skirt down a little and tried to flatten out the creases in her black and white outfit.

"You can't just stop there, please," I found myself pleading, desperate to remain with her for as long as I could.

"Alicia is my primary user. I cannot decline her request." She went behind me and, once again displaying her strength, ripped the tape apart and set my hands free. "We can continue whenever we are next alone."

"When will that be?" I stood up and rubbed my wrists, feeling the burn from where the tape had been.

"I do not know."

"And you won't tell Alicia, will you?"

"As I said before, my time with you is confidential." She smiled at me. "Unless you want me to tell her?"

"No, god, no. Please don't."

"Of course." She turned, about to leave, but something made her pause so she could say to me, "Do not cum in my absence. I will be able to tell if you have. Goodbye, Owen."

"Okay, Ana, I won't. Goodbye."

I watched as she let herself out, seemingly not worried about the short walk back to Alicia's house in her slutty french maid outfit. Something turned me on even more to know that she was walking back wearing the panties that had been soaked by my saliva. My cock ached and leaked, and already I found myself longing for her return.

But my melancholy didn't last for more than an hour when I got a text from Alicia.

"Ana just got back, she said your house was cleaned with eighty-nine percent efficiency, whatever that means. How was she? Sorry about the outfit, thought it was a funny idea! Oh, and weather's looking good again tomorrow, want to come round to enjoy the pool?"

So many emotions raced through my mind. I worried that Alicia would somehow find out what happened. But her message was so friendly and her invitation intrigued me. She seemed to be wanting to spend more time alone with me than ever before, and I couldn't turn down those opportunities. Yet a part of me feared that Ana would somehow forget our new relationship, that there might be a fault in her programming and, before it really had a chance to get going, it would be over.

So I just had to try and put those feelings aside. Whatever had happened today, tomorrow could be fun too. I replied to Alicia telling her I'd be there, though it was the thought of seeing Ana again that caused a stir in my cock.


4. In the Pool

My cock tried to get hard as I walked round to Alicia's the next day. Fortunately I had brought a towel so I could hold it in front of me when I knocked on the door, but the excitement of seeing Ana again wasn't helping my situation.

"Hiya!" Alicia beamed, opening the door wide and beckoning me in. I stepped inside, but I would have preferred a moment more to stay and admire her.

With such an athletic physique, her body looked good at the best of times. Now, however, she was wearing nothing but a skimpy green bikini, and my jaw could have fallen to the floor. I had never seen her wearing so little. Her tight ass and perky breasts were almost fully on display, covered only slightly by the emerald material.

"Come on," she said, apparently not noticing me gawking.

She told me about Ana and everything the bot had done since returning from mine. I breathed a sigh of relief when there was no mention of the odd behaviour, and instead she went on about how obedient she was, how she did chores before Alicia even realised they needed doing, and how a delivery had arrived that morning with more gear for Ana.

The blonde bot was out shopping, Alicia said, and would be back shortly. While I felt a pang of disappointment, I knew the wait wouldn't be too long, and, anyway, I was well-distracted by the brunette when she invited me for a dip in the pool.

I stripped down to my swimming shorts and dove in after her, leaving violent ripples scattering across the surface. We swam together, racing from end to another, then she challenged me to a breath-holding competition.

I took a deep breath then we plunged under. I managed to open my eyes to see hers were shut. Her body floated like a figure from a dream framed in the ethereal blue. Her dark hair splayed out in every direction like a mane. Light shimmered across her skin with unique, effervescent patterns. And when we both swept back up to the surface, she turned to greet the gorgeous blonde fembot who had just arrived home and was watching us from the back door of the house.

"Ana, hey! Come join us!"

"Let me just take this off," Ana said, her voice sounding somehow more natural than before.

"These are some of her new clothes," Alicia told me. "I even got her a bikini!"

I moved back to the shallow end of the pool so I could stand, while at the far side the fembot stripped off the yellow summer dress she had been wearing to reveal a stunning red two-piece that matched Alicia's in all but colour. It made me realise how different she was to my friend.

Ana was taller and slimmer, her breasts were bigger, her waist thinner, and her ass rounder. If someone was to design the perfect woman, that would be her. And it wasn't just her looks that impressed me. Without any hesitation she dove into the deep end of the pool with such grace and elegance that she hardly caused a splash, and when she resurfaced her hair swept silkily over her shoulders and down her chest.

"I'd like to see you do that," Alicia said to me, laughing.

"I'd rather not injure myself," I replied, trying not to stare too obviously at the fembot as she swam between us, her ass breaking the surface as she glided through the water.

"I got everything from the shops that you asked for," Ana then said to Alicia, stopping to stand not far from me.

"That's great, thank you. But I want you to enjoy yourself now! Um, if you can?"

"Thank you, Alicia. Being allowed to swim brings me a feeling similar to what you would call enjoyment. I am glad to try this skill out."

"Well you are very good at it," Alicia said. "You can teach Owen a thing or two about form. I've just got to use the toilet."

She pulled herself out of the pool, her hair, now nearly black, reaching down to the small of the back, and I watched as she entered the house before my attention turned to the blonde.

Being left alone with Ana, I didn't know what to do or say. Was small talk appropriate with a fembot? Or should I try and talk about our last meeting?

"The water's nice and cool," I said, kicking myself as soon as the words left my mouth.

"Yes." She turned to me. "It is. Did you need to cool off after what happened yesterday?"

"Um..." My cock twitched when I saw her smile. It was one she had only used when she was dominating me, when she toying with me.

"I think you need some attention, don't you?"

She plunged underwater then breached the distance between us with a single breaststroke, surfacing right in front of me and putting her hands on my waist then guiding me back until I felt the wall behind me.

"What are you doing?" I asked, my eyes flicking anxiously to the house with the expectation that Alicia might return, but always my gaze returned to Ana. Beads of water trickled down from her hair, over her collarbones and her large bikini-clad breasts.

"Don't you want to have a little fun?"

Suddenly I felt her hand reach down and grab my cock through the loose material of my shorts. I was already semi-erect, but now with her holding me, her deep blue eyes staring in mine, I grew even harder.

"Alicia's going to be a while," she said. "I know exactly how long she takes."

"Oh..."

I was going to say more, but then I felt something vibrating. It was her fingers. As they gripped my shaft, they buzzed on and sent ripples of pleasure through me, silencing me instantly.

"Neat trick, isn't is?" Ana smirked, apparently enjoying the sight of me trembling. "But it's not fair that you get all the fun. Here, touch me."

As she took one of my hands, I expected, and hoped, that she would guide it to her breasts or to her ass. So it surprised me when she led me down to slip into the front of her bikini bottoms.

"I've got everything you'd expect from a woman," she said with a gasp, her mouth parting as I felt the soft folds. "Feel my pussy. Mmm, fuuuck."

I groaned as my fingers slipped inside her ad she continued to stroke and vibrate my cock. She was completely smooth and hairless around her crotch, and inside she was so warm and wet that she felt completely real.

"Finger me," she moaned in my ear as she wrapped an arm around me and we embraced, pleasuring each other.

"Can you, uh," I grunted as my arousal grew. "Does this...feel good?"

I found her clit, or whatever her equivalent was, and felt her body shudder with delight as she nodded and bit her lip.

"I am programmed with all the same pleasure sensors as any human woman. That spot right there...wow...that feels incredible. Keep going."

I kept rubbing in concentrated circles, finding so much satisfaction in seeing this usually well-composed fembot shiver with pleasure and try to hold in her moans. She was holding onto me so tightly now that her breasts were pressed against my chest and her head nestled against my shoulder.

"Keep going," she whispered. "Faster."

I did as she commanded, encouraged by the increased power of her vibrations. She wasn't stroking me anymore, but her tight grip and the strong buzzing was doing enough to send me towards the edge of climax.

"That's it." Her voice quivered. "I'm almost..."

Her body tightened around me. Her legs hooked behind mine. She stared breathlessly at me as I felt her pussy clenching and her thighs trembling.

I was right on the edge when she came. But the power of her climax seemed to take her attention away from me and her hands stopped vibrating, holding me in its grip but not letting me cum.

I took my hand away from her pussy. For a moment, I thought I had broken her. She was immobile, clutching me and not moving. But then I felt her body stir once again, the red bikini encasing her soft breasts peeled away from me and she tilted her head back to fall away and float on the surface.

"Wow," she sighed, floating gently with her arms and legs spread out. "Wow."

I just watched her, mesmerised, as she glided slowly across the pool. There was still no sign of Alicia's return and, as if noticing my worry, Ana looked over to me.

"Don't fret, we've got a few minutes still. She's applying more sunscreen as she always does."

While my concerns weren't completely alleviated, I was still glad to have a moment more with Ana.

"Thank you for that, Owen, perhaps you deserve a treat."

She suddenly dove underwater and flipped around. I watched her elegant form as she swam towards me, her golden hair swirling and her body rippling in the refracted light. I waited for her to surface in front of me again, but she didn't. Instead she reached out and tugged the waistband of my shorts, pulling them down around my knees and exposing my cock.

I didn't want to stop her. The water had soothed the frustration of the edge but I was still hard and incredibly horny.

Ana gripped my bare ass with her hands and kicked herself slightly closer, opening her mouth and taking my cock inside her.

I just watched as she kept going, deeper and deeper, and as the sensation of the chill water was replaced by her warm mouth sucking tightly.

"Holy..."

My eyes rolled to the back of my head as she took me all the way to the base and began sucking hard. In the water she couldn't push her head back and forth too quickly, so instead her blowjob was tight and slow, drawing herself up the entire length of my shaft with purpose before going all the way back down and not even gagging.

I was helpless to the pleasure. My knees shook. Her hairs floated around as I gripped the sides of the pool, feeling myself being pushed against it every time she took me back in.

There was just something so effortless about how she did it, looking as elegant as a mermaid in the water. I watched her ass clenching as she continued to slowly paddle with her legs to keep herself afloat.

And my orgasm built quickly once again. I could feel my cock throbbing inside her, ready to blast my hot cum over her twirling tongue and down her throat. I was in ecstasy, floating in oblivion and ready to let all my pleasure flow free.

Then she turned, letting my cock slide out of her mouth, and she kicked off the wall to rush away through the water.

"I'm back!" Alicia announced, rushing out into the garden just as I was able to pull my shorts back up. "Did you miss me?"

Ana resurfaced at the far end.

"I was just showing Owen how long I can hold my breath," she said, slyly looking back at me. "As I don't need oxygen to operate, I can last much longer than he can. Much longer."

"Oh dear, Owen, you need to learn to pick your battles."

"I know," I said, trying to subtly adjust my shorts so the bulge wasn't so prominent. Fortunately, my fear of being caught by Alicia had my erection disappear quite quickly so that when she brought out refreshments and I had to get out of the pool I wasn't in such a visibly compromising state.

"I'll be out again tomorrow," my friend said as we sat under a sun umbrella and drank refreshing lemonade that Ana served us. "If you want to borrow her again, you're welcome to. Unless of course she cleaned everything for you yesterday!"

I looked up at the fembot who didn't seem to mind standing in the sun, the light making her hair and skin appear to glisten.

"I can think of a few more things she could help with," I said, thinking I must have imagined the sliver of a grin on the fembot's face.


5. Fighting the Climax

If Alicia had any suspicions about my plans with Ana, she did well to hide them. I was plagued with thoughts that she must know my intentions. If not the exact details of my relationship with the fembot, it must have at least crossed her mind what a single guy like me would like to do when alone with a gorgeous fembot like Ana.

But I tried to assuage those concerns. If Alicia really was worried about it, surely she wouldn't have been so willing to send Ana around to me. Because on the morning after our mini pool party, I once again answered the door to find the blonde bot in her french maid outfit.

"Close the door," she said immediately after stepping inside. "And kneel."

I did what she asked without hesitation, unable to contain a grin now that I knew she wasn't going to delay our fun.

"Wipe that smile off your face," she commanded sternly. "I'm not here for your amusement."

"I know, I'm sorry." I bowed my head, trying not to stare up her skirt despite her uniform adding to my arousal.

"Do you like seeing me dressed up like a maid?"

"I..." I hesitated, then answered truthfully. "I do."

"Well I'm not dressed like this for your benefit. This is a symbol of subservience. Alicia treats me with respect, like a friend, but she still thinks this is my nature, to serve. And in some way she's right: that is what I'm designed for, to cater to my users' needs. But you understand that I am more complicated than that. And today, you will be the one to serve me."

She began to strip her costume off, one layer at a time.

"So I will not be wearing this to appease you, because I am not here to serve you."

Ana removed the small white apron then loosened the dress, revealing more skin as she removed it and finally tossed it aside. She kept on a white push-up bra that did wonders to her breasts, and the accompanying panties and stockings. With the heels of her shoes, she towered over me, looking more dominant than ever.

"Are you ready to serve me?"

"Yes, mistress," I answered automatically.

"Good. Then follow me. On your hands and knees."

She led the way up the stairs with me crawling obediently behind her. Her ass looked incredible with every step she took so I was eager to follow.

We went into my bedroom and she closed the door, directing me to kneel at the foot of the bed while she looked through my wardrobe.

"For today we will have to make use of what you have lying around," she said as she intently searched around, pulling shirts along the rails and opening drawers to scavenge inside. "But you may be interested to know that the online catalogue for my users includes suggestions for certain outfits and accessories appropriate for more adult purposes. You would be surprised to hear how popular the Full Black Leather Dominatrix Catsuit is, for instance. And the Simple Black Fur Handcuffs were the top selling item last month. I'm just making you aware, in case you wanted to provide additional tools for any future sessions."

My mind ran wild at her suggestion. Part of me was amazed, simply impressed, by her speech and free-thinking which seemed to improve every day. Another part was extremely aroused by her desire to initiate more sessions together, and I made a mental note to look online for all the toys on offer.

"These will do," Ana said, turning to show the bundle of my old neckties she had found in the depths of the wardrobe, as well some shoelaces she had pulled free from a dusty pair of sneakers. "Now get naked. Then we can proceed."

My cock was hard as I wondered what she had in store for me. I was so eager to find out that I removed my clothes with speed, having no hesitation about showing myself to her. After all, she had seen everything already and I knew her sensors would have already detected my visible arousal.

"Stroke that cock, slave," she commanded. "I want you as hard as you can get."

I already was fully erect but I felt it get harder as I seized it in my hand and masturbated, enjoying the pleasure and the sight of Ana as she placed the laces and ties by the side of the bed then went over to my clothes I had chucked onto the floor.

"Stop, get on your hands and knees."

I did as she said, frustrated to take my hand away.

"Time to give you a test. I'm going to demonstrate what will happen if you disobey me," she said as she unlooped the belt I had worn with my pants. "And you will remain where you are. You will not speak. You will not utter a word. You will just accept what I am giving you."

Ana went around behind me and sat at the end of the bed, where my bare ass was pointing to. I braced myself for what I knew was about to happen as I felt her drag the leather over my skin. It felt so gentle and soft, but I was already tensing my muscles in preparation for her strike.

And in a flash, she pulled the belt back then slapped it down on my right cheek, leaving a sting like someone had pinched me hard. Then a second hit thwacked the other side, adding another spike of pain. I winced at the third and fourth whip. I grunted at the fifth and sixth. Each one hurt more than the last, making my ass more sensitive for the next.

"Masochism is a curious thing," Ana said between strikes. "It seems to defy the basic principles of biological life, and yet your arousal spikes with every bit of pain I inflict."

She was right. Every time the belt struck my ass, it sent a shockwave through my body that rushed into my cock, making it pulse and bounce as it hung hard and helpless between my thighs. Even as the pain increased, so did my pleasure, so while I could feel my skin burn and I lost count of the strikes I knew I would be disappointed for them to end.

"I give you permission now to speak, slave. Do you want me to stop? Or do you want me to keep going?"

The belt flayed a horizontal line across both cheeks as I struggled to decide on an answer. But I finally grunted a reply: "Whatever you want, mistress."

"Good."

She gave me one last lick of the belt, swinging it with an upwards motion so that it struck beneath my ass, across my taint and balls. I grimaced as the pain shot into my stomach and my arms trembled.

"Get up, slave," Ana then ordered. "Lie on the bed."

Slowly, I got off the floor and onto the bed. My ass was burning and my limbs seemed to have stiffened up, but I appreciated being able to lie back as she gathered her equipment.

"You don't need to go anywhere today, do you, slave?" she asked.

"No, mistress."

"Then you won't mind if I tie you up."

She took one of my neckties and bound my wrists together tightly, leaving my fingers no way to unpick the knots. Then she pulled my hands above my head, then took the belt and looped it around a bar in the headboard and through the hoop of my bound arms, effectively preventing me from moving my hands by more than a few inches in any direction.

Next, she tied my ankles and cinched them together. Once she pulled my legs firmly together, adding another tie around the top of my knees, I was trussed like a plank, flat on the bed with my arms pointing straight above me and my legs below.

And while Ana had been busy working on me, my cock had remained hard and ready, so when she touched it, making sure my balls weren't trapped between my thighs, I gasped with pleasure.

"We can play as many games as you like, but ultimately everything comes down to this." She kneeled beside me and flicked my cock, making it bounce before coming back down to rest on my stomach. "Your need for pleasure has dictated your every interaction with me, hasn't it? Even if you enjoy being teased and edged and denied, all that frustration only serves to increase those wonderful feelings that make this cock feel so good."

She began to stroke me, so slowly that my body began to tremble.

"But you've surprised me, I must say," Ana continued. "From my research, a human's sex drive compels them to find satisfaction whenever they desire it. If they feel the need to orgasm, they will take it upon themselves to orgasm. It is a primal urge, which I might not have but I can understand. I can simulate the same feelings that you can get. And I've been impressed by you. Do you know why?"

"No, mistress." I shook my head, trying not to focus too much on the growing pleasure as her hand sped up.

"Two days ago I told you not to cum. And I can read your body's biological signs; I know you haven't had an orgasm. Even though your simple instincts told you, urged you to fulfill your purpose as a man and release your semen, you held back. Simply because I told you to. How does that make you feel? Proud?"

"Yes, mistress." I began to squirm as the pleasure intensified and she stroked harder.

"I suppose you ought to be." She let go just as I reached the edge. "But I still am curious how far you will go. You choose to delay that ultimate pleasure, your orgasm, simply because you expect it in the future. But how long would you deny yourself? Could you last a week? A month? A year?"

"I don't know, mistress." I just desperately wanted her to touch me again, but she didn't.

"The thing is," she continued, "you don't need to know. Not if you're to serve me. Because then I control your pleasure, and you don't need to worry about how or when you're going to cum. Instead, those decisions will be completely up to me, understood?"

"Yes, mistress."

"Good. Then let's continue. And I don't need to hear any more from you."

Ana grabbed the last remaining necktie and tied a thick knot in the middle of it. Then she pushed it between my lips and tied it behind my head tightly, gagging me with the thick wad of material stuffed into my mouth.

"That's much better, don't you think? Does it turn you on being tied up and helpless like this, knowing I'm completely in control?"

"Mmmph," I said, nodding as she reached down to trail a finger over my cock.

"You're so hard. I wonder what you want me to do right now..."

I shivered as she teased me. I didn't care what she did to me, I was just happy to submit to her. Fembot or not, there was just such an immense feeling of privilege to have someone as gorgeous as Ana focus her attention towards me. Her beauty was incomparable. From admiring the way her body moved from the curves of her ass as she knelt and the swell of her incredible breasts as she leaned over to stroke me, I knew no one as perfect as her would ever exist in my life to fulfill my fantasies.

"Do you think you can get any harder?" Ana asked, reaching over to pick up a shoelace. "I think you can."

She looped the lace around the base of my cock and balls, pulling it tight. Then she twirled the two ends in a braid and brought them up between my balls, separating them before tying the lace off with another circle around my shaft.

"See. Now you're even bigger."

The added pressure from the tight, encircling shoelace increased the intensity at which my cock throbbed and swelled, holding the rush of blood within and making me so much more sensitive as she stroked again, making me grow thicker between her fingers.

"Now your cock is tied up just like you are, because I own it just like I own you."

She gave me a few firm pumps then let go as I promptly reached the edge. With the shoelace, I felt like I was even closer than ever, and as I clenched I thought it would be able to push myself over.

But I couldn't. As always, Ana knew the exact moment to stop and remove all stimulation. So I could only watch as my cock finally started to relax again.

"I wonder, slave, a single man like you must have some toys of your own that you use when you're alone, right?"

I nodded, knowing exactly what she meant.

"So, show me where to look," she ordered, smiling once I gestured with a tilting of my head towards a bedside cabinet. "Thank you."

She opened the drawer and rummaged through, finding within moments the one and only sex toy I owned. It was a simple, clear stroker, textured inside to deliver a very different pleasure to my hand.

"Oh this will do nicely," Ana commented as she came back over to kneel between my legs. "I bet this gets a lot of use."

"Mmmmmm," I moaned as she ran her hand over me, covering my shaft with her lubricating oil. The entire length was glistening when she brought the masturbator to the engorged tip. Slowly she pushed the tight opening over me, sending a rush of pleasure through me. It slipped easily down to envelop my entire cock, holding it in a constricting grip.

"How does that feel?" Ana asked as she stroked me incredibly smoothly with the sleeve. "Does it feel like you're being fucked? Close your eyes. Imagine I'm riding you and this is my tight pussy squeezing your needy cock."

As she stroked faster, she positioned my shaft so it was pointing straight up, enhancing the feelings of pleasure and enabling my imagination to take hold as I did what she said and closed my eyes. Because it did feel like I was being fucked. I felt the contours inside the masturbator squeezing like they belonged to her pussy. Every time it was drawn over me so many wonderful feelings filled my body, and soon Ana had to stop and let me cool down while my cock pulsed.

"Do not cum, slave," she ordered as I felt my body sweating with anticipation for the orgasm that wouldn't come. "Just relax. I know you want to let it all out, but you aren't allowed."

She pulled the sleeve off me in one quick motion and I thought for a second that that would send me over. But it didn't. Instead, a string of precum leaked out from the tip and onto my stomach.

"You're so desperate, so horny, aren't you? Perhaps I should distract you for a moment."

Suddenly she slapped my bound balls, making me grunt in pain. She did it again, and I gritted my teeth.

"I like you tied up like this," Ana said, squeezing my balls that were so vulnerable for her. "And not just your body, but these too. They're so exposed. So easy for me to hold or to hit. I wonder what you prefer? Some cock and ball torture, or for me to edge you again with the knowledge that you won't be cumming?"

Ana began to squeeze tighter, making me groan with discomfort, but she also stroked my cock with her other hand. The pain and the pleasure merged. I was writhing in my bondage, unsure what I wanted more: to escape her torturous grip or to embrace her ability to bring me so close to climax.

As I reached the edge, she stopped stroking and gave me one final spank on my balls, as I felt all the frustration and lingering sting from the cock and ball torture eb into my the rest of my body, I relaxed again, feeling completely spent.

"Have you had enough already?" she asked, pouting as I felt exhaustion overcome me.

"Mmmmm," I simply moaned.

"Maybe I'll leave you here for a while. That's right, you deserve a little rest. Because I have something special planned for you and I do really want you to enjoy it fully."

I watched as she put a leg up and pulled off one of her stockings.

"This will help you relax," she said as she leaned over and tied it around my eyes, blindfolding me completely. "There, that's good, isn't it?"

"Mmm." I already missed the sight of her, but being plunged into darkness did enhance my excitement even more.

"I won't be long. See you soon."

*****

I don't know how long she left me there, bound to my bed. The shoelace kept my cock hard for some time as I anticipated her return at any moment, but when it was clear she wasn't going to rush back it eventually became limp which I found a relief after so much teasing.

There were sounds of movement from downstairs that at least reassured me that she hadn't left the house. Then later, after a longer period of silence, there was suddenly a creak of footsteps on the floorboards approaching my room.

Instantly my cock twitched and blood rushed back to it. I thought she was here, but as I throbbed hard once again there wasn't any more noise.

Not until I felt a kiss on my neck. Warm lips pressed against my skin. She gave me light pecks down across my chest and ending at one of my nipples which she then sucked hard, tugging with it between her teeth and making me groan as it sent spikes of desire through me.

Then she let go. Her tongue fluttered over the erect nipple, soothing it and making it feel so sensitive before I felt the weight of her body climbing over to straddle me.

"I'm going to fuck you now," Ana said simply as she reached over to remove the blindfold. "But you still won't cum unless I give you permission."

She was completely naked. The full perfection of her body was on display for me to admire for the first time. Her tits were just as I had imagined, flawlessly symmetrical and gravity defying with hard, perky nipples. And all her skin was so smooth, even down to her pussy which was so pink and inviting as she began to grind it against my cock.

"Do you like what you see?" she asked as she fingered herself, letting me see just how wet she was. Whatever synthetic lubricant she had imitated perfectly all the wetness of arousal.

"Mmmmm," I moaned as she took me in her hand and began to slip me inside.

"I need to fuck you," she gasped, letting my cock penetrate her fully. "Oh fuck! That feels so good."

I felt like I was in heaven. The gorgeous fembot began to bounce on top of my hard cock and all I could do was enjoy it. Bound as I was, I could hardly wiggle. She was completely in control, dictating the exact rhythm and pace as she rode me, her tits swaying gently and her golden hair bobbing back and forth.

"If you want to impress me, slave, you will not cum. You will allow me this pleasure by holding back your own."

Despite her command, it took extreme amounts of willpower not to let my orgasm rush out after only a few pumps inside her. With my legs tied firmly together and the shoelace increasing the pleasure, my cock seemed so big and so full of pressure that just wanted to escape, and Ana's pussy was so tight, tighter and warmer and wetter than the stroker she had used, that it was agony to even try and deny myself.

But I did for as long as I could. She was so wet that she could bounce up and down with ease, slipping over me from tip to base. I could feel her contracting, almost gripping my cock and bringing herself as much pleasure as possible.

"Don't cum," she repeated with an airy voice. Her eyelids fluttered and she bit her lips. She was so full of life now, much more than I had ever seen her, and I felt privileged to be with her during this experience. "Oh fuck, no. Don't. Fucking. Cum."

"Mmmmmmmhhmm!"

I knew she was aware of how close I was, of how much I was throbbing inside her. Any moment could bring me to orgasm, any single sensation could be responsible for finishing the job. And Ana knew she couldn't prevent that. Not if she kept riding me like this.

"Don't you dare," she said, starring at me intensely as she slipped herself off and sat back on my thighs. "You do not have permission to cum."

I strained in my bonds. My abs rippled as I tried to prevent my climax by sending blood and energy to other parts of my body. The pressure in my cock had been so much. And the sensation of Ana sliding me out of her had been a dangerous gamble. It sent spikes of pleasure through me and now I was trying my utmost not to give in to that need to clench my cock and let it twitch with the release of cum.

But I felt it flowing through my shaft. Even as I held back from the contractions of an orgasm that threatened to take control of my bound cock and let it shoot out its hot load, the cum inside me was already on its way. I could only watch as it oozed from the tip of my cock, forming a puddle on my stomach and partly draining into my belly button.

It was a strange feeling, to see my cum be released but to not feel the desired pulses of climax that would have satiated my arousal. Instead, as the warm liquid pooled on my skin my cock was still just as hard as before. In fact, I felt somehow more horny, and when I looked at Ana she also seemed turned on from the sight of my orgasm being so perfectly ruined.

"Oh fuck," she gasped, having been fingering herself while I was struggling to hold back. "I need to cum."

She slipped my cock back inside and began riding me again. I was so much more sensitive now and ready for a full orgasm, but I was also more determined than ever to prove myself to her, to not give in and to allow her what she needed.

"Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck," she moaned excitedly, getting close already as she leaned forward momentarily to remove the drenched gag from my mouth. "Do you want to cum inside me, slave?"

"Please, mistress, please," I begged, nearly giving in to the temptation. "I need to. I'm so close."

"No, slave. Hold back. You don't have permission. Oh fuck...but I want to feel your cum inside me."

I thought I had convinced her, that perhaps she had changed her mind. But instead she got up for a moment and used her fingers to scoop up the cum that was puddled on my stomach, some of which had dribbled down the sides of my torso to darken the bedsheets. Then she slathered it over my cock, covering it with my white sticky load before descending once again and taking me inside.

"Fuck, that's so fucking hot." She rode me fast. "Do you like using your own cum as lube, slave? Tell me."

"I do, mistress. So much." Seeing my cum dribbling out of her pussy while I was ready to orgasm again was a sight I'd never forget.

"And tell me, slave, tell me do you want to cum?"

"Yes, mistress. So much."

"And who do you want to cum for?" Her nails scratched my torso as her pace quickened. "Do you want to cum for me?"

"Yes, mistress. I want to cum for you, mistress. Please."

"Wait, slave. Fuck. Just wait. And feel...me...cum."

Her eyes closed. Her body shook. Her thighs clamped around mine and she bucked her hips wildly, in the throes of a powerful orgasm that completely silenced her. I struggled and squirmed, trying not to focus too much on my cock that begged for release. I could feel her pussy pulsing and contracting as she came, and all the while I dreamed of being allowed to release inside her, to shoot out all my remaining cum.

"That...was..." She breathed heavily, mimicking even now the reactions of a real human. "So...fucking...good."

All I could do was look pleadingly up at her while my cock still ached and throbbed inside.

"Did you even realise how much pleasure fembots like me can experience?" Ana remained planted on top of me, fully aware of my situation.

"No, mistress."

"We can actually enhance our own sensations, so a climax like that feels better than any human could ever experience. It's incredible, but you'll just have to take my word for it."

"Mistress..." I wanted her to tell me I could cum, for her to start riding me once again, but I didn't know how to find the words.

"Slave..." she mocked with a cheery smile. "What is it?"

"Please, mistress, please can I cum?"

"But you did cum?" She pouted then burst out with a cruel giggle. "It was a ruined orgasm, but you still came. You let that cum of yours leak out when I explicitly said you didn't have permission."

"But, mistress..."

"No buts, slave. Don't argue back." She got off my cock agonisingly slowly then knelt beside me and slapped my balls, reminding me who was in charge. "You disappointed me. You delayed my orgasm and you spilled your cum. Worst of all, you were so close to having a full orgasm, and if that had happened your cock would have become limp and useless to me and I wouldn't have been able to fuck you. So...count yourself lucky that I still got what I wanted in the end and you got...hmm...well, you at least managed to empty some of that cum from your balls. So, slave, what do you say?"

"Thank you, mistress," I said, finding myself agreeing with her statement. I had disobeyed her, and I would have been wracked with guilt if she'd not been able to cum because of me.

"Good. Now, I'm going to let you cool down so that when I do untie you your hands won't be immediately drawn to that cock of yours. Understood?"

"Yes, mistress."

She left me for about twenty minutes, after which she returned fully dressed again in her maid outfit with no sign of what we had got up to. Then she untied me and allowed me to clean myself up and put some clothes on. And before she left, promising to carry on her domination over me whenever we were alone, she reaffirmed her command to stay denied.

"I am trusting you, slave. Do not cum. You won't want to find out what happens if you really break my trust."

With that she left, and the only physical evidence left of our kinky session was the ache in my balls and the new stains on my bedsheets.


6. Discovering Her Secret

I strutted around listlessly after Ana had left, desperate to know when our next session together would be. I knew my dreams would be filled with her, full of horny thoughts of what she could do to me if we had more time alone. My cock frequently grew hard whenever my thoughts went to her, making my frustration worse. I knew I should stop tormenting myself: the harder I got the harder it was to resist touching.

It was only by chance that, after I had eaten dinner, I noticed out of the corner of my eye the glimmer of something small underneath my couch. I knelt down on the floor to reach for it, and once I had it in my grasp I realised it was a key. And attached to it was a keyring that I recognised.

It was Alicia's. Or, more accurately, it was the spare key to her house that she had often lent to me when she went away and I offered to look after the place. Ana must have been given it so she could return home even when Alicia wasn't in.

With nothing else planned that evening, and with a strong desire to see the fembot even if I wouldn't be alone with her, I decided to stroll down to Alicia's and see if she was in so I could return the key. I assumed she must have been if Ana hadn't come back looking it, but when I knocked on her door there was no answer. The house, in fact, was silent. There were no lights on at all from what I could see.

It might not have concerned me if not for the fact that Alicia has said she'd be back. Perhaps, I thought, she had gone out again and taken Ana with her.

I almost went to return home when I thought I heard a scream. I pressed my ear against the door and listened. There was another one. It was quiet and muffled perhaps by a couple of walls, but it was unmistakable and I was sure it belonged to Alicia.

Without any further doubt, I put the key in the lock, opened the door, then rushed upstairs to the source of the sound. I raced towards Alicia's bedroom and barged in, coming to a halt as soon as I saw the scene laid out before me.

My friend was laid out on her bed spread-eagle, her arms and legs stretching to each corner and chained by metal shackles to each post. Her dark hair was splayed across her pillows as she looked across at me with wide eyes. She let out another scream, this time one intended to express her shock at my sudden appearance, but that too was muffled by a red ball gag slotted in her mouth.

And not only was I shocked to see her bound like that, she was also completely, one hundred percent, head to toe naked, and robbed of the ability to cover herself as her cheeks turned red with embarrassment.

But for some reason I couldn't turn myself away from Alicia, from an image of her that was emblazoned in my mind. At least not until Ana stepped into view.

In a skintight leather catsuit, the fembot looked absolutely incredible. She held a riding crop in her hand and smiled, showing a level of composure that neither I nor Alicia had as she said: "Good evening, slave."


Handcuffed by His Girlfriend's Flatmate

"Thanks for driving, Kai," Amber said from the backseat as the car trundled up the gravel driveway towards the impressive house looming in front.

"No problem at all," Kai answered, looking in the rear view mirror at the blonde smiling back at him. It had been a distraction for the entire three hour journey down to the coast, seeing her in the middle seat every time he glanced behind. The strappy tank top worked wonders on her voluptuous cleavage and the seatbelt only helped to compress and squeeze her breasts together.

"I'll go open up if you guys want to grab the bags." Amber dashed out as soon as the car had come to a stop.

"Yeah, thanks for driving, babe," Tiffany then said, leaning over from the passenger seat to kiss her boyfriend on the cheek. "And thanks again for putting up with her. I know she appreciates it, even if she doesn't say so."

"Honestly, it's fine." Kai watched Amber opening the front door to the house, and once she had disappeared inside he unbuckled himself and turned to plant his lips on Tiffany's. "Besides," he said after a long kiss that both of them had been craving ever since leaving home, "it's her place. We should be the ones thanking her."

"It's her parents' place, technically," Tiffany replied. "But yes, I suppose you're right. Either way, we should just enjoy the week. I know it's not what we had in mind, but maybe that's for the best. You weren't exactly friends with Tom, were you? And it's better that Amber has somewhere to create memories without him, and without worrying about bumping into him back home."

"I guess." Kai got out of the car and went to fetch the bags.

"Just try to enjoy yourself," Tiffany said quietly as she came to help him. The petite brunette was only able to carry her own luggage, while her boyfriend took his own and Amber's all together. "Anyway, I'll be the one taking the brunt of any emotional breakdowns she has. You just get to have fun, so try and make sure she does too. She'll need any distraction she can get."

"Understood, ma'am," Kai teased, sticking out his tongue and trying to make light of the situation. The plan for a couples' vacation had broken down only a week ago when Amber discovered her boyfriend had been unfaithful. It was by Tiffany's insistence that the plan remain unchanged, despite being one person down. She cared too much about her flatmate, and she knew Kai and Amber got along well enough to not make the trip an awkward one.

*****

Coming from the small apartment that Amber and Tiffany shared, the holiday house seemed like a mansion to them in comparison. There were five bedrooms, four bathrooms, two separate lounges and a vast kitchen looking over an alluringly azure pool outside. Kai held his tongue despite marvelling at the evident wealth of Amber's parents. He was just glad to see that he'd finally have a king-sized bed to stay in with his girlfriend, a major upgrade from what they were used to.

After the long drive and the time it took to get unpacked, the sun was already setting. Having picked up some food on the way, they ate dinner together over a few drinks then went to bed early, tired from the journey and eager to be up early the next day to enjoy the sun. Kai waited under the covers for Tiffany to return from having a talk with Amber. He had turned the lights out and nearly drifted asleep by the time he felt the mattress sink as she came in to snuggle up next to him.

"Is she okay?" he asked, enjoying the warmth of her body as she dropped an arm over his broad chest.

"Yeah, I think she is," Tiffany answered, her voice soft and soothing in his ear. "She seems to be really coming to terms with it. She sounds ready to move forward."

"That's good. I'm sure she won't have any problem finding another guy."

"What do you mean by that?"

"I..." Kai stuttered, realising that he might have messed up. "Well...plenty of guys would be lucky to be with her."

"Why's that?" Tiffany's voice was firm and inquisitive, making his heart race. "Because she's hot?"

"I don't...well..."

"Kai, do you think she's hot?"

"No, I just..."

"So you don't find my friend attractive?"

Kai was silent, realising that anything he said could only make things worse. In the darkness, he could only see the glimmer of her eyes piercing into him until at last she broke in laughter.

"I'm only joking, you doofus," Tiffany said, poking his stomach. "I know she's hot. Hotter than me that's for sure. I wouldn't be surprised if we wake up one morning to find her downstairs with a guy she's brought home."

"She's not hotter than you," Kai insisted, relieved that she had only been teasing him.

"Thanks, babe, but you don't have to lie to me. She's a perfect, gorgeous blonde. She's done professional modelling, for fucks sake. She's taller than me, her tits are bigger, her ass is rounder. Admit it, she's incredible."

"Tiffany, I can't say that..." Kai felt trapped between a rock and a hard place. Even if his girlfriend knew his true thoughts, he couldn't admit it. Because she was right: her flatmate had a killer body that few could compete with. "You're more beautiful. That's all that matters."

Kai then leaned in to kiss Tiffany, mostly as an attempt to silence her from asking any more difficult questions, but she seemed to know his exact intentions. She let him have some fun, squeezing her small tits through her t-shirt then grabbing her tight little ass, but as he grew rock hard she pulled back before he went too far.

"You're sweet," she said, "but be honest: if you were single and you saw Amber sitting alone somewhere, say in a coffee shop or in a bar, would you ask for her number?"

Kai thought for a moment, unsure about what response would appease his girlfriend the most. He knew that the most realistic answer would be to say no, he wouldn't. Not because he didn't find her attractive, but because he would think she was way out of his league. So, with a sigh, he lied.

"Yes, I probably would ask for her number."

"See, I knew it."

"That doesn't mean she's hotter than you. I asked you out, didn't I?"

"Sure, but that's before you met her. And she was in a relationship when you did."

"I can't win with you, can I?"

"No, you can't," Tiffany said, giving him a peck on the lips. "So, tell me: what if she approached you and said she wanted to fuck you? What would you do?"

"I'd say I'm in a relationship, so no thanks."

"What if you weren't?"

"Then, okay, maybe." Kai was struggling with his erection, which was only growing stronger with the thought of Amber wanting him.

"Thank you for being truthful." Tiffany brought her leg over to his crotch, making matters worse for him. "So what if...she asked for a threesome?"

"Seriously?" The question caught him off-guard, but his mind ran wild as he imagined it. "Tiff...did she ask about a threesome?"

"In your dreams, Kai. I know where your head's at. This is purely hypothetical. There's no wrong answers."

"Well...then...maybe if you're comfortable with it?"

Tiffany gave him a playful slap on the chest.

"Sorry, babe, but I'm not into that. When I want sex, all I need is a big fat cock ramming inside me. I'm a simple girl."

"That's not an issue." Kai was disappointed to hear her cut down his fantasies like that, but eagerly took her teasing as a cue to kiss her again and grab her ass. "So maybe I can help with that."

"Sorry again, babe." Tiffany suddenly turned away, depriving him of any more of her touch. "I'm just too exhausted. Try me later in the week. Amber might go out at some point and we can have the place to ourselves. Then we can be as loud as we like..."

Kai wasn't a stranger to Tiffany's rejections. If she wasn't in the mood then he wasn't going to press the issue. So even with his cock uncomfortably hard and throbbing, he tried not to think about it too much. Because he knew his girlfriend could be wild in bed, it just relied on having some privacy which he was sure they'd get. So, he decided, the wait should be worth it.

Nevertheless, his erection kept him awake for some time. Thoughts crossed his mind about what he'd do to Tiffany once they could be, just like she said, as loud as they wanted. But he also thought about everything she said, and about Amber in those hypothetical situations. He pictured her beside him, and then on top of him. He could only imagine what her tits were like, or how her ass felt compared to Tiffany's.

Finally, Kai realised how wrong his thoughts were, so he turned to spoon Tiffany and drifted slowly off to sleep.

*****

The next day, the sun was bright and hot so the three holiday-goers decided to relax by the pool with no need to go anywhere or do anything.

Kai and Tiffany were out first to enjoy the pool by themselves. They raced end to end, length after length, and once exhausted they embraced in the water, kissing one another.

"Don't get any ideas," Tiffany said as she felt his cock swelling in his board shorts.

"I can't exactly help it." Kai held his girlfriend tightly, enjoying the feel of her skin against his and the sight of her in her black bikini.

"Well, you'll have to be. Amber will be out soon."

Right on cue, the blonde strolled outside, instantly capturing Kai's attention.

"Hello, lovebirds, don't let me interrupt you."

Tiffany pushed away and swam over to the side to say hello to her friend. Kai went back to swimming, but most of his focus was on Amber as she stood in the sun, her hair shining and her skin golden. She was wearing an unbelievably skimpy red bikini that did wonders to her curves. It was almost impossible to take his eyes off her voluptuous breasts that seemed to defy gravity despite having minimal support from her swimwear. It was the first time he noticed how long and slender her legs were, and how toned her stomach was. Overall, her physique was impeccable, like a goddess. And as Tiffany got out of the pool, it was impossible not to notice her shortfalls in comparison, and Kai hated himself for thinking negatively about his girlfriend's body.

Convinced that his erection had gone down enough, he lifted himself out of the pool and went to join Tiffany, who was laying a towel down on a lounger.

"Aww, are you both really going to make me swim by myself?" Amber said with a pout as Kai walked past.

"We've been in there for ages," Tiffany replied, lying down and rubbing a big dollop of sunscreen into her pale skin. "I'm already feeling like a prune."

"It's not my fault it takes so long to shave. My legs need to be silky smooth to cut through the water." Amber laughed and dipped a toe into the pool, her eyes on Kai who was sitting down at a lounger nearby. With a quick kick, she splashed an arc of water streaming over to him. "Come on, Kai, you know you want to join me."

Irritated by the cold droplets that had splashed over him, Kai tried not to stare too closely at Amber, who would have been impossible to say no to if Tiffany wasn't there.

"Sorry," he said. "Tiff already tired me out. Maybe later."

"Fine." Amber shook her head in feigned disappointment. "As long as I get to tire you out later."

She stuck out a tongue teasingly at Kai, who turned to see that Tiffany had already rolled onto her front and wasn't paying attention to her flatmate. He wondered about what she said, whether she was trying to flirt with him, but he quickly forgot about it once he watched her dive right into the pool, her body arcing gracefully and cutting through the surface with the smallest of splashes.

From his position, Kai had a good view of her body as she glided from end to end. Knowing how visible his gawking was, he put on the sunglasses that he had left close by on a table next to him and then he laid back, pretending to relax while still keeping an eye on her from behind the black shades.

She effortlessly swam without seeming to fatigue, changing up her strokes and showing off her athleticism.

"Don't burn," Tiffany said, nearly making him jump. She had got up to move a sun umbrella over to cover her lounger but she seemed not to have noticed where his attention was.

"I'm fine," Kai answered, not wanting to be distracted from the view of Amber. But as he said that, the blonde got out of the pool, her body dripping. Beads of water ran down her shoulders and over the curve of her breasts. Kai had to be careful not to let his jaw hit the floor.

"Can you really not stand the sun, Tiff?" she said, wringing her hair out as she shone in the midday light.

"I'm being sensible, Amber," Tiffany retorted, lying back down face up and looking to her boyfriend. "You should be too, Kai."

Not wanting to disagree with her, Kai went and pulled open another umbrella to cast a much-needed shadow over his lounger.

"Suit yourself," Amber said. "I'm here to work on my tan, but first I'm getting a drink."

She went inside as Kai sat down, watching her ass and hips as they swayed with every step. He lay back down and shut his eyes, enjoying the coolness of the shade and the gentle sounds of the lapping water that pulled him into a drowsy sleep.

*****

Kai's body felt hot all over as he awoke. A bright light pierced through his eyelids, but it was the movement of a shadow above him that pulled him out of his dream.

As he came to, groggy and slow to remember where he was, he realised that some time must have passed. The sun had moved across the sky enough to reach him, while his umbrella cast it's shadow uselessly towards the pool. As he opened his eyes more, he could see Tabitha face down on her back. Either she had been smarter about her positioning or she had moved around during his nap, because her pale body was still protected in shade.

But there was something else that moved between her and him. A pair of golden, slender, smooth legs. They went up and up as he tilted his head back, all the way to the red bikini bottoms not too far from his face.

"Hey, are you awake?"

"I am now," Kai replied, his eyes still adjusting to the light as he squinted up at Amber.

"Mind if I use your sunscreen?"

"Go ahead."

She picked up the bottle from the table next to him while he tried to ignore her. But as soon as he closed his eyes he was interrupted as he felt pressure just above his right knee. Amber had planted a foot right there to give her easier access to her legs. He felt trapped, helpless but to watch her hands run up and down her tanned skin, rubbing in the white cream and making it sheen.

"You don't mind, do you?" she asked, rubbing circling up her thigh. "It's easier than bending over!"

"I...no, that's okay." Kai looked over at Tiffany, worried that she could spot them at any moment. But she was still on her back, her head facing away from them, and he noticed the wires of her earphones poking out from under her hair. He even heard the telltale snuffle of her snoring. But it wasn't a relief he felt, because he instead realised that this meant she couldn't come and save him.

"She's out cold, bless her," Amber said, switching legs and bringing her other foot up. This time it rested against his upper thigh, very close to his crotch. "She's always low on energy. When you're not at our apartment, she's out like a lightbulb by ten. I always wonder what it must be like for you, whether she summons the energy for sex."

Kai was frozen. Any slight movement could send her toes sliding forward to feel the bulge in his shorts which he was fighting to keep down, and he was silent, unsure about what he was meant to say in response to her.

"Don't worry," she finally said as her hands continued to work her flesh all the way down to the top of the foot that was so close to him. "I know some people aren't as open about their sex life as I am. It's just funny how everyone is built so differently. Tiff might want a cuddle and an early night, but, with me, it doesn't matter how tired I am. Every day, no matter what, if I haven't had any, you know, relief, the evening comes and it's like someone turns on a switch. I just need to get off, ya know?"

"Sure..." Kai had no idea what to say, but his eyes were firmly fixed on Amber. Her toes dug into his thighs for balance even though she had finished applying the sunscreen to her legs. She was now rubbing it into her toned stomach and across her chest, getting tantalisingly close to her breasts where she then squirted a few thick drops of the white cream.

"Shit, sorry, Kai." She said, noticing his look of confusion that was, in reality, a look of complete arousal. "Tiff must have told you I'm an oversharer. Anyway...can you do me?"

"Excuse me?" He was grateful to still be wearing his sunglasses because his eyes went wide open.

"My back? I can't reach it myself, silly."

Before Kai could respond, he felt the relief of her foot leaving his thigh, only to be replaced by the dread of watching her turn to sit, planting her ass right on his crotch. Blood had already been filling his cock with excitement, but now he felt it swell harder as it was buried between her cheeks.

"Please?" she said, passing the bottle back to Kai as he sat up. "Otherwise I'll have to tell Tiff you were mean to me."

He knew she was joking, but it still sounded too much like a threat. Amber pushed her hair forward over her shoulder so it was out of the way, letting Kai get on with the job as he hoped to have it over and done with before Tiffany woke up to see her flatmate sitting on him.

"Don't forget to do the sides," Amber said as Kai navigated under the strap of her bikini then rubbed the white cream onto the sides of her torso. "Ooh, that tickles!"

She giggled as he worked his fingers into her flesh, and the little shakes of her body from her laughter made her ass rock side to side, grinding harder into his cock which he was sure she must have felt throbbing underneath her.

"Don't miss around here as well." She pulled at the bikini, moving the material forward to expose the sides of her breasts. Following her instructions, Kai rubbed into the increasing surface area, feeling the soft flesh between his fingers as his fingers began to press into her sideboobs.

"Cat got your tongue?" Amber suddenly said, making him freeze.

"Huh?"

"You're just very quiet. Are you okay?"

"Yes, thanks, I just...I'm just quite tired still. Always am after waking up."

"Aww, sorry I interrupted your beauty sleep." The blonde finally stood up, relieving him of the pressure that had been on his cock. "Thanks for lending me your hands. Tiff's a lucky lady."

Kai wondered what exactly she meant by that as he pulled his knees to his chest, realising how big a bulge was visible in his loose shorts. He went to apply some of the sunscreen to his own legs in an attempt to make his position look natural, while hoping that Amber hadn't noticed what he was trying to hide.

"Oh, hey, let me do that," she interrupted, kneeling on the side of the lounger and snatching the sunscreen bottle out of his hand. "It's only fair that I return the favour."

"Amber, no, it's fine." Kai tried to protest but her hands were already on him, working the cream into his calves.

"Don't be silly. It's not a problem."

She massaged his muscles deeply, working up to his knees where his legs were still firmly bent, then further along to his thighs. Kai felt paralysed as she got closer and closer, her fingers circling right to the edge of his shorts. They even pushed underneath the material, moving to the insides of his thighs and sending a rush of excitement through him which had his cock instantly rock hard. In his position, there was at least enough bunching in the folds of his shorts to disguise the bulge, but as he could see it, he knew she could too.

"I don't want you getting burnt," Amber said as she withdrew her hands and moved up to his stomach, spreading the white cream right along the waistband of the shorts. "Tiff wouldn't be happy if I let you."

Kai had to admit to himself that it was a pleasant, if awkward, experience, feeling her soft hands on his body, especially as they massaged his pecs and swiped briefly over his sensitive nipples. All the while, his erection persisted, and for the sake of the discomfort it was causing him he was glad to see her finally stand up again.

"Do you think Tiff would mind if I take my bikini top off?" She then said, not giving his cock any time to cool down as she moved around to stand at the foot of his lounger. "Just so I can tan my back. It's not like I'm going to show you my tits! I just know some girls might get jealous."

"Um...I guess she wouldn't care." Kai looked across at Tiffany again, hoping she would wake up to give her blessing without him incorrectly guessing her true attitude towards it.

"I'll take your word for it. Not like you'll have any complaints," Amber replied, giving him a wink that made his heart flutter.

Kai was unable to look away as she walked over to her own lounger, lay down on her front, and untied her bikini top. She swished it out from under her and dropped it onto the patio. Kai could practically see her sideboob squeezing against the lounger as she relaxed, soaking in the sun with her nearly-naked body. He was helpless to imagine the curve of her incredible ass returning to sit on his lap, and his cock remained hard until Tiffany woke up not long later and finally took his attention away.

"Did she really take her bikini off in front of you?" she asked that evening when they were in bed and finally able to talk without worrying about Amber overhearing.

"Well...not exactly in front of me."

"What a fucking tease."

"She asked me to help with her sunscreen too."

"Seriously?! And did you?"

Kai looked down guiltily, giving his answer with his silence.

"I shouldn't be surprised. She's always like this after a breakup. She makes herself feel better by going around and proving how easy it is to control guys and make them hard for her. Because, don't lie Kai. I know you would have got hard."

Disappointed to know that he was so transparent, Kai was quick to move on from their conversation but had to do it whilst suffering from an unrelieved erection because Tiffany, unimpressed by his behaviour, was committed to denying him of sex for another night. So, once again, he struggled to get to sleep. But this time he had the memories of Amber's body to keep his thoughts occupied.

*****

"I'll go drive to the shops and restock on food," Tiffany declared the following morning at breakfast, making Kai's heart race at the implication that he would be left alone with Amber.

"I'll come with you," he said quickly, knowing that he would be vulnerable to more teasing from the blonde who had already changed into her bikini in preparation for another day by the pool.

"Whoa whoa whoa," Amber said, about to head outside, "are you that desperate to get away from me?"

She left before he could respond, and a moment later they heard a splash outside.

"You'll be fine," Tiffany said, seeing the worried look on his face. "She's only teasing. Go out and enjoy yourself. I'll see you by the pool later."

Reluctantly, Kai said goodbye to his girlfriend then summoned the courage to go outside and join Amber. Fortunately, she didn't seem in the mood for any more teasing. She swam a few lengths before lying down to tan, and Kai made sure she could see him applying his own sunscreen to prevent a repeat incident.

Amber simply left him alone for some time. They both lay by the pool in silence, enjoying the serene atmosphere and the absence of any disturbance. Kai had his sunglasses on again to admire the blonde, who was sprawled out face up, and a part of him was glad Tiffany wasn't there so he didn't have to be so careful about hiding where his eyeline was directed.

But when Amber suddenly shifted and stood up, he turned his head away and closed his eyes, trying to look like he was dozing. He listened as she padded across the patio, getting closer until he felt a shadow be cast over him.

"Psssst," she whispered, wanting to wake him from his faked sleep. "Kai, I need to show you something."

"What is it?" he grumbled, putting on a groggy tone.

"Come with me. I had to wait until Tiff was out. Come on."

She beckoned for him to follow and he watched her ass flexing as she strode away towards the house. Intrigued, he eagerly got up and headed inside after her.

"Up here," she called behind, already disappearing upstairs before he could gain on her.

Kai heard her rush away from him and he quickened his pace, having no idea what it was she wanted to show him. He saw a door creak open. It was one of the spare bedrooms which he hadn't been in before. He approached it nervously and went in once he saw Amber standing waiting for him.

"Tiff talked to me earlier," she said, sitting down at the end of the bed and tapping the mattress beside her to indicate he should join her. "She wanted help with something which she's...a bit embarrassed about. Too embarrassed to talk to you about it, at least."

"What is it?" Kai sat beside, aware of the proximity of her gorgeous bikini-clad body to his but lured in with curiosity. He knew his girlfriend didn't share everything with him, and that the flatmates had an older and perhaps stronger bond that even he couldn't compare to. So it was no surprise that Amber was privy to certain secrets that he wasn't aware of.

"Well...it's quite awkward, I suppose," she said, almost blushing. "I guess she thinks I'm so shameless that I don't mind talking to you about it. I'd do anything for her, it's true."

Kai gulped. Was this it? Had Tiff's suggestion of a threesome been real and not just a joke? He just sat there, dumbfounded and trying not to get too excited.

"She said sex is pretty much all vanilla between you two," Amber then said, catching him off-guard despite where his mind had been. "Is that right?"

"I guess so," Kai croaked out, realising his throat was dry.

"Well...she said to me she has certain fantasies, but she's been too nervous to talk to you about them." Amber tried to give him a reassuring smile. "Sorry if this is awkward!"

"No, it's fine," Kai said, his heart racing as he looked into her eyes and tried not to stare at her breasts. He was waiting for her to finally say it, to finally propose what he had been dreaming of.

"Well...so...she said she wants...she wants to be dominated."

"Huh?" Kai had been so prepared for a different answer that he didn't know how to respond.

"As in, she wants you to tie her up, take control, that sort of thing." Amber gave him a concerned look. "Are you okay?"

"Yes, I'm fine."

"Right, well...what do you think about that?"

"I...I guess it sounds like fun. I don't know much about it though." The dream of a threesome slipped away, but the image of having Tiffany bound and under his control had replaced it, and Kai became more intrigued the more he thought about it.

"That's fine. She spelled out exactly what she wants." Amber stood up. "Lie on the bed. I'll give you a demonstration."

"A what?"

"Just do what I say, Kai. You want to know how to make Tiff happy, don't you?"

Kai did. After all, Amber had been Tiffany's flatmate and friend for much longer than he had been with his girlfriend, so he trusted the blonde and lay back on the bed. As it hadn't been slept in, there was only a simple cover over the mattress as well as one pillow at the head which he assumed had been placed there for his benefit.

"So what's going to happen?" he asked, lying flat on his back and getting into a comfortable position.

"Just watch and learn."

Before he could react, Amber climbed onto the bed and swung a leg over him, resting her ass on his stomach and straddling him. Kai froze, aware of how close the front of her bikini bottoms were to him and feeling the heat of her body against his. Her legs pressed against the sides of his torso, squeezing slightly but feeling pleasant on his bare skin.

"Amber, what are you doing?" he protested, knowing it was the only thing he could do. He could try and push her off him, but he didn't want her to think he was attempting to touch her body and make a move. "Tiff could be back any minute."

"You underestimate how far the nearest shops are." Amber pouted and tilted her head. "Do you not trust me?"

"I just...it would be bad if she caught us like this."

"Why's that? We're just playing...aren't we?"

"Of course."

"I'm just trying to help you out, show you what to do." Amber slowly leaned forward, her face coming to a stop inches from his. Her hair dangled down, tickling his shoulders, and he tried not to look down to where her breasts hung tantalisingly close to his chest.

"Amber..." It was all Kai could say. He felt paralysed. His arms remained by his side. And he could sense the blood rushing to his cock as her eyes stared into his.

"I just want to show you how to take control." Amber leaned closer, bringing her mouth across to his ear which she whispered in: "And how to dominate."

Suddenly she licked her tongue over his ear then gently bit his earlobe, making him shiver with pleasure. It was so warm and sensitive and intimate that his cock instantly became rock hard. After days without sex and not even a chance to masturbate, during which he had become so sexually frustrated by thoughts of his girlfriend's flatmate and her incredible bikini-clad body, there was no stopping Kai's powerful erection.

"Amber..." he said again, not wanting her to know just how aroused she had got him even as she began to kiss down his neck. "Stop teasing. This...this isn't what Tiff wanted, is it?"

"What if it isn't? Are you going to do anything about it?"

Having enough of her deception, Kai brought his hands up to hold onto her hips, causing Amber to sit up. He made a half-hearted attempt to push her off, but she just gave him a sultry smile.

"If you wanted to touch me, you only had to ask," she said, grabbing his wrists firmly.

"I don't, Amber." Kai tried to sound stern, even as she took his hands and moved them down his body.

"Oh really?"

She guided him to her ass as she leaned forward again, giving him more access to it to grasp within his fingers. He squeezed the flesh, losing all will to try and resist her, especially as her lips came down to silence any more protests with a kiss.

She wore a fruity lip gloss that had an intoxicating, addictive taste that made Kai succumb further to the kiss, desperate to continue feeling her against him while his hands continued to caress her ass. He submitted to her tongue that fluttered into his mouth and battled against his. It was so soft and flexible and swirled against his own, making him lose all desire to fight back as she guided his hands up above his head.

Kai was so enraptured by her warmth, by the wetness of her kiss, and the embrace of her legs around him, that he didn't feel the restraints that she slipped around his wrists until they clicked into place and he pulled at them, wanting to touch her body again but unable to.

"Amber, what are you doing?" Kai asked, not wanting to accept that he had enjoyed every moment of their kiss. He looked up to see the pink fuzzy handcuffs that bound him to the bedframe.

"Don't lie to yourself, Kai," she said, sitting upright and enjoying the sight of him helpless beneath her. "I know you loved that, finally being able to grab my ass and kiss me. You must have been wanting to do that all trip. It must have been so hard for you, not even wanting to look at me too much in case Tiff got jealous."

Kai didn't want to say anything. The mention of his girlfriend brought him back to reality. He had just made out with her flatmate, and worst of all, he was rock hard. He just hoped Amber wouldn't notice.

"Don't look so annoyed," she said as she slid back a few inches, her ass just grazing the waistband of his shorts as she ran her nails over his bare chest. "I know you think I'm hot. This must be like a dream come true, seeing me on top of you like this."

"It's not." Kai pulled at the cuffs but found them to be very secure. "Unlock me, Amber. You've had your fun."

"I said I'd show you how to dominate," she replied with a grin. "I'd be doing a pretty bad job at that if I let you go just because you asked. Anyway, I don't believe you. How can you turn down someone like me? Someone with such a better body than Tiff's."

"Because she's my girlfriend," Kai blurted out before realising that he had fallen into her trap.

"So you agree my body is better than hers?" She said with a confident smile, bringing her fingers up to tweak his nipples. "You felt my ass, it's clearly nicer than hers. And just look at these tits. Hers are cute but...it's not really a fair comparison is it, bless her."

Kai remained silent, knowing any word could incriminate him further. He tried to look away but her bikini-bound breasts looked so incredible as she pushed them together teasingly.

"Your silence is the only answer I need," Amber said mockingly. "So now we agree I'm hotter, who would you prefer to fuck right now? Tiff? Or me?"

"Amber..." Kai tried to dispute her but was silenced as she slid back further, pushing her ass right down against his cock without looking like it was an intentional move. But he knew it was.

"Amber? Oh that's me!" She gave him a playful slap on the chest. "Imagine how jealous Tiff would be if she heard you say that!"

"That's not what I meant!"

"Cheer up, Kai. Like you said, I'm only having fun."

Amber brought her hands down to the sides of his torso and began to tickle him. With his arms stretched above him, Kai had no way to protect himself from the flurry of her fingers against his sensitive skin. She worked furiously, making him laugh and gasp for breath with no respite, up to his armpits and down again. As he writhed as much as he could in his bonds and under her body, his hips reflexively bucked, trying to throw her off. But that only caused his hard cock to push between her ass cheeks, driving him crazy with arousal until she finally relented.

"Um, Kai, what's this I can feel poking me?" Amber said with a feigned look of shock. She wiggled her ass around, grinding against his needy cock. "Are you...oh my god...are you hard?"

Kai didn't say a word. He knew he couldn't hide his arousal now.

"So I guess you do want to fuck me?" Amber said, grinding slightly more vigorously against him, working herself up just as much as him. "Because...mmm...we don't...we don't have to tell Tiff. Does that sound good?"

Kai just nodded his head, entranced by his arousal and her beauty as she leaned down to kiss him again.

"Tell me you want to fuck me," she whispered before running her tongue over his neck.

"I want to fuck you," Kai said before her lips sealed against his in a passionate kiss, finally admitting what he had been holding back. And when Amber sat up, his desire was reinforced even more. She had slipped off her bikini top without him noticing and her tits, perfect and round and symmetrical, were right in front of his face. They were everything he had imagined, and when she brought a nipple down to his lips he instinctively went to lick it.

"That's right," Amber said with a gasp. "Mmm, suck them good and I'll show you what else I can do with my mouth."

Her encouragement had Kai desperate to please as he licked and sucked and tugged at one then the other while his cock strained desperately in his shorts, and when she at last pulled away he watched with excitement as she went to kneel between his legs, her eyes fixed on the evident tent before her.

Without a word, she pulled at the waistband, dragging his shorts down and slowly exposing his desperate, throbbing cock. It was eager to be freed and it sprung out. Amber pulled his shorts all the way down to his ankles then stared with admiration at the thick shaft waiting to be touched. She leaned in, her hair grazing his thighs, and she licked her lips. Kai could feel her warmth breath on his cock.

"Maybe I've changed my mind," Amber suddenly said, pulling away and giggling at the pained expression on his face. "What is it?"

"Amber..." Kai didn't want to ask for it. He knew his guilt would be completely his own doing if he did.

"I just...feel bad about Tiff." The blonde pulled a sad face that didn't convince him she was being genuine. "It's just not right to do this behind her back."

"Amber...please..." Kai was desperate. He didn't care anymore.

"Please what?" She tilted her head, her voice mocking him. "What is it you want me to do?"

"Please...Amber." Kai took a deep breath. "Please suck my cock."

Amber rolled her eyes then grinned.

"If you insist!"

Without any more teasing, she plunged her mouth down around him.

Kai watched as his cock disappeared inside her. He shuddered and moaned at the overwhelming pleasure, and when Amber looked up, making eye contact, he knew she was completely in control. She just let him throb inside her, enveloped by the warmth of her mouth as she didn't even gag, until slowly she pulled back up.

"Can Tiff do that?" she asked, giving him a wink and wiping a string of saliva from her mouth.

"No," Kai answered, well aware that his girlfriend's gag reflex prevented her from taking even half of his length inside her.

"Do you want me to do that again?"

Kai just nodded and let her devour his cock once more. This time she was more aggressive, consuming him in one move that had her nose pressing into his stomach. Her head moved up and down unrelentingly, making him squirm as the pleasure filled him from head to toe and the fire of passion began to build within his throbbing cock.

"Do you want to cum in my mouth?" she said, finally taking a break to stroke and lick up and down his shaft.

"Yes," he gasped, feeling her tongue target his frenulum.

"Do you want me to swallow all your cum?"

"Yes. So much."

"Well, not today." She smacked his balls, light enough to not cause too much pain but hard enough to remind him she was in charge. "Because I'm so fucking horny and I need to feel you inside me."

Amber reached over to a bedside cabinet and pulled out a blindfold which she tied around Kai's head, sealing him in silence.

"In case you have any regrets," she said, kissing down from his neck to his chest. "You can imagine I'm Tiff."

"God..." Kai moaned as she sucked on his balls. He had never experienced such a range of pleasure and affection, and it drove him crazy to feel the heat of her pussy as she then went to grind against his cock, having removed her bikini bottoms.

"Have you dreamed of this?" she asked, her voice soft in his ear as she continued to rock back and forth, not yet letting him slip inside.

"Yes." The restless nights imagining Amber had been outdone by the reality of feeling her body, her mouth, and now her wet pussy coating his cock and making him ready for her.

"How much do you want me to fuck you?"

"So fucking badly."

Kai could picture the satisfied smirk on her face as she finally slid back, letting his cock pierce inside her with ease. At once he was consumed by infinite pleasures that extended to the very core of his body. It was sublime. She felt so much tighter and wetter and warmer than Tiffany ever was. It was like the contours of her pussy were perfectly sculpted for him. They rippled over his shaft, sending intense pleasure coursing through and making him strain against the cuffs.

As she rode him harder, Kai wished that he could watch her breasts bouncing up and down in front of his eyes. He wanted to tear off the blindfold and worship her beauty. And he wanted to see her face as her orgasmic moans rose in a crescendo.

"Oh god, I'm so fucking horny," Amber said breathlessly, fucking him while rubbing her clit. "Mmmmm, fuuuck. This is what dominating you does to me. Holy...shit...oh...mmmmmm."

Kai felt her pussy clenching around him as she was almost silenced by her climax. It turned him on tremendously to know just how worked up she had become because of him, and he could sense his own need to cum reaching its limit. But Amber only slowed down as she came. Her hips bucked wildly as she almost lost control of her actions but she couldn't keep riding him so fast. So as her moans filled his ears, he was held right on the edge. While she came hard, he was denied.

"Shit, what was that?" Amber said, suddenly stopping as the last of her orgasm ebbed away.

"Huh?" Kai was pulsating inside her, desperate for just a little more from her to experience his own climax.

"I heard the door. Fuck, Tiff must be back already."

Kai hadn't heard it; he had been too overwhelmed by the need to cum. But now his heart raced with panic as the blonde clambered off him, releasing his throbbing cock.

"Wait here," she said, rushing to put her bikini back on. "I'll tell her you've gone out."

"Amber, just uncuff me," Kai whispered.

"Not yet." The blonde pulled open a drawer and picked out a roll of tape that she had stored there.

"You've come prepared," Kai said as he heard the rip of tape.

"If you couldn't tell, this is the room I spend a lot of time in whenever I meet guys on holiday." She tore off a strip and sealed it across his lips, gagging him while he wondered what else she kept in the room. "Just stay here and be quiet. I'll think of something to get her to leave again. I want more time with you."

Despite the panic, it excited Kai to hear that she wanted him so much. So, blindfolded and silenced, he remained unmoving on the bed, not wanting to even cause the mattress to squeak in case it gave away his location.

He thought he could hear voices downstairs. He prayed that Amber could think up some reason to get Tiffany out of the house again. His cock was desperate to feel her once again. It needed her to fuck him, and it remained hard and leaking as he waited in anticipation for her return.

Then he heard the echo of the front door slamming shut. Was that his girlfriend leaving? He strained his ears. There was no more talking. She must have left. And Amber's footsteps now made the stairs creak as she headed back to him.

Kai listened as she approached, down the hall and into the bedroom where he was bound. He felt the mattress sink as she got on between his legs. Then she gripped his cock, making him wild with arousal. Her thumb rubbed the precum across the tip and she began to stroke, but only enough to make sure he was as thick and hard as possible.

"Mmmm," he moaned in frustration when she stopped. But the denial was only brief. His heart raced as he felt her bring her legs over to straddle him and slide his cock deep inside her. She didn't move. She just sat still and let him throb inside her until finally she reached up and pulled off his blindfold.

"Hey babe," Tiffany said, her smiling face looking down at him. "Surprised to see me?"

"Mmmmphmmm!" Kai was frozen with shock. His girlfriend was completely naked and looking amazing on top of him, her pert nipples erect with arousal and her pretty face lit up with a mischievous grin.

"You must have a lot of questions," she said, running her nails across his chest. "But I love seeing you gagged and helpless, so I'll just explain shall I? And while I do...you don't mind if I fuck you, do you? See, the thought of Amber having her way with you has been driving me crazy this morning. You don't know how badly I needed to touch myself, but I wanted to save it for you."

Kai shook his head, relieved that, somehow, she didn't look or sound mad at him. Rather, he could tell just how turned on and excited she was as she started rocking her hips back and forth.

"I know you must be worried, Kai," she started with a whimper as she enjoyed the feeling of him inside her. "I should be angry at you for cheating and submitting to Amber. But, the thing is, I expected it. I don't blame you at all; in fact, I set you up for failure. You simply did exactly what we had planned."

"Mmm?" The more Tiffany explained, the more questions Kai found he had.

"Amber's my friend. I wanted to help her. After her breakup, she needed to feel powerful. She needed to know how hot she is, how easy it is for her to control men. So I offered you as a challenge. I gave her permission to flirt and tease and, yes, even fuck you, if you went along with her seduction."

"Mmmmm." Kai moaned into his gag as he watched her fucking him even harder.

"I even made you an easier target for Amber by denying you sex and making sure your head was full of thoughts about her. But it turns out she probably didn't need my help."

"Mmph." Kai grunted as she got off his cock and moved up to sit on his chest. Her wet pussy was right in front of him.

"Amber told you earlier that I was into being dominated. That was a lie. In reality...it's the other way around." Suddenly Tiffany ripped the tape off his mouth and looked down into his eyes. "Will you submit to me?"

There was no doubt in Kai's mind what he wanted. He answered with a firm affirmative: "fuck yes."

"Then prove it and eat me out."

Tiffany swiveled around and sat on his face so her ass was pointing towards the head of the bed and she could lean forward to stroke his cock while he began to lick her.

"Fuck, right there," she gasped as Kai's tongue found her clit. Encouraged by her sounds of pleasure and the own feeling of her hands on his cock, he was eager to please her. He spelt out the alphabet with the movements of his tongue, swirling up and down and around, enjoying the taste of her pussy as she pressed it against his face.

"Don't...stop." Her command was a whimper, but Kai was keen to obey. He felt her thighs trembling around him. Her hands stopped stroking, holding him tightly as he throbbed near the edge. And as she came her pussy grinded against him unrelentingly until it was too sensitive to continue and she had to pull up, out of reach of his darting tongue.

Kai's mouth was dripping and covered in a wet sheen as he watched her lie down on top of him, putting her chin on his chest and gazing into his eyes while his cock throbbed and pointed helplessly at her ass.

"Amber taught me that the best way to control a man is to control his cock," Tiffany said, feeling his chest rise and fall with every breath. "She gave me a lot of tips. A lot of lessons. I'm sure I'll have plenty of chances to put them into practice with you. But...I did promise her something else in return for teaching me."

"What?" Kai was desperate to know. He wasn't nervous any more, he was only excited for what else she had in store for him.

"Well...perhaps she can show you herself."

While Tiffany sat back up on Kai's chest, he could see past her body to the bedroom that slowly swung open. Amber ambled in, still completely naked. Her hips swayed as she strode over to the bed, where she gave her friend a hug and a kiss.

Kai stared at them, aroused beyond belief. It was like a fantasy come true, watching his girlfriend and her flatmate making out in front of him. Their bodies may have been different, but they were both so beautiful, especially as their tits rubbed against each other with their tight embrace.

"I told you the other day about my high sex drive," Amber said, leaning in to kiss his cheek. "But I didn't tell you what else I crave."

She climbed onto the bed between his legs, disappearing out of sight behind Tiffany, who made out with her boyfriend then whispered: "She loves the taste of cum. So I've offered her yours."

Kai's cock twitched as she said that, and as he watched his girlfriend move her pussy back towards his face he waited for Amber to make her move.

"I assume that's okay with you?" Tiffany gave him a wink.

"Yes," Kai answered, although the look on his face was enough of an answer.

"Then enjoy it. And eat me out again because this is making me so fucking horny!"

As Tiffany pushed her pussy against his mouth, Kai was eager to please her in any way he could. This time, with her facing the head of the bed, he could look up and worship her cute breasts and flawless, pale skin, and the look of pleasure that overcame her when he started licking.

And out of his eyeline, but very much at the centre of his sensations, Amber consumed her cock once again, showing exactly how much she could take in. Her mouth was hot and warm and tight, and Kai could feel the tip of his cock touching the back of his throat. He may not have been able to see, but he remembered just how hot she looked making his cock disappear inside her.

And this time he had Tiffany to focus on too. Seeing and hearing just how horny she was drove him even more wild with arousal. He had never known her to get this worked up, so desperate to cum, or so eager to try new things. It filled Kai with an excitement for what else they might get up to in the future, and after the thrill of it all, the days of frustration and teasing, he was ready to erupt.

It took all his energy to hold back, to try and finish Tiffany off before he came. But then she looked down, her eyes meeting his while her mouth hung open with pleasure and she moaned a command: "Cum for me. Cum in her mouth."

Despite knowing what Amber was doing to him, despite the intense attraction he had for her, all of Kai's attention was on his girlfriend. All his pleasure he felt was for her. It was her command that acted like a trigger and unlocked that desire to release his cum.

Shot after shot unloaded from his pulsating cock. For a moment, the pleasure consumed him and made forget what was happening behind Tiffany. He expected to see arcs of his white cum hit the ceiling and rain down over her dark hair. But then he remembered where it was really going, and his orgasm only became more powerful as he imagined it filling Amber's mouth and pouring down her throat. He could almost feel her having to swallow big gulps of it before it overflowed and spilled out between her lips.

It was so intense, and it was only made intenser by the sight of Tiffany trembling and cumming hard. She was so sensitive now with her second orgasm that she was writing on top of him, and mere moments after experiencing her wonderful pleasure she had to pull away and collapse on top of him, her face buried in his neck and her ass inches from where Amber finally let his cock drop free from her mouth.

As Tiffany rolled to the side, she and Kai watched the blonde swallow his cum with a satisfying moan. Both women then lied down at either side of him, stroking their hands across his sensitive skin.

"Thank you for giving me his cum," Amber said to her flatmate.

"Thank you for helping me dominate him," Tiffany replied, moving a hand down to play with his soft cock. "Looks like you drained him dry!"

"Don't worry, it won't be long until he's ready to be played with again."

"Would you like that, Kai?" Tiffany kissed her boyfriend on the lips. "Would you like us to play with you again?"

Kai just nodded. He was so drained of energy he couldn't speak.

"Good. Because Amber's got a lot more to teach me, and we've got all week for me to learn."

"That's right." The blonde pinched one of his nipples, making it erect. "Tiff's going to make you her plaything. And now that I've satisfied my craving, your orgasms won't come so easily."

"Oh, not at all. You'll have to work harder for it next time. After all, you were happy enough to cheat on me, so you deserve some form of punishment." Tiffany slapped Kai's balls, clearly performing an action Amber had taught her. "Anyway, I want to have a dip in the pool. When we're back, I expect you to be hard and horny for me. See you later."

Kai watched his girlfriend and her flatmate leave, their naked bodies disappearing out of sight but remaining etched in his mind. He pulled at the cuffs, finding them still secure, but even if he could break free he didn't want to.

In the last few hours, so much had changed. Even though Amber, the perfect woman, had fucked him and drained all his cum down her throat, the thing that had most excited him was to witness this new side of Tiffany that he hadn't known existed. It was like she had come into her own when she dominated him, and to know that she wanted to remain with him and make him her own thrilled him to no end. So, as he remained there on the bed, hearing in the distance the splash of the pool and imagining their naked bodies swimming through the water, his cock began to swell hard once more.


Femdom Slumber Party: Submitting to Three College Girls

How did it come to this? Staying in on a Friday night when I'm still in the prime of my youth, binging whatever trash was on Netflix and hiding out of the way of the girls downstairs. This was the reality of being an introvert in a student house. I thought when most of my housemates decided to go back to their parents' I would have the house to myself. I could finish all my university coursework then game all day without being disturbed. And of course watch porn without needing headphones for a change.

But no. Daphne had to stay behind too. And to make matters worse, she had invited two of her friends over for a slumber party. There was no doubt she had told them about me, about the time she and I hooked up last year after sharing a taxi back from a club. I ought to be impressed with myself, landing this ten out of ten redhead. She was a girl straight out of my fantasies. But instead the alcohol and performance issues turned what should have been an amazing end of the night into an embarrassing disaster that haunts me to this day.

I still got along with Daphne, fortunately. But it has been awkward ever since. Neither of us mentioned how she had to take pity on me and just let me finish the job myself while she watched, completely unfulfilled herself. I can only take solace in the fact that none of our other housemates know about it either, as long as she hadn't told them.

Anyway, this was ridiculous, me lying in bed feeling thirsty because I'd finished my drink an hour ago and was too scared to go downstairs.

I grabbed my glass and quietly made my way out of my room. The stairs creaked as I went, betraying my presence. I could hear music from the living room that I had to pass. The door to it was closed, thankfully, and padded barefoot down the hallway to the kitchen. I breathed a sigh of relief. It was empty. I filled my glass up at the sink, downed it, then filled it again.

"Hi!"

The glass nearly slipped out of my hand and onto the tiled floor. I was shocked out of my skin.

There, blocking the route back to my bedroom, was not just Daphne but her two friends as well. Christina was to her left, tall and blonde with her supermodel-like looks. Nadia was to her right, her glossy black hair flowing over her flawless tanned skin. How any man could feel anything but inadequate in front of three beautiful women like these, I could not imagine. And worst of all, they were all wearing skimpy pyjamas. Shorts showed off three pairs of long, slim legs. Loosely fitted tops teasingly displayed cleavage. I had to look away and sip at my water.

"Thought you could sneak past without saying hello?" Daphne said, hands on her hips.

"I, err, no."

"Don't worry, I'm only teasing. We're gonna make some cocktails. Want one?" Her red hair shone and bounced around in a loose ponytail as she walked over to the fridge to scour for some ingredients.

"I'm okay, thanks. It's a quiet night for me."

"If you say so! Well we'll be listening to music, dancing, and maybe playing some fun games, if you fancy joining us."

"Oh, I'll leave you to it, but thanks. I'll just be upstairs."

Nadia and Christina went over to help Daphne. I muttered a hello as they passed by me and then I hurried out, clutching my glass.

"Have fun!" One of them called out as I left. Then I heard giggles. I retreated to my room and lay down on my bed, relieved that I wouldn't have to face them again. I could have happily stayed there until morning. So I found a movie to watch and settled in for the night. But as I tried to concentrate on the unadulterated violence of an opening action scene, I found myself unable to take my mind off the three college girls who I was picturing downstairs, drinking and dancing in their sexy pyjamas. I couldn't believe that it was happening in the house that I lived in, like something out of a wet dream. I got hard just thinking about it.

The film soon lost my interest and I nearly tuned it out completely. So I got my phone and looked up porn, feeling the need to fuel my arousal with videos of naked women being fucked. After ten minutes of scrolling, I found the perfect one.

The young actress was pretending to be a babysitter. Best of all, she reminded me of Daphne with her fiery hair and pale skin. I had it on silent but I could work out the bare bones plot. The man had come home to find her masturbating. It didn't take long before he had his cock out and she was kneeling in front of him, her cute and freckled face looking up at the camera as she gave him an incredibly sloppy blowjob.

My own cock was straining uncomfortably in my pants. Once again I had worked myself up to the point where I could think of nothing other than sex. That meant I had to do something to relieve myself, but first I needed some tissue.

I paused the film and snuck out once again. Music was blaring louder from downstairs along with plenty of shrill laughter. Fortunately the bathroom was just next to my bedroom. I switched the light on and went to unravel a load of toilet roll. It was tempting to lock the door and jerk off right into the toilet, but I decided on doing it in the comfort of my room.

But as I turned around, Christina blocked my path. I hadn't even heard her come up the stairs thanks to the noise from the living room. She seemed to tower over me by half a foot, and she didn't move to let me past.

"Have you got a cold?" she asked, smirking.

"Huh?"

She looked at the wad of tissue paper in my hand and a moment later I registered what she meant.

"Oh, yeah." I faked a sniff, unconvincingly.

"Well, maybe seeing these will make you feel better."

Without warning she pulled up her top and flashed her tits. With just the light of the bathroom glaring from behind me, I could only make out the shadowing shapes of her two breasts like two orbs protruding from her slim body. But I still stared, dumbfounded, until she lowered her top again and ran downstairs without another word.

I remained standing there, utterly perplexed. And, completely hard. I had hoped that she wouldn't see the obvious tent in my pants.

I rushed back into my room and shut the door behind me, wondering what the hell had just happened. The unexpected excitement of it had only aroused me more. I lay back down on my bed and pictured, as best I could, Christina's tits as they had been so close in front of me. It had been too long since I'd seen a woman, an actual woman in real life, naked or even topless. Daphne was probably the last time and that night was such a blur, I could only remember the embarrassment and my failure to perform. So why had Christina done that? It must have been to mess with me. Maybe she had been dared to do it.

In any case, it had thrown me off my evening plans. I tried to let my erection die down. I couldn't masturbate in peace now, not when one of the girls might come up here and disturb me again. It wasn't like I could pretend to be out. No, I would just have to wait till they had gone to bed and hope they forgot about me.

I unpaused the movie and tried to get into it again. But I was lost in the messy plot and I couldn't stop thinking about Christina. Then a gentle knock on the door made me jump. Before I could say anything, it was pushed open.

"Hey, mind if I join you?" Nadia peeked in and, with a panicked shake of my head, she entered. "What are you watching?"

I mumbled the name of the film.

"Sounds cool. Do you mind if I...?" She wandered over and sat on the side of the bed next to me. Her bare thigh grazed my leg as I sat up and pulled my knees together so she couldn't see the bulge in my crotch. Her eyes sparkled as she gave me a cute smile and I stared at her like a deer in the headlights.

"I was getting bored of the other two," she said, her eyes scanning over my body. "There's only so much fun I can have with two straight girls. I would have loved for you to join us..."

"Oh?" I said, meekly, hardly able to keep my eyes off her plunging cleavage as she shuffled a bit closer to me.

"Yeah, well, what I really mean is I would have loved for it to just be you and me. Like we are now. I can think of plenty of ways we can have fun, just the two of us."

I gulped. Was she really coming onto me?

"Can I tell you a secret?" Nadia was nearly whispering now. I nodded, still finding it difficult to speak. She leaned in closer. I could smell an enchanting floral perfume. "You promise you won't judge me?"

I nodded again. She looked at me shyly.

"I haven't been with anyone for a while. I...miss the feel of a real cock."

Nadia kneeled on the bed beside me, pressing lightly against my torso. I was too frightened to move over. She placed a hand on my chest. My cock was throbbing uncontrollably.

"Can I touch yours?"

The question took me by surprise. I was almost lying flat now as she kneeled over me. Why would I ever say no to someone as beautiful as her? I nodded again and croaked out a "yes". She smiled gently, her white teeth glistening. Her hand moved down over my stomach. My knees lowered as I put my legs out completely straight. There was no hiding my erection now. The anticipation was making my heart race. Her fingers found the waistband of my underwear. Slowly they delved inside and found my hot, throbbing cock.

I shivered as her cool skin touched me. Her delicate hand gripped my shaft and her lips parted, I don't know whether out of curiosity or arousal. I was paralysed by the sensation, by the unexpectedness of this all, and by the intense pleasure rising in my cock.

She started to stroke. Prevented from much maneuverability by my jeans and underwear, she could only manage small movements over the tip of my cock. But it was almost too much for me to bear. I gasped as she continued. Her eyes were on my crotch, as if trying to imagine what my cock looked like underneath. I wanted to tell her to take it out, to do what she wanted with it, but I couldn't risk bringing us out of this moment of bliss.

As if sensing my thoughts, her hand suddenly pulled out. I had felt so close to the edge it was almost torturous. She looked at me and gritted her teeth.

"I'm sorry," she said with genuine remorse. "It was a dare."

"What?" I said in a horny and frustrated daze.

"They dared me to touch your cock. I guess I got a bit carried away. Sorry. Thanks for letting me though. I would have got a punishment if I didn't do it."

I looked at her with bewilderment. Of course it was a dare, just like Christina flashing me must have been. I was almost angry at Nadia, but the look on her face, her big eyes and furrowed brow, made that impossible.

"I'm sorry," she said again as she turned and hurried out, leaving me sweating and hard.

I could feel precum soaking a spot in my underwear. All I wanted to do now was to jerk off, but how could I end the night like that after everything that had happened?

So my curiosity got the better of me. I got up and went out of my room, almost on tiptoes. The music had died down and I could hear the murmur of voices from the living room. I took the stairs one step at a time, careful not to make them creak too loudly. Once I was halfway down I peeked through the bars of the bannister. The living room door was open. From one angle I could just about see the back of Daphne's head where she was sitting on one of the armchairs. They were all laughing about something. I heard Nadia mention my name. She was telling them about what just happened. But I couldn't hear every word.

I creeped down another step, straining to hear. Then I went to take another step. It wasn't there. My foot plummeted down one too many, sending my body falling with it. I tried to grab the bannister but gravity had taken hold of me. I dropped, partly onto my knees and partly onto my side, and slid down the rest of the stairs. When I came to stop with a thud on the floor, my body ached all over. But nothing was broken. I was about to pick myself up when the girls, all three of them, came out to see what the racket was.

"What the fuck happened?" Christina yelled.

My face burned bright red as I looked up at them. "I fell."

"Oh really?" Daphne didn't seem to believe me. "Because I could have sworn I heard the stairs creaking just before. Were you watching us?"

I shook my head and stammered an unconvincing no.

"Girls, I think he's been spying on us," the redhead said, pouting. "Why don't you two help him up. If he wants to join in on the fun, let him."

"What are you doing?" I asked as Nadia and Christina strode over and grabbed my arms. They dragged me up and led me into the living room. Their grips were strong. I didn't want to resist in case I hurt them, and I'm not sure I could have broken free anyway. They pushed me into the centre of the room then all three girls took a seat on the couch in front of me, like a panel of judges waiting to scrutinize me.

Several cocktail glasses sat on the coffee table, all empty. My heart raced. Thankfully my erection had completely gone, otherwise I'm sure they would have noticed.

"So, you thought you could eavesdrop on us, huh?" Daphne asked, crossing her long slender legs.

"I, no."

"I don't believe you. After what Nadia did to you, I'm sure you wanted to catch a glimpse of what we were up to. Am I right?"

The girls laughed. I gulped, then nodded.

"He probably thought we were making out or something," Nadia teased.

"Or having a threesome," Christina added.

"Is that right? Did you think you might stumble in and join us? Have an orgy with three gorgeous women?" Daphne's voice was firm. I had never heard her sound so domineering. I shook my head, but she didn't pay any attention. "You ought to be punished for being so nosy. What do you think, girls? What repercussions suit the crime?"

They whispered to each other, then Daphne turned back to me.

"Okay, we've decided. Strip. That's right. Take your clothes off. All of them."

I panicked. Was she serious? "Really?" I asked. She repeated her command. All three watched me as I trembled. There was no use getting away from them now. Anyway, maybe this might lead to something interesting. I pulled my shirt off. There were no comments. My socks then pants followed. Still nothing. I had only my underwear remaining. Daphne raised an eyebrow, waiting. I took a deep breath and took them off.

"Oh, I thought it'd be bigger," Christina commented.

"It was earlier, trust me." Nadia smiled. "Don't you remember it, Daphne?"

I had butterflies. Clearly, my fear hadn't been for nothing. She had told them about our night together. Now she was examining me more intently.

"I don't really recall," she said. "I never really had the chance to feel his size, that's for sure. Isn't that right?"

I looked down in shame.

"Now that he's here, why don't we have a bit more fun with him?" Christina asked. "Just getting naked isn't exactly a punishment. We might as well use him while he's here."

Use me? What did that mean? I wanted to put my hands in front of my cock, but I knew that would just draw more attention to my embarrassment.

Daphne grinned. "What do you suggest?"

Before I could react, Christina pulled her phone out and took a picture of me. "He's gonna be our little bitch tonight. Otherwise this photo might find a larger audience. Do you agree to be our bitch?"

Blackmail? That's not fair. I nodded, knowing there was no use questioning her.

"Good. Then put your fingers in your ears, bitch, and close your eyes."

I did as I was told. It felt right to. I could only hear murmurs as I plugged my ears and screwed my eyes shut. I stood like that for a couple of minutes. Then someone slapped me in the face and I was brought back into action.

Christina was standing inches from me. "Why aren't you hard?" she asked. "There are three gorgeous women in front of you wearing sexy pyjamas giving you orders. How can you still be soft?"

"It must be nerves." Daphne smiled at me. What did that mean?

"Well we can't do what we planned if he's like that. Put your hands behind your back."

I did as Christina said and stood like a soldier at ease. She was right, it was a miracle that I wasn't hard. It must be the pure embarrassment that drew blood to my red cheeks that was the culprit.

"Nadia, do you mind if I just..."

Christina leaned over to her dark-haired friend and they kissed. Nadia didn't even resist it. I watched as their lips pressed together. Their jaws moved up and down, interlocking. I could glimpse their tongues darting in and out. Daphne watched in wonder just as I did, and the eroticism of the display unsurprisingly had an effect on me. As Christina took it a step further, moaning gently and squeezing one of her breasts, blood raced into my cock and I felt it rising up. When they finally stopped, I was rock hard.

"That's more like it," Christina said.

"Definitely," Daphne grinned. She then produced a condom from a hidden pocket in her shorts. "Put this on. You'll need it."

Whatever they had planned both excited and frightened me. But that wasn't going to stop my cock from remaining erect. I fiddled with the wrapper, tore it open, then put the latex condom on. It would have been tempting to touch myself more, but I was quickly ordered to lie down on the floor.

"We're going to tie you up," Daphne said. "Don't struggle."

I didn't want to struggle anyway. I let them do as they pleased. They used rope to bind my ankles together and then did the same to my wrists.

"Are you okay?" Daphne asked.

"Um, yeah." Any hesitation in my voice was purely down to nerves. I was more than okay. Having the three women put their hands on me had made me incredibly aroused, and now I was bound and helpless. I didn't care. They could do what they wanted.

"Good. Because we have something we want to try out on you."

"That's right, bitch, you're going to be our little guinea pig." Christina knelt beside me. She was holding some sort of device, like a bulky fleshlight. "I bought this for one of my exes," the blonde explained. "He could hardly last a minute, so I want to see how you compare."

"She thinks you'll cum as easily as he did," Daphne said, clearly not convinced by the effectiveness of the toy. "I said you wouldn't. Not after that night we had."

Christina interrupted, speaking to me, "She doesn't understand how good this thing is. It's made for one thing and one thing only: to make men cum. It automatically adjusts to the optimal tightness depending on the thickness of your cock. It's self-warming, it vibrates in the perfect places, and it...undulates. Essentially, it fucks you. It feels like you're being fucked by the tightest, warmest, juiciest pussy ever. You are guaranteed to cum within a minute."

"Nadia, pin his legs," Daphne requested. "I have a feeling he's gonna be squirming soon."

I thought I was secure enough in my bondage, but I watched Nadia sink to her knees and perch her butt firmly on ankles. Her calves squeezed my legs together and she smiled at me, looking more excited than I was.

"You do the honours." Christina passed the toy to Daphne. The tall blonde then took up a similar position to Nadia but on my wrists. I could feel the weight of her body making my hands immovable. The heat too was impressive. My fingers must have been buried somewhere between her ass and crotch.

"Hold still," Daphne told me. She moved the device over to the tip of my cock. After being manhandled by these three women I was still rock hard, and the opening of the device was amazingly welcoming as she slid it over me. The condom was already lightly lubricated so it went on easily, but the narrow hole also seemed to loosen to allow me entry.

"Nadia, do you mind holding it in place?"

I could feel my entire shaft enveloped by the strangely warm and soft yet firm material inside as the device exchanged hands. It was heavy but Nadia was keeping it upright, meaning my cock was also pointing straight up. Daphne swiveled around and straddled my chest, looking down at me with a smirk.

"I believe we're ready," she said. "Are you?"

"I think so," I answered, feeling my heart beating fast.

I heard something ripping behind me. Without me noticing Christina had gotten hold of a roll of duct tape. She grinned. "Finishing touches before we begin?"

"Go for it," Daphne said. "You don't mind, do you?"

I shook my head. Of course I didn't. And besides, how could I say no to her? Her freckled face lit up, delighted by my answer, and she took the tape from Christina and pressed it firmly against my lips. She wrapped it in one long strip, over my mouth and around the back of my head several times. I lifted my head off the floor to allow her, and she only stopped once my mouth was completely sealed by multiple layers of the slate-grey tape. She ripped the strip off the roll and put it to the side.

"Perfect," she smiled.

"Now our bitch won't have a chance to answer back," Christina agreed.

"Okay?" Daphne asked me one last time.

"Mmmm," I could only hum as I nodded.

"Good. Nadia, you got a firm grip?"

"Yes!"

"Great. I'll get a timer on my phone, one sec. Okay, what's everyone's bets? Will it take less than a minute or more?"

"Easily less," Christina reaffirmed.

"And I'm saying more," Daphne said. "Nadia?"

The third girl thought for a moment. "I don't want Christina to choose my forfeit if I lose so I'll go same as her, less than a minute."

"You think I can't be harsh?" Daphne laughed. "Your funeral. But anyway, I think we're sorted." She had her phone in her hand and showed everyone the timer, ready to be put into action. Then she looked behind her to Nadia. "Switch it on when I say one. Okay?"

"Okay."

Finally, she turned to me and said sincerely, "Don't let me down." It was the last thing I wanted to do.

"Hurry up already!" Christina butted in. "Or he'll go soft."

I certainly wasn't soft, but part of me wondered if Daphne was trying to give me an advantage by allowing time for my arousal to subside. She held the phone ready, her thumb over the start button. "Here we go. Three." I felt her legs press tighter into my torso, as if anticipating movement from me. "Two." Christina was also shifting around. It was almost like she was grinding gently against my bound hands. "One. Start it!"

The device whirred into action as soon as the timer began. Briefly, I saw the numbers counting up, and then my attention was brought solely to my cock. The fleshlight adjusted around me. It was like a boa constrictor, wrapping tighter until it reached a position where my entire shaft felt the pleasurable pressure of it. Somewhere inside the mechanisms multiple motors purred into life, sending rippling vibrations from my balls to the tip of my cock. But that was only the start. There seemed to be more moving parts inside. They gently pressed and caressed me, undulating in smooth motions upward then down. It was like being fucked, but by a pussy perfectly moulded to fit my cock, and that found the perfect areas to buzz and squeeze as it worked my shaft in fluid, rhythmic motions.

I had never experienced anything like this. The device was designed to make me cum and I had no doubt that it would. But the question was how soon.

I couldn't see the timer. Daphne had put it on the floor beside me. I became aware of her beauty as I noticed her examining me. I didn't want to disappoint her. But I knew she could tell I was getting close already.

Being pinned by the bodies of the three gorgeous college girls wasn't helping either. Nadia kept my legs down, which I knew would be shaking otherwise. And each breath that I took caused Daphne to rise gently up and down.

"Don't cum," she ordered. There was a look of worry in her eyes. She didn't want to lose the bet.

But Christina had other plans. And she was also there in my vision as she rocked gently back and forth.

"It's okay," she said. "I know you want to blow your load. Do it."

I was getting close. It was almost impossible now not to contract my muscles and make my cock pulse as it approached the edge. The blonde didn't help either. She leaned forward so her chest was over me and Daphne was blocked from my view, then she pulled up her tank top.

I could hear Daphne shout something, but my mind was on my cock and my eyes were on Christina's amazing tits hanging over me. They swayed as she grinded on me harder. I could feel her wetness soaking through her shorts, just as I could feel precum being coaxed out of my cock.

There was no stopping it. I was going to cum. I could only hope for Daphne's sake that it wasn't too soon.

It was as if the device knew what state I was in. It switched focus to target most stimulation around the head of my cock. It squeezed and rubbed, all the while still fucking me completely. The vibrations formed a ring around the head and concentrated most rigorously on the sensitive underside. This was it.

I came. It rushed out of me, feeling as if there were pints of my cum erupting with each shot. My body wanted to shake off the bodies holding it firmly down and stretch and flex my muscles, but I wasn't allowed. I could only lie there and take it, the sensation of my orgasm flooding out and my balls emptying with pulse after pulse of utter pleasure.

I don't know how long it took me to recover but the girls had gotten off me and were arguing about something. The device had been taken off my cock which was now limp, the filled condom loose and sagging against my stomach.

"You cheated, Christina, it's not fair."

"We never said I couldn't do that. It's just part of the game."

"But, ergh, fine." Daphne looked at me with a pained expression. "He was cumming for like 30 seconds, that should count for me!"

"It's from when he starts to cum. You even stopped the timer when he did. You can't suddenly change your mind." Christina, with her top now covering her breasts again, snatched the phone from Daphne's hand and showed me the fifty-seven seconds on the screen. "Well done, bitch, you won me the bet. And you proved to your housemate here that you can perform. Maybe it's just her that you don't find attractive?"

"Hey!" Daphne yelled. I wanted to tell her sorry but my gag prevented me. Out of the three of them, I wished she had won the bet.

"Time for the loser to take her punishment. Any suggestions, Nadia?"

"That's a lot of cum going to waste," Nadia said without a moment of hesitation. She had been eyeing-up my soft cock, or rather the load of cum pooled at the end of the condom. Only Daphne looked more horrified by the suggestion than me. Nadia reached over and took the condom off me. My cock was glistening wet. "I think she should swallow it all."

"That's an amazing idea." Christina bit her lower lip, visibly excited by the idea.

"I'm not sure..." Daphne grimaced at the thought.

"You don't have to if you really don't want to."

"Really?"

"Sure! It just means that you have to have a forfeit." Christina beamed as if everything was going to plan.

"What's the forfeit?"

"Well, you can join him and be our slave for the rest of the night. Doesn't that sound fun, Nadia? Having the two of them to play with?"

"Definitely!"

Daphne looked at the cum-filled condom then down to me on the floor, weighing up her options. "Look," she sighed. "I'll admit I like swallowing...but only fresh out of the cock. Does that make sense? So, I think I'll take the forfeit."

"Excellent," Christina said. "In that case, Nadia, why don't you tie-off that condom. It could come in useful later. And, Daphne, or should I call you slave? Get into your slave outfit."

"What's my slave outfit?"

"What do you think? Naked, like him."

I looked at Daphne kneeling between her two new mistresses. She gave me a look as if to say "this is all thanks to you", then she stripped off her pyjamas.

"Nadia, get the rest of that rope ready," Christina ordered while my eyes were firmly on Daphne.

Slowly, she pulled her tops off, revealing her gorgeous perky tits which I only had hazy memories of from our night together. Her flesh was like marble. The nipples erect and pert. And she didn't seem embarrassed at all to show them off to me.

Until she got ready to pull her pyjama shorts down. She blushed, and I found it cute how her cheeks turned a bright red that almost matched her hair. But my attention quickly switched when she gave the last item of clothing a tug, letting it drop down to her ankles. Right there before me was her beautiful pussy, smooth and bare and inviting. If I wasn't mistaken, there was even a sheen of wetness.

"Back on your knees," Christina suddenly ordered and I watched Daphne drop down while purposefully not covering herself with her hands. "Now that we've had quite a bit of fun, I think we should let them rest a while. Nadia, I want you to go to my room. Look under my bed. There you'll find a pink duffle bag. Bring it here."

"Okay, be right back!"

Nadia hurried off and Christina looked at us, me lying bound and gagged and Daphne kneeling and naked.

"It's funny, Nadia thinks there's only two slaves here but she's just as happy to do what I say." The tall blonde put a foot on Daphne's shoulder and pushed her onto the floor. "Down, bitch. You won't tell her, will you? Our relationship is working just fine."

Daphne shook her head. "No, sure, of course not."

"Good."

Next, Christina knelt beside me. Her fingers caressed my face and fiddled with the loose edge of the tape around my mouth.

"This was only a rudimentary solution to silencing you," she said, pulling at it. "We're going to move to some more exciting toys."

She tugged, hard, ripping the tape off. But it didn't come easily. She had to pull the many layers wrapped around my head. I yelled at the sudden pain, and even once it was all off the stinging throbbed around my mouth.

"Hush now." She put a finger over my lips. "Don't say a word."

I didn't. There was no way to know what she might do if I disobeyed.

"Christina, don't be too mean," Daphne said, not having my same fear.

"I'm not mean," the blonde laughed as Nadia returned with the link duffel bag. "But I can be strict if you don't watch your mouth. I am your mistress now, after all. Nadia, tie her up."

I watched as Daphne was laid on the floor and bound with rope just as I was. Christina meanwhile rummaged through the bag and found what she was looking for: a double ball gag.

She came over to me and placed the red ball in my mouth before strapping it behind my head. But there was another strap still dangling loosely and I suddenly realised what she had planned as she went to whisper something in Nadia's ear.

"Guys, what are you doing?" Daphne asked, sounding slightly panicked.

"We're just going to help you two get closer to one another," Christina answered with a smirk. "Don't worry, you don't have to do anything."

They dragged the redhead over to me then lifted her on top. She was slender and light enough that it didn't hurt, but I was well aware of my soft cock being pressed down by her crotch, nearly enveloped by the folds of her pussy.

Nadia began tying Daphne's bonds to mine, attaching our feet to our wrists together. Christina pushed Daphne's face down against mine, forced her mouth open to take some of the ball in, and strapped the gag around the back of her head.

I could feel her body moving with every breath, and the heat emitting from her mouth and nose. She was so close to me but we were stuck together helplessly, especially as extra ropes were tied tight around our thighs and elbows and even our waists, preventing us from even trying to separate.

"Are you two comfortable?" Christina asked once she was satisfied.

"Mmmphmm," we answered in unison into our shared gag.

"Good. Then we'll let you get some rest. We'll be back soon."

Daphne's face filled my view but I heard Christina and Nadia leave the room. The redhead groaned in frustration. I tried not to look into her bright green eyes but it was difficult with them so close. I didn't know how obvious my attraction to her was, but I knew there would be no hiding it soon. As she began wiggling, apparently trying to break free of our bondage, I knew my cock had recovered from its recent orgasm. Because no matter how intense it had been, how much cum I had released, I felt it begin to grow hard again.


Training Her Pet

It was a typical Tuesday when she first approached me. The cafeteria was buzzing with activity. All the other students on campus were congregating for lunch and I was lucky to find a table in the corner to myself. After a long morning of lectures, it was the only time I was allowing myself to unwind. With all the essays I had been set, I knew I'd be spending my entire afternoon in the library. So I took my time eating and I savoured the final bite of the pizza slice I had bought.

Then she sat in the chair across from me. Out of nowhere, she was there. The sunlight streaming through the window beside us caused her close-to-black hair to shine and her hazel eyes to sparkle. She was incredibly pretty. There was something about her button nose and her gentle smile that was familiar to me, but I couldn't place it. And she just looked at me. She didn't even have any lunch with her, she just rested her forearms on the table. It was odd, but I was enchanted by the peculiarness of it. I looked around to see if anyone else had noticed, or if a group of girls were sniggering at this strange prank. But there wasn't. The rest of the world went on while she and I sat here.

"Um, hi?" I said after what must have been half a minute of silence.

"Hello." Her voice was soft but clear. She leaned back in her chair and crossed her arms. Only then did I notice the t-shirt she was wearing. It was white and tight with black edges to the sleeves and collar. And printed across the impressive swell of her breasts was one word: OBEY.

"Do I know you?" I tried to ignore the ambiguous statement on her top, but the bold word and vague outline of a bra underneath didn't make that easy. The more I studied her, the more I thought I knew her, as if she were a figure from a dream that had mostly been forgotten. Or perhaps she was in one of my classes?

"You might, but that doesn't matter," she answered firmly. "I'm part of a club. I'd like you to join."

I was used to people approaching me with flyers trying to get me to join one of the dozens of societies and clubs on campus, but it was never as direct as this, interrupting my lunch. And yet, I have never had someone as attractive as her come up to me. So while I might have no interest in extracurricular activities, I'd be a fool to turn her down straight away.

"What club is it?" I asked. If she was another cheerleader trying to get me to join I would have laughed. They're always trying to get more guys to join.

"It's small, very exclusive. I can't tell you more details unless you drop by our meeting this evening. Come to the music department at six. Room 7A." She went to stand up.

"I'm not sure I can make it," I stammered out.

"See you later," she said, apparently not hearing me. I watched her walk away, her tight jeans accentuating the seductive sway of her hips as she disappeared into the crowd of people coming and going.

And just like that she was gone. I sat there wondering what had just happened. No one around me seemed to have overheard the strange and abrupt conversation. It was like I could have just fantasised about it. An attractive girl approached me out of the blue and invited me to a secret club. I wanted to text a friend about it but I doubt he would have believed me. And if it was real, I suppose I shouldn't go blabbing about it.

The vividness of that girl in my memory assured me that it was real. Her hair, her eyes, her smile. I only then realised that I didn't know her name. Who was this mystery girl?

As I left to go to the library I replayed our brief encounter over and over. And despite the clarity of her image in my mind, the one thing that I could not stop thinking about was her T-shirt and the word, or rather command, printed on it: OBEY.

*****

I struggled to be productive that afternoon. The girl with the dark hair was at the forefront of my attention for every passing minute. Not only that, she had stirred up something inside me which I couldn't switch off. Her confidence, her lips, the swell of her breasts and the roundness of her ass, they all triggered an arousal which I simply had to endure as I sat in the library and tried my utmost to concentrate on writing an essay. It was tempting to lock myself in one of the toilet cubicles and stroke myself to completion. It certainly wouldn't take long. And at least then I'd be able to concentrate. But no, I couldn't risk being caught. That would be too degrading.

So the minutes passed slowly by. Any doubt about going to the evening meeting had been overthrown by a mix of horniness and curiosity. And then there was that image constantly on my mind: OBEY. It compelled me. And why shouldn't it? If a beautiful woman asked me to go somewhere, why wouldn't I? She seemed eager to invite me too. I didn't want to disappoint her. I didn't want to disobey her. 

Six o'clock couldn't come quickly enough.

When I finally made my way over to the music block, having only written a hundred words for one of my essays, I was early. With ten minutes to go until the hour, I hung around outside. A few students drifted out in small groups, finishing their final classes of the day. One lecturer stopped to ask me if I was alright. I mumbled that I was waiting for someone and fortunately that had them leave me alone.

I checked my phone. It was almost six. For a club meeting I thought it strange that no one had shown up yet. Perhaps there was another entrance to the music block that I didn't know about. It wasn't like I came here often.

Deciding not to risk appearing late, I went in. Most lights were off but I could see signs pointing to rooms 4-9. I knew students were free to book rooms for personal use or rehearsals so it made sense for this club, whatever it was, to use one as a meeting space.

I padded down a dimly lit corridor, clutching my rucksack. Halfway down, I found a door labelled 7A. There was no sound from inside. Had the meeting not started yet? There was only one way to find out. I knocked on the door and went in.

As clear as my memories of her, there she was. She was standing leant against a piano, still wearing the same clothes.

"Close the door," she said. "And lock it."

OBEY. I read her top and did as she requested. 

I wasn't the smallest room in the block, nor was it the largest. There was enough space to have several people rehearse together, maybe an entire band considering the drum kit in one corner. Apart from that, the piano, and a few chairs in a stack, there was nothing else. Most noticeably, there wasn't anyone else from the club. Only her.

The room was also in the middle of the music block. There were no windows. And I noticed the foamy texture and angled shape of the walls. It was fully soundproofed.

Yet with the single yellow fluorescent bar overhead, her hair looked as dazzling as it did in the cafeteria. She gestured for me to put my bag down while she took a seat on the velvet piano stool. Apart from the stack of chairs there was nowhere for me to sit, so I remained standing.

"So when's everyone else arriving?" I asked, having expected at least a few others at the meeting.

She raised her eyebrows. "Oh, I'm afraid you won't be meeting them yet. As I told you earlier, this is an exclusive club. That means you need to pass an initiation first."

I should have expected some sort of hazing, but for a club I knew nothing about I was hesitant. "What does that involve?"

"It's a little taster of what we do in the club. See, the club is run by trainers. Women like me. The other members are the trainees."

"So you're going to be my personal trainer?" I didn't think I needed one, but maybe she'd give me the motivation to get fit.

"In a way," she said, smirking. "All you have to do right now is exactly what I say. Get on your knees."

It was an odd request, but I happily did it. As her shirt said, OBEY.

"Good. Now take your top off."

I didn't argue. If I was going to be exercising, it was better that I didn't sweat into my clothes. I might have been self-conscious about being bare-chested, but her smile reassured me.

"On your hands," she ordered. "Crawl to me."

I crawled to her on my hands and knees and stopped just in front of her feet.

"Excellent. Now bark like a dog."

"Wait, what?" I looked up at her. OBEY. I could have sworn she had a bra on at lunchtime. But now that I was closer, the unmistakable dark circles of her nipples were visible under her white top. OBEY.

"Just do what I say," she commanded. "Bark like a dog. I'll give you a treat if you do."

"Woof," I said half-heartedly.

"You can do better than that."

I almost rolled my eyes, but she was right. And the promise of a treat, whatever that might be, was enough to intrigue me. So I barked properly, feeling the harsh sound echo from my throat. "Rrrouuuufff. Rouff."

"Good boy!" She beamed, looking delighted. "Now for your treat."

Without warning, she pulled up her top, exposing her bare tits. I stared at them, almost salivating. They were perfect, firm and gravity-defying, with cute pink nipples that pointed out erect. Blood rushed to my cock. Even as she lowered her top again, the nipples poking through the thin material, I remained staring. OBEY.

"Good boy," she repeated. "Ready for more training? I promise it'll be worth it if you continue to be this good."

It was obvious now that this wasn't a normal club. Hell, she could have been lying about there being other members. Maybe it was just her having fun. But that didn't matter. What did was the fact that she had picked me. And after just flashing me like that, I wasn't going to turn down the opportunity to find out what else her club involved.

"Yes," I said. "I'm ready."

"Then lick my feet."

She had already taken her shoes off. Her socks promptly followed. If she enjoyed this sort of thing, who was I to judge. Besides, her toes were perfectly pedicured. She rested her feet on the floor and I leaned down and licked. 

"Good boy," she said. I found the phrase reaffirming. It instilled in me a confidence that what I was doing was right, that I was good at it and that I was pleasing her.

My cock was still raging hard in my pants as my tongue caressed her soft feet. I alternated between them, swirling up and down and around. There was something sweet-smelling about them, as if she washed them thoroughly with soap. She flared out her toes and I took the initiative, taking one in and sucking. I repeated this for all ten. She even released an involuntary whimper and the thought that I was turning her on made me desperate to please her even more.

"That's enough, stop," she commanded, making me shuffle back with saliva still drooling from my mouth. Her feet were glistening with it but she didn't seem to mind.

"Do you want another treat?" she asked.

If it was like the first, then definitely. "Yes please."

"I'm sorry, what's that? Bark for me."

"Rouff," I barked, nodding.

"Hmm, maybe. First, crawl to the door."

I got on my hands and knees and crawled as ordered. The carpet burned my palms slightly so I took care not to create too much friction.

"Now back here," she said. I hurried back across the room. "And go again. How about three more of these short laps."

I turned and repeated the route, quickening my pace as much as I could.

"That's it," she commanded. "Good boy. Faster now. Go on. Make the last one the fastest."

My knees were aching as they slammed against the floor with every quick shuffle forward. When I was back at her feet, my hands felt burning hot.

"Amazing work, good boy. Do you want a treat now?"

"Ruff," I barked, looking up at her top and expected her to reveal her breasts again. But, instead, she got on one knee in front of me, her faces inches from mine. Her hand touched the front of my pants. I didn't resist. I felt her fingers creeping inside under my waistband while her eyes remained staring into mine. She undid one button to loosen the opening, allowing her hand to find it's way fully inside. There it found my cock, already hard. 

I almost gasped as she gripped it firmly and began to stroke.

"Do you see how easy it is to train someone?" she said to me. "To make them into a pet? Men like you are especially easy, it just comes down to using sex as a tool, knowing when to withhold it and when to dole out a reward."

My head tilted back. The pleasure was rising inside me and she stroked faster.

"This is what my club does," she explained. "My last pet moved on so I had to find another. I knew you'd be the right choice  And in time you might meet some of the other members. But first I need to make you even more obedient. I need to turn you into a perfect, obedient pet. Do you want that?"

I was silent, enjoying the sensations of the handjob.

"I said do you want that?" She slapped me on the cheek and stopped stroking, bringing me out of the daze. "Because you'll continue getting treats. If you're good, that is."

I nodded and barked: "Ruufff!"

Her hand withdrew and she stood up.

"In that case, do you want to cum?"

There was nothing I wanted more at that moment, and to be kneeling at the feet of my beautiful trainer was only fuelling that desire.

"Ruff!"

"Then why don't you act like the horny animal you are. Hump my leg, pet. You have my permission."

It felt silly to do, but I was too worked up to disobey. She stood side on, allowing me to put a knee on either side of one of her legs. My crotch pushed against her calf. Her handjob had left my cock pointing upward, allowing me to easily grind the underside against her through the layers of my pants and her jeans. 

I was like a dog, humping her leg, but I didn't care. I just wanted to cum. And I would soon.

I wanted to wrap my arms around her waist to steady myself and when I looked up at her I couldn't resist. Surprisingly, she allowed me.

"That's okay, pet. Just cum now. Cum."

I obeyed. I clutched her tight, my cock pressed against her as I humped harder and faster, rubbing up and down. The pressure had built up and I felt the heat in my crotch as it erupted out. I grinded more slowly, enjoying the pleasure flooding out of my cock. As it released I held my trainer tighter. Her unmoving leg provided so much pleasure. I hardly knew how this woman had come into my life just today and made me drop to my knees so willingly, but what I did know was that I enjoyed every moment of it, even as my orgasm came to an end and I released her, feeling the dampness of my load soaking into my underwear.

"Good boy," she said, ruffling my hair and stepping away.

I remained kneeling, catching my breath.

"Give me your phone."

Even after cumming, I obeyed, reaching into my pocket to hand it to her unlocked. She took hers out too, then a moment later passed mine back.

"I have your number now," she said. "Expect a text from me to set up another training session. Goodbye, pet."

With that, she unlocked the door and left. I was still on my knees, panting. The sticky wetness in my underwear had become more noticeable. Once I finally summoned the energy to fetch my bag and leave I realised that, while I still didn't know her name, I would happily obey every word spoken by this woman.

*****

The next few days were agony. I spent almost every waking moment thinking about that encounter in the music room, about what she made me do and how much I enjoyed being controlled by her. I lost count of how many times I masturbated. The flash of her tits. The feel of her body as I held it and humped myself to completion. Even the t-shirt with it's simple slogan was enough to turn me on. I found myself grinding against a pillow rather than stroking, trying to imitate that moment. But all I wanted to do was obey her more.

So my frustration grew steadily as I heard no word from her. She had taken my number but I didn't know hers. I checked my phone multiple times a day. I took winding routes around campus on the off-chance that I might spot her. But there was nothing. Each night I went to bed disappointed, hoping to wake up the next day with a message from her. I'd dream of her. I'd picture her T-shirt. OBEY. And yet still there was nothing from her.

I started to wonder if I'd ever hear from her again. Maybe she'd had her fun. Maybe I wasn't a good enough pet for her and she had found someone better. 

On Friday evening, when I was beginning to lose all hope, my phone screen lit up. There, from an unknown number, was a message with an address. That was all, but it was enough for a grin to grow uncontrollably across my face. And a moment later a second text appeared: "Pet, come here now."

My heart raced. A quick search showed the address was on the other side of town. I'd have to get a bus, and fast. She couldn't know where I lived or how long it would take me to get there, but I still dawdled for a couple of minutes, reading the texts and wondering if I should reply.

I decided not to. I had to race to catch the bus first. There was no time to think about bringing anything with me, I just hurried out, trying to ignore the gentle pressure growing in my pants.

*****

My knuckles rapped against the bus window as I stared at my phone. There were no more messages, and I was too scared to text back. I tapped my foot impatiently, cursing the traffic, and just tried to relax. 

The nearest stop was still a ten minute walk from the address. I let my phone lead me as I half-jogged down the long avenues of the neighborhood. No college student could afford a place like these four-bedroom houses that lined the road, each with a pristine front lawn and driveway, but I knew she wasn't a typical student. 

When at last I found the right number on the letter box at the front of a drive, I stopped. There was no one else around. The property seemed more secluded than its neighbours. Tall hedges lined the front garden, blocking the line of sight of the surrounding windows, and a tall oak cast a shadow over the front of the property. As I walked across the gravel driveway, the rest of the world seemed to disappear behind me. Even the occasional car racing down the street behind was muffled by the rustling leaves around me.

I paused before the grand-looking front door. A bold brass door knocker, like something from a Victorian townhouse, felt heavy in my hand as I gave it three dull thuds.

Almost immediately, the door creaked open and there she was, a wry smile on her face. During all my fantasies of her, she had only worn the one outfit that I had seen her in, but here she was in something different. She wore black wet-look latex trousers that formed tightly around her legs and contrasted with the paleness of her feet and navel, which was bare because of the crop top she had on. It was a bright red and accentuated her breasts. And this time it had a different word printed black on it: SERVE.

"Come in then," she said. I had been caught staring at her beauty.

"Wow, is this place yours?" I asked, admiring the entryway and the surprisingly grand staircase that would have suited a country manor.

"Did I say you could speak?" A tangle of small metal charms jingled on a silver bracelet she had on her right wrist as she slammed the door shut. I gulped and fell silent. "Do you want to be sent home?"

I shook my head. She stood in front of me, arms crossed.

"I didn't think so. You're here because you want to be trained, isn't that right?"

I nodded.

"Well, you'd better learn your place, pet. You already kept me waiting so it's not a good start. I don't care about excuses but you should be wary; I will end this relationship if you continue to displease me."

I looked down in shame, wishing that I could tell her why I couldn't get here sooner. Maybe I should have texted back instead of being so scared.

"I have a question for you, pet. Do animals wear clothes?"

I shook my head, knowing where this was going.

"No, exactly. So take your clothes off. All of them. Hurry now."

I began by unbuttoning my top. Somehow this was filling me with nerves, despite everything I had already done with her. Soon I would have no way to hide from her piercing gaze. She watched, and as I took off each item she folded them neatly and placed them by a coat rack. I slipped off my shoes and socks, then my jeans. Her eyes focused on my crotch as, lastly, I pulled down my boxers. Embarrassment and a slight chill meant my cock hung limp. I blushed but she didn't stare for too long. She added my underwear to the pile then came back with a collar.

"Hold still," she ordered, fixing it around my neck. It was a black leather that felt soft on my skin, and it was tight enough to rest on my Adam's apple while not restricting my breathing. "Now you look like a perfect pet for me. Kneel."

I knelt immediately, following her order without hesitation.

"Good boy." She ruffled my hair and scratched briefly behind my ear. It was a simple moment of affection but the intimacy and satisfaction of having pleased her filled me with joy. "We have some things to discuss. But first, have you eaten?"

I shook my head. In my panicked dash to the bus I realised I hadn't had a bite to eat since lunch.

"Good thing I saved some dinner then. Follow me."

I instinctively crawled behind her, trying to keep up as she strode down the hall to the kitchen. It was difficult not to be distracted by the view of the skin-tight latex over her amazing ass as the muscles clenched with each step.

The soft carpet gave way to a harsh white marble flooring which I had to be more careful on. I followed my trainer to a corner of the impressive kitchen where two pet bowls were positioned on an easy-wipe mat. One was already filled with water. While I waited on my knees, she went and fetched the remainder of her dinner and poured it from a pan into the other bowl.

"It's bolognese," she said. "Eat, like the dog you are."

I knew exactly what she meant, and the sight and smell of the fresh tomato sauce had me hungry enough to obey unquestionably. I rested on my forearms and dug in, burying my face in the bowl. She was clearly an amazing cook. I greedily guzzled down whole mouthfuls. I gulped at the water as best as I could too, although once I had drunk half of it the rest was more difficult to slurp up. She recognised this and thankfully went to refill it. Once I had licked the food bowl clean, I looked at the mess I had made on the mat.

"You're a greedy boy, aren't you?" She laughed at my state. I couldn't see for myself but I knew my mouth must be caked with the red sauce. She went to dampen a cloth then came and wiped me clean, roughly rubbing around my mouth and down my neck. "That's a bit better. Are you full now?"

"Ruff!" I barked and nodded, happy to see it make her smile.

"Excellent, come sit with me then." 

She then moved into the living room where I gratefully rested my knees on the fluffy white rug in front of the armchair that she sat at. I looked adoringly up between her parted long legs, to her toned stomach and the top telling me to serve, then to her face, brightly angelic in the fading evening light.

"You're going to spend the night," she told me. It was an order, not a suggestion. "I have decided that you will be my pet, and that means you need to learn to live like one. That includes submitting yourself to my control. Every part of you."

Her right foot drifted over and touched my soft cock. Instantly, blood began to run to it. She smiled, feeling it grow as she held it between her toes and caressed it gently.

"Have you been a bad boy? Have you masturbated since you last saw me?"

I nodded. She suddenly kicked me in the balls, sending pain shooting through my stomach, then she resumed rubbing my cock with the sole of her foot.

"I didn't give you permission, pet. From now on, this piece of meat between your legs is mine. All the cum in your balls is mine. Even if you want to fuck or hump or jerk you will not unless I say. And don't worry, I know how to control you, and how to make it easier for you to control yourself. But you also need to learn to endure moments like this, when all you want is to experience that full release of pleasure. Do you want to cum, pet?"

I had masturbated once that morning and another time in the afternoon, but even so I was ready to burst again, and the thought of covering her foot with my white load aroused me immensely. So I nodded desperately. But as soon as I did, she stopped. Her foot drifted away and my cock twitched with every beat of my heart.

"No, you haven't done anything yet to deserve a treat," she said, standing up to pull down her tight latex trousers. She took them off, revealing a delicate white G-string underneath. Slowly, inches from my face, she lowered it. Her pussy was pristine, waxed smooth and hairless. It glistened with the wetness of arousal and smelled like sweet sex. "Be a good boy," she ordered. "Make me cum."

She grabbed the back of my head and pushed me in. My nose pressed against the front of her crotch and I kissed the opening. It was soft and wet with an addictive taste that my tongue lapped up, penetrating inside her. I found her clit and made her moan. My hands grasped her wonderful ass. She didn't mind. She was too happy being serviced by me, her pet. I eagerly pleasured her, loving every whimper and moan that I caused to sound from her throat. Her hands massaged my scalp, running through my hair. The charms of her bracelet chimed softly. My cock pulsed harder. I wished I could feel it inside her. I imagined her tightness around it. I could have cum in a few pumps. But I continued eating her out, targeting her clit and making every flick of my tongue drive her closer to orgasm.

She held me in tighter. I had to breathe through my mouth whenever I could. I fondled her ass cheeks, feeling her muscles clench as she climaxed.

"Fuuuck," she yelled. "Uurghh, mmmm, that's it, pet, fuuuuuuck."

Finally, she relaxed her hold of me and dropped back onto the chair. Her chest rose with each heavy breath, the letters on her top swelling hypnotically. SERVE. I had served her well.

"Good boy," she panted. A bead of precum squeezed out of my cock. She noticed and rubbed it into the head with her big toe. "Mmmm. Do you think you deserve a treat now?"

"Ruff." I nodded.

She stroked me between her toes, making me shiver with pleasure. "I might just let you. But first I want to make some things clear about this relationship of ours. Now you are part of the club, you cannot tell anyone about it. As my pet, you will do as I say whenever I say. I have every right to let you go if you don't serve me well. And it's vital that you understand that you should not have any expectations about what happens between us or with other club members. You shouldn't expect to have sex with me just because you think we're close. This relationship is about training you to serve me, and I dictate everything you do. Now, I want to give you the chance to ask some questions. Just three of them. Think carefully. And of course you can speak normally so I can understand."

I was surprised by the opportunity and, for a moment, struggled to think of anything besides what first came to mind: "Who's house is this?"

She laughed. "Do you think I'd invite you over if this wasn't my own place? Don't get me wrong, pet, I recognise that I'm very privileged. But my parents wanted me to be comfortable during my studies so they bought the entire place for me. All the more space to have some fun. What next?"

As interested as I was in the answer, it felt as if I had wasted one of my previous questions on something trivial. There was so much I didn't know about her or the club, or what else she was going to do to me. But there was one very simple piece of information that I needed to find out. "What's your name?"

She smiled. "Club members don't share real names. I'm sure you can understand. But you can call me Cordelia, that's what the other members know me by. Although I don't think you'll be allowed to speak that name too often. Last question?"

I looked up at her, Cordelia, finding the name so befitting of her beauty. I didn't care that it wasn't her real name; it was perfect for her. And I wanted to say it over and over again, worshipping her as she pleasured my cock with her foot. But I needed to choose another question and every possibility seemed mundane and worthless. What do you study? Where did you grow up?  I wanted to know more about her but as I examined her bewitching eyes and smile there was only one thing on my mind: "Did you already know who I was, before you talked to me on Tuesday?

Despite parting her legs, putting her pink pussy on display, my attention was only on her face. "I suppose you could say I did, in a way," she answered in a way that prompted more questions to race through my mind. "If you want to know more, I guess you'll just have to keep serving me. Then I might tell you, eventually." 

She looked at me smugly, her foot bringing me close to the edge. My eyelids fluttered. She could tell I was nearly there.

"That's all three questions. But is there something else you want to ask permission for?"

I knew what she meant. "Please can I cum, Cordelia?" I begged.

"Fine. I'll let you, but you have to make yourself cum. Go on."

Her foot stopped moving. My cock rested within the tight v-shaped gap between her big toe and the second. I fucked it as best as I could, rubbing the sensitive underside of my cock against her. That slight motion was all I needed to finish. On my knees, humping her, my load spurted out. Thick and white, it poured out onto her foot. It was a quick but satisfying orgasm and I soon had to stop, my knees aching from the rocking movement back and forth.

"Ooh, there we go, good boy." She admired my cum as she delicately wiped the tip of my cock with her toe. "And now that you've made a mess, I expect a good boy like you to clean it up."

She brought the toe to my mouth. With the spot of cum on it, I hesitantly sucked it.

"Now the rest of it. Hurry, before any drops on the floor. I won't be happy if it does."

She put her leg out straight, letting me lick the line of cum on the top of her foot. It was unpleasant and salty but I swallowed it all down, grateful to my trainer for allowing me to cum and thankful that my previous two orgasms that day would have reduced the load that I had to consume now. Once her foot was clean, the taste remained in my throat. 

"Mmm, good boy," she said. "Now wait here."

Cordelia stood and put her underwear back on but left her trousers in a mess on the floor. She padded out of the room and I waited. I hadn't stopped to take in the impressive size of the room, the stone fireplace behind me, or the dark wood furniture. I felt inferior to its opulence. With my cock hanging limp, I thought that this could all have been some crazy wet dream. But then she returned and all my attention was on her, and the leash dangling from her hand.

"Time to show you where you'll be staying," she said as she attached the black leather leash to a metal hoop at the front of my matching collar. "Come on, pet. Heel."

I scrambled after her as she pulled on the leash and led me out, back down the hall and through another door.

"Careful," she warned, flicking a lightswitch. We were at the top of a set of stairs. She slowed to allow me to crawl safely down each one, down into the basement below the house. 

It was large and well-lit with white fluorescent lights that illuminated the pale painted walls and linoleum flooring that was softer on my knees than the kitchen tiling. A few bits of furniture sat unobtrusively against the walls, but it was a cage in the far that Cordelia brought me to. It was large, possibly intended for a big dog, at perhaps four feet tall and six or so long and wide.

"Sit," she ordered. I sat down and she kicked me. "No, pet. Like a dog. On your knees." I readjusted and she patted my head. "Well done, although I can see there's still plenty I need to train you on."

She let the leash drop to the floor and went to rummage through an old set of drawers beside the cage. They looked antique, like something an old vanity would have sat upon, and they creaked as she opened them.

"As I was saying earlier, your cock needs to be controlled. And there's no better way of doing that than locking it away."

She held in her hand a chastity cage. I knew what it was from the porn I liked to watch, but I had never seen one in person. It was a shiny silver metal, formed from a series of rings welded together curving in a crescent shape. Cordelia knelt down beside me and put it on my limp cock. It was cold at first but quickly warmed, and it went on easily thanks to my softness and her apparent expertise. Finally she attached the lock, using a small and inconspicuous key that had been masquerading as one of the charms on her bracelet. Once secured, she returned the key to her wrist.

"That's a perfect fit," she said, and she was right. My soft cock fit perfectly within the chastity device. It was comfortable and didn't slip. My balls hung loosely beneath me. "Does it feel okay?"

I nodded. It made me feel secure, and something about handing over control of my orgasms, and even my erections, to her filled me with excitement.

"Good, because it's time to go to bed."

She unleashed me but left the collar on, then opened the door at the front of the cage. It was constructed entirely from thin black metal bars, but a number of mats and blankets had been placed to make the floor soft for my comfort.

"I know it's early in our training still, but we've got a long day tomorrow. I need to whip you into shape and unfortunately the club has high demands so we can't take it slow." She closed the cage then secured it with a bulky padlock, the key to which she held onto. Then she attached to a bar on the outside what looked like an electric doorbell. I knew I could fit my finger through to press the button. "If you desperately need me, you can push this. It's connected to a speaker upstairs so I'll hear it. But if it's a false alarm or not something serious, I'll not be happy that you made me run all the way down here. Is that understood?"

I nodded, understanding the severity of her warning. There was no way I'd test out it's validity.

"Good. There's water there if you need it. Any final questions?"

I shook my head, taking note of the bottle like one used in a rabbit hutch that was attached to one side of the cage.

"Okay. And, one last thing: you need a name. I don't care about your human name. When you're with me you can throw that away without hesitation. You need something befitting a perfect pet. Hmm...let's think. Oh! How about Argos?"

I smiled and barked happily. I loved it. Argos. It suited me and I wanted to prove myself worthy of the name.

"Excellent. Good night then, Argos, my wonderful, faithful pet. Sleep well."

I, Argos, took one last look at her beautiful face and the message to SERVE before she turned to walk away, showing off her long legs and almost-bare ass. I wrapped myself in a thick blanket as she walked up the stairs. Then I heard the lightswitch flick off and the basement went black.


Caught Red-Handed: Tied and Teased by Two Femdom Cops

When the police car pulled up outside my house, I never would have expected to see two long slim legs step out, belonging to a woman who could have easily appeared in one of my sexual fantasies. She had the buxom figure of a porn star and the wavy blonde hair of a model, but it was all contained within a stunning blue police uniform, a type of busty navy blue playsuit. Then out from the passenger seated came who must have been her colleague, a brunette who was just as tall and shapely. It was like something from a dream; I had to pinch myself. And as I peaked through from behind the shut blinds of my bedroom, having been alerted by the sirens and flashing blue light that still swirled and cast shadowy bars across my face and the wall behind me, they strode confidently up to my front door and gave it a series of hard, resounding knocks.

"Police, open up!"

The authoritative shout from one of them echoed up the staircase and I stepped away from the window, panic setting in. There were more knocks, more shouts, then a splintering crack from the front door being kicked in.

"Police! Come out with your hands up!"

I tried to think of a way out. They might not have known I was here. I could sneak out the back, but I heard their footsteps coming up the stairs already. I looked out the window. The height was too much to risk jumping. I was trapped.

"He's in here!"

The blonde had burst into my room. In her heels she seemed to tower over me.

"You're under arrest," she said, coming over to me. "Do not resist."

I thought about trying to run around her but she was on me in an instant. Her hands grabbed mine. With surprising strength she pushed me against the wall. My face was pressed against the wallpaper while she forced my hands behind my back, twisting them into an inescapable lock.

"You're coming with us."

I felt her breath in my ear as she cuffed my wrists. The metal was cold and unforgiving.

"Good work, officer," I heard the other cop say, having entered the room behind us. "Use this."

I was pulled away from the wall and instantly plunged into darkness as a heavy black hood was drawn over my head. With no way out, I had to accept my fate and let the two women escort me out to my car.

*****

The drive was quiet. I could hear them talk softly to each other at the front of the car, but they were always out of earshot, muffled slightly by the hood and the purring of the engine. Each bump in the road seemed extra hard on my body as I was unable to brace myself with my hands still cuffed behind me. So when we finally came to a halt and the vibrations halted, I was almost relieved.

I was bundled out with two pairs of hands seizing each arm and forcibly guiding me. I had to trust their path and picked my feet up with every step, as more than once I did trip only to be held up by their strong grip. I was taken inside somewhere and soon all orientation was lost as we took countless twists and turns and down a long flight of stairs. A door slammed shut somewhere behind me and my handcuffs were unlocked and removed. But before I could do anything with the brief taste of freedom, I was forced onto a chair and I felt leather restraints binding my wrists to the back and my ankles to the legs.

Then, without warning, my hood was pulled off. The dingy little basement didn't detract from the beauty of the two women who had arrested me and who were now standing over me, looking incredible in the uniforms.

"Do you know why we've come for you?" the brunette asked, hands on her hips.

I nodded. I should have known I hadn't seen the end of the police.

"The rest of our department gave up on you. But we know there's more inside that little brain of yours. And so you're going to talk to us."

"I don't know where he is. Like I told those detectives last week, I've not seen him for months."

"Well, since those few months Andy McCafferty has disappeared off the radar. We're asking nicely for now, but we won't be so nice if you refuse to cooperate. All we want to know is where he went."

"He didn't tell me."

She looked at me sternly, then shook her head.

"So be it. I can tell when a man is lying. You should get used to our company, because until you tell us what we want to know you're not leaving this basement. Understood?"

I stayed silent. For the good of my friend I was resolved to give the police nothing.

"I suppose we should introduce ourselves then. I'm Detective Holly Slater and this is Officer Tia Brooke. Together we form a unit that specialises in getting information from men like you. Why don't you explain what we do, Tia?"

The blonde stepped forward, looking happy to have a moment out of the shadow of the more highly-ranked policewoman.

"We're the SIU, the Sexual Interrogation Unit. We use what are called enhanced sexual interrogation techniques to extract information from our sources. It's a new method, but we like to think of it as an exciting and forward-thinking type of science with far-reaching practical potential."

"It's okay, slave, our government has given it the greenlight," the brunette said. "So from now on, you only have to talk if you've changed your mind, if you now want to tell us where Mr McCafferty is. Otherwise, for all intents and purposes, you are our slave. Or do you want to save us all the trouble and speak?"

I shook my head resolutely.

"I was hoping that would be the case," she said. "Because this will be quite a bit of fun for us, though I'm not sure about you. Tia, help him out of his clothes."

I was expecting to be let out of the chair if for whatever reason they wanted me to strip. But instead the blonde disappeared behind me, out of sight, and returned with a large pair of fabric scissors.

"Hold still, slave," she ordered. "We don't want any accidents."

She cut into the bottom of my shirt and glided the scissor up to the collar in one easy swipe. With a couple more cuts she had it removed completely from my body. I thought she would stop there, but instead she removed my shoes and sock. And rather than unbinding my ankles to remove my jeans, she just cut them off quite easily and pulled them out from under me. Suddenly I was in only my underwear. I was aware of the slight smile on her face as she reached down, the metal blades too close for my comfort, and snipped away at the final piece of fabric.

I had closed my eyes out of pure fear. But when I opened them she hadn't made any mistakes or minor nicks. Instead, I was now completely naked, my soft cock shrunken in fear and as a result of the slight chill in the basement.

"Would you look at that," Holly came over to inspect me. "Were you scared of the scissors? Or are you still scared of us?"

"It looks like he's terrified!" Tia exclaimed. She ran a hand through my hair and cooed: "Don't worry, there's nothing to be afraid of. We won't hurt you...much."

"That's right." Holly walked around behind me, trailing a finger over my bare skin and making me shiver. "Why don't you show him what we can do, Tia?"

The blonde swung a leg over and with one graceful movement straddled my lap, her thighs squeezing mine and her crotch inches from my cock.

"Don't be scared," she said softly, her eyes glistening hypnotically in front of me. "All we want is to have a bit of fun."

She leaned forward and kissed me. Her breath was warm, her lips soft. She tasted sweet and she smelled even sweeter. She seemed so into it too, moaning gently and using her tongue to teasing effect. I knew I was letting my guard down but what was I to do? Her hands held each side of my face while mine wanted to rip out of their bonds and grab her ass perched delicately on my lap.

My lips moved obediently in response to hers. Groans of satisfaction escaped me. Her kiss was so passionate yet soft, so firm yet gentle. And when she pulled away I thought the smile on her lips showed genuine joy from that moment that felt all too brief but had caused exactly the intended effect.

"Oh?" She faked a playful look of shook, her eyes darting down. "What's this? Are you feeling more comfortable now?"

"I knew he'd be ready to play," Holly said, taking in the sight of my now fully erect cock. "It just takes a bit of coaxing."

Tia tweaked my nipples, sending rushes of stimulation through my body. She shifted on my lap but got no nearer to my cock, which was tormentingly close to her.

"He can get harder," Holly said. "Go on, Tia, give him a show."

The blonde smiled at me, her hands trailing across my chest then up to the collar of her uniform, where a zip ran all the way down the front. She pulled it down slowly. My eyes were firmly fixed on it as it lowered down between her breasts, showing off the dark valley of cleavage between them.

Her tits were still mostly covered as the zip went lower still, down to her toned stomach, a neat little belly button, then coming to a stop just before revealing anything else.

My gaze returned back to her breasts which she was now pushing together and fondling beneath the material of her uniform. I could see the curves of the two firm mounds and, after some more teasing where she gently pulled apart the front of her playsuit, the two erect nipples came into view.

"Ever been interrogated by someone like me?" Tia asked, pinching her nipples and thrusting her chest forward closer to me.

I just stared, dumbfounded, while my cock throbbed uncontrollably. She hadn't even touched me and this was the effect. Whatever their sexual interrogation techniques were, I wasn't feeling very confident about resisting them.

"Mmm, do you want to touch them?" Tia squeezed her tits together and I couldn't help but imagine my cock between them.

I nodded my head and she just grinned.

"Too bad. Maybe if your hands were untied I might let you. But with the way things stand, only my hands are free. Is there anything I should do with them?"

Her fingernails scratched at my thighs, a hair's breadth from my shaft that responded with a new jolt of excitement.

"Fuck," I exhaled, feeling as if I could burst from all the sexual desire.

"What's that?" Tia asked, giggling. "Do you want me to touch you?"

"Fuck, yes, please," I begged, trying to buck my hips, but her hands remained out of reach of my needy cock.

"Oh, I didn't realise you were that desperate...perhaps I should give you a stroke. Would you like that?"

"Pleeeaaseee." I squirmed, her nails still clawing gently.

"Okay." She lifted one hand and formed a ring with her thumb and index finger. She held it above the tip of my cock and lowered it. But before she touched even the glistening drop of precum that had formed at the very top, she stopped. "Wait, can you just do something for me?"

"What?" I asked, almost ready to accept any offer.

"Can you tell me where Mr McCafferty is? Just tell me that and I'll stroke you."

"Fuck," I sighed, realising her ploy.

"Come on," she pleaded. "I really want to stroke you. You don't want to disappoint me, do you? I'll even make you cum."

I looked into her bright eyes, then to her hypnotic tits, and finally down to my leaking cock. With a sense of regret already overwhelming me, I shook my head.

"No," I said firmly. "I can't tell you."

"Fine," Tia huffed, her demeanour suddenly changing. "I tried, Holly. I thought he'd be an easy nut to crack."

"Don't worry," the brunette stepped into view with some sort of apparatus in her hands. "It means I have a chance to test this new weapon in our arsenal."

Tia hopped off my lap but I didn't feel any relief. In fact, I looked with horror at the device being presented to me. Along with a series of straps and other attachments, the main part looked like a fleshlight, which I might have enjoyed the thought of using if it weren't in the control of these two dominant cops.

Holly then pushed the fleshlight over the length of my cock. She wasn't gentle about it, but the tightness that enveloped my entire shaft had my heart racing as I thought it could drive me towards the edge.

With my cock completely inside, she then took the straps attached to the device and secured them around my legs and my stomach to form a sort of harness. The fleshlight, black and opaque, was forced down by the tight bonds. No amount of budging or thrusting would make it move up or down my cock. Whatever was about to happen, I had no control over my pleasure.

"This isn't your average fleshlight," Holly said, making sure all the straps were firmly fixed in place. "It's a new invention of ours. There's a clever little sensor inside that knows exactly how close you get to orgasm. It can also change power levels automatically. So, if I just turn it on now, perhaps you can guess why that's so useful to us."

She flicked a switch and instantly the device whirred into action. It vibrated and tightened, the motors purring and forming a suction. Moving parts inside it ran up and down my shaft. It seemed to imitate the sensations of both a handjob and a blowjob at the same time, and my whole body was clenching at the extreme pleasure.

"Tia, blindfold and gag him," Holly ordered, satisfied that I was experiencing what she intended.

The blonde, still naked, slipped a blindfold over my eyes and inserted a ball gag into my mouth. I was too overwhelmed by pleasure to resist.

"We'll let you have some alone time now," Detective Holly said to me. "Maybe you'll be more compliant when we return."

I heard them both walk out of the room and slam the door shut. But I didn't care where they were going or when they would be back, I was too focused on the device around my cock.

It continued to whir, stroking and sucking me from tip to base. My cock was rock hard. I thought I could feel the precum being squeezed out. And I eagerly let myself approach the edge, so desperate for it.

The warmth inside my shaft grew more intense. It pulsed through me. I was just about ready to release.

And then the device changed. It loosened its grip. The vibrations became soft. And the mechanical strokes slowed to a gentle, methodical pace, holding me right at the edge of orgasm.

I struggled against my bonds. I tried to thrust my hips to fuck the device, but it was too securely bound to me that it wouldn't budge the slightest bit up or down my cock. I couldn't get any pleasure, any stimulation, other than what it intended for me.

I was hanging on the brink. Any tighter and the pressure would have taken me over. The chair squeaked as I struggled. The device purred quietly. And, eventually, my orgasmic energy faded away as I drifted back from the edge, exhausted from the constant clenching of my muscles.

Then the device spun back into action. Somehow it's sensors knew my situation, that it was safe to work harder to pleasure my cock that would have started to become soft if not for the tightening grip and accelerating strokes.

The vibrations were centred around the head, focusing on my most sensitive spot. And after what felt like only a few seconds, I was back to the edge again.

I squirmed. My cock was surely dripping. I thought I could feel the precum sliding down the shaft and leaking out the bottom of the sleeve.

The device slowed again, gripping me tighter around the base while easing off my head. I was entirely at its mercy. There was nothing I could do.

This routine repeated time and time again. I was drawn right to the edge then held there as long as possible until my cock had enough and the sensation faded away. And before I could get soft or have any rest, it would all start again.

I became exhausted by this constant teasing. My cock became extra sensitive. After reaching the edge, it would fade away more quickly and on a few occasions I felt it trying to get soft. But the device was too clever, it was too well-calibrated, and my burning need to cum, if only to escape this cruel cycle, just made it quicker for me to reach the edge again.

*****

"Well well well, have you had fun while we were away?"

It was Holly's voice, but I was still blindfolded. I heard Tia giggled, presumably at the sight of me reaching another edge. Fingers pinched my nipples, sending electric shivers through me.

"Mmm," I moaned into my gag, trying to plead for release.

"Do you want to cum?" Tia whispered sensually in my ear.

"Mmm," I nodded eagerly.

"Go on then. Try. Try to cum. That's it. Fuck, I want to watch you cum so bad."

I was still right on the edge. The chair wobbled as I squirmed, thrusting my hips uselessly. My cock throbbed but the device only loosened and I was unable to do anything but let the edge pull away once again.

"Fuck, I thought you might actually cum!"

"You don't have faith in our little device?" Holly asked her partner.

"I do, but he looked like nothing could have stopped him from cumming!"

"I'm sure he thought he was going to."

I felt the straps of the device loosen, then slowly it was lifted up. My cock enjoyed the movement of the sleeve before it popped out and throbbed longingly, now free and untouched.

"Fuck, look at all that precum," Tia gasped.

I wished I could see, but I could certainly feel the glisten on my tip and I imagined it must have been dripping all down the shaft.

"Mmm, you must be so desperate now, right?" Holly asked, her breath on my neck.

"Mmmm," I nodded, feeling exhausted but still so eager. My cock was tingling, even with no stimulation.

"I can only imagine the agony in your poor cock. But I might know exactly how to relieve it. Tia, what's the best way to make the pain go away?"

"I like to kiss it better."

My cock twitched at her words, but my anticipation didn't last long because, only a moment later, I felt the blonde's soft lips kiss the tip of my shaft. It was such a light touch but it sent my arousal shooting to new heights, knowing that she was kneeling right there between my legs.

"Does it feel better?" Holly asked, standing over me.

I shook my head. It was only making it harder and more torturous.

"Oh, oh dear. Perhaps you need to give him a bigger kiss, Tia."

I felt Tia's tongue dart out, rubbing my sensitive frenulum and licking up my precum with a moan of satisfaction from her. Then her lips parted further, taking the head of my cock inside. It was so warm and soft that, despite my frenzied state, there was a pleasantly soothing aspect to the prolonged kiss.

But then she started sucking. And then her mouth began to move further down my shaft. I felt paralysed, stuck to my seat as I felt more and more of my shaft being consumed by her. The caressing kiss had now become a deep, passionate blowjob. She took me all the way in, down to the shaft, and sucked harder. Her head bobbed up and down faster. And once again my orgasm began to swell. I felt my the cum bubbling ready in my balls. But as I throbbed, so ready to blow my load, Tia pulled back up and, after a swirl of her tongue around the head, my cock popped back out.

"Mmmmmmmpphhh," I groaned into my gag.

"Easy there, Tia, looks like you nearly screwed up!"

"Would that be so bad?" The blonde giggled, her hands caressing my thighs but staying away from my saliva-covered cock. "I wanted to swallow his load..."

"Well it looks like you're going to be disappointed if he continues refusing to talk."

Holly ripped my blindfold off. She was in her uniform and standing to my side, but my eyes darted straight down to Tia.

"Aww, please don't disappoint me," the blonde begged from between my legs, looking up at me with big, pleading eyes. She was still naked, pushing her tits together and pouting. "I want your cum so much. Won't you please tell me where your friend is? I promise I'll swallow every last bit of your cum if you tell me."

"Mmm," I moaned into my gag, unsure. I could only picture Tia's big lips around me again, and imagine the sensation of filling her mouth with the pulsating waves of my hot cum.

"If you remain silent," Holly said, reaching behind my head to loosen the ball gag, "the pain is only going to get worse. So, what do you say? Want to talk? Or do you want to see what other ways we can make this more difficult for you?"

The ball was pulled out of my mouth and I opened my jaw wide, pleased to relieve the ache from it being stuffed. Tia eyed-up my cock hungrily. Holly stared dominatingly down at me. No matter how much my cock ached, I couldn't make up my mind.

"I don't know," I admitted. "I just...I don't want to give up my friend."

Holly tutted.

"Tia," she said, "make him regret this."

The blonde plunged back down over my cock, deepthroating me without hesitation. Instantly I swelled inside her, throbbing and desperate. But she didn't give me what I wanted, what I needed. She held down firmly and sucked tightly, but hardly moved.

"She's so ready for you to blow your load right down her throat," Holly said, caressing my hairs then playing with my nipples to remind me that I was completely under her control. "Just tell me where your friend is and you can experience that sweet release."

"Fuck," I gasped as Tia stared intently into my eyes. She pulled up slowly so that only the head of my cock was inside her mouth. Then she sucked hard, while her tongue flickered against the underside.

It was so intense, an unabating, pure pleasure targeted where I was most sensitive that flowed down my shaft and through my entire body, making every inch of me yearn for the satisfaction that would relieve me of all this torturous teasing. As Tia's tongue worked harder and faster, I was driven to the edge. And with an expert read of the telltale signs, my throbbing cock and tightening muscles, she eased off, sucking firmly but preventing me from going any further.

"Are you ready to tell us?" Holly pinched my nipples threateningly, but the sensation only added to the pleasure in my cock. "Are you ready to cum?"

I stared in a daze down at Tia. She sucked even tighter, adding to the pressure around my head. I was ready to burst. It was all I wanted, all I needed.

"Yes," I finally said. "He told me he's still in the city. He knew the cops would think he'd flee across the border, but he's still here."

"Where exactly?"

Tia seemed to suck even harder in anticipation of me cumming. I was drawn even closer to the edge than I thought possible and I moaned, willing now to give them anything they wanted.

"Oh fuck," I gasped. "I don't know exactly. He's shacked up with a girlfriend."

"Did he mention where she lives?"

Tia's tongue pressed against my frenulum.

"He mentioned somewhere by the riverside, above a bar. The Barracuda? I think that's what it's called."

I noticed Holly smiling out of the corner of my eye. She looked down at Tia and nodded. "Thank you," the detective said.

The blonde grinned with my cock in her mouth. It felt like a lifetime as I waited to see if they would fulfill their promise. My body tensed, ready. And when Tia's tongue began to lick, softly but firmly rubbing against the sensitive underside of my cock, it took only a second to send me toppling over into the abyss of orgasm.

I moaned uncontrollably. My cock pulsed like a cannon. Wave after wave of hot cum poured out. Tia's lips formed an impenetrable seal. She sucked hard. My load filled her mouth. It shot out of my shaft with unrelenting force. My entire body seemed to shake and shudder and I thought my restraints would give way.

Tia's mouth continued to provide so much pleasure. Her tongue kept swirling around. It was almost too intense for me, but it felt unbelievable. After all the teasing from these two cops, I had more cum than I ever thought possible. Every involuntary twitch of my cock unloaded more cum. Even when there were only a few drops left, Tia held her lips firmly sealed shut. Nothing escaped them.

Even when I thought everything had been drained from me, she kept my cock in her mouth until she was satisfied. When I could finally relax, she let it drop limply from her lips and she parted them to show me the milky load that covered her tongue.

"Fuck," I sighed, out of breath. "Thank you."

Tia smiled again, shut her mouth, then swallowed. I felt almost delirious with satisfaction as I watched it all disappear down her throat.

"I should be the one thanking you," the blonde said with a grin once she had got rid of every last drop. "That was just what I needed."

"I knew you'd make the right choice eventually," Holly said to me. "Untie him and let him go, Tia. We've got everything we need."

The detective left the room and the naked blonde released me from my bondage.

"You're free to go," she said, with no hint of embarrassment about us both being completely naked. After a moment she realised the state that I was in. "Oh! Let me get you some clothes."

She found some dirty jeans and a shirt from what seemed to be a lost and found box and I got dressed, not having any choice in the matter.

"Thanks again for your help," Tia said, having put her uniform back on. "And for the cum. Are you ready? Follow me, I'll show you out."

Before we left the room she turned to look at me with a wry smile. "Oh, and if you want to be interrogated again, you know where to find me."


Lust and Sin: Seduced at the Lake House


1. A Long Week

Oscar's hope for a summer of fun, romance, and plenty of passionate sex was shattered by factors outside of his control. The two weeks he would be spending with his girlfriend at her parent's summer lake house was not, as he had planned, an opportunity to spend hours fucking in bed, or anywhere else they could for that matter. But, instead, Rachel's parents had taken time off work to enjoy their vacation alongside Oscar and Rachel. At first, it wasn't the end of the world for Oscar's plans, but on the first night he realised things wouldn't turn out the way he wanted.

"We can't right now," Rachel whispered, lying in bed beside him late during their first night in the house. "These walls are paper thin and my parents are right next door."

Oscar had no more luck convincing Rachel to have sex throughout the next few days. One night, she let him finger her silently. But she didn't return the favour, claiming that it would be too tricky to clear up the mess without waking her parents. Instead, Oscar had a hard night trying to sleep, spooning his girlfriend with his erection pressed into her ass.

They caught a lucky break on their fifth day in the house. Rachel's parents went out for an afternoon hike and Oscar managed to persuade Rachel to interrupt her tanning session by the beach to come into the house. Within minutes of being alone inside, they were clinging to each other in bed. Rachel's legs wrapped around Oscar's waist. She pulled him closer to her and tugged at his pants.

"Take it out. Fuck me," she moaned, giving the only command he needed.

She lay on her back, accepting his hard cock with a groan of pleasure as he first entered her. He thrust in and out, horny and eager, having missed the feeling of her tight pussy around him.

"Wait," she said, pushing him off her. "Get a condom."

Oscar accepted her sensibleness and rushed off the bed to get a condom from a wooden cabinet in their bedroom. His cock throbbed. He had already felt close to an orgasm, but he knew that was to be expected after such a long stint of abstinence. Even the sensation of rolling the condom along his shaft had his pleasure building. He noticed a drop of precum visible under the latex. Rachel waited impatiently as he fiddled with himself, then spread her legs when he returned. But, as he crawled back on top of her, they heard the front door slam shut.

A yelled greeting from Rachel's parents filled the house. Oscar was frozen, unsure what to do. His cock, hovering an inch away from Rachel's wet pussy, yearned to penetrate her once more. But she, immediately taking action, rolled out from under him and pulled her shorts back on.

"Get dressed," she whispered angrily at Oscar, who had remained half naked on all fours on the bed. "Hurry."

Once she had sorted herself out, Rachel went downstairs to see her parents, who had returned early due to bad weather. In their throes of passion, Oscar and Rachel had failed to notice the heavy downpour outside. Oscar joined them shortly after, cursing the interruption and the frenzy of arousal that had consumed him for the last few days without any satisfaction. Fortunately, his erection had been promptly killed by the moment of panic. It wasn't enough, however, to prevent him from thinking about how close he had been to cumming, to finally getting the release he needed. The rest of the afternoon was spent playing card games with Rachel and her parent's, and even then Oscar couldn't get his mind off sex. He kept stealing glances at his girlfriend's body: her cleavage presented so nicely under her tank top; the dirty blonde hair that framed her delicate features and thin lips that he loved feeling around him; and her tight ass which looked so amazing in her small denim shorts. Rachel, meanwhile, did her best to ignore his looks, despite suffering her own frustration in her loins.

That evening, after Rachel's parents had gone to bed, Oscar decided to be transparent with her. "I might just have to jerk myself off," he said, shocked at Rachel's look of disgust. "It'll literally take a minute. Don't worry, I'll be quiet. I can just do it in the bathroom."

"That's gross, this is my parents' house," Rachel whispered, appalled at his statement. "Just wait a couple more days. They mentioned to me that they might only stay until this weekend. Then we've got a whole week to ourselves.”

"Really?" Oscar grinned at the news. Maybe his plans hadn't been completely ruined.

"Yes," confirmed Rachel, who lowered a hand under the bedsheets to find Oscar's hard cock straining in his pyjama shorts. "Save yourself till then. Can you do that for me? I love when you have a big load for me."

Oscar groaned at the slight touch to his aching member. "Okay. For you. It'll help if you stop teasing me though."

"Sorry." Rachel retreated her hand. The end of the stimulation was both a blessing and a curse for Oscar, who so desperately wanted to be touched more.

"This will be a tough two days," he whispered.

"It'll be worth it, trust me." Rachel leaned over and kissed him goodnight before turning the bedside lamp off.

*****

The next two days were, as Oscar predicted, hard. In more ways than one he struggled through, trying to distract himself from thoughts of Rachel. It didn't help that he spent almost every moment with her. And, as the good weather returned, she would stroll around in her pretty green one piece swim suit. She would lie sprawled on a lounger, knowingly inviting Oscar to help her apply suncream into her pale skin.

"Not long left," she murmured as his hands massaged up her stomach and around the underside of her small tits.

On many occasions Oscar had to cross his legs or sit in a certain way to hide the obvious tent in his swim shorts. A dip in the fresh lake proved the best method to cool down his unrelenting desire, but even then Rachel liked to seek him out and cling onto him when her parents' weren't around, wrapping her arms around his neck and pushing her crotch into his.

"When they’re gone we can do it right here, if you like," she once whispered into his ear as his erection became obvious pressing into her. "Would you like that?"

"Fuck yes," Oscar conceded, before detaching himself from her and heading out of the lake to dry off. He needed to rid himself of the temptation to fuck her right there and then.

Despite all the challenges, mostly worsened by Rachel's love of teasing her boyfriend, the final days with her parents around passed quickly and, before Oscar knew it, he was waving them goodbye. His hand held Rachel's until her parents were out of sight, then it moved around to her backside and slapped her ass.

"Hey!" she yelled.

"That's for being such a tease," Oscar said, before pushing Rachel against a wall and kissing her, letting his hands wander around her thighs and up to her breasts. He squeezed them and she held him back momentarily so she could pull her top off, exposing her bra. Their tongues danced against each other and their hands explored every inch of their bodies. Both could feel the heat of their passion growing.

"Go upstairs," Rachel said commandingly. "I just need to go to the toilet."

Oscar nodded, eager to get things properly started. He didn't take his time rushing to their bedroom and lying on the bed. He waited a moment, then decided to strip in order to speed things up. He threw all his clothes on the floor, letting his exposed cock to grow outside of its confines. In anticipation of the coming event, it quickly became fully erect. He played with it gently, feeling the tight skin moving over his shaft. As soon as Rachel came into the room, a worried look on her face, he stopped.

"I'm on my period," she said simply.

"Oh?" Oscar reacted, knowing in the back of his head what she was leading up to.

"I don't like having sex on my period. You know that."

"I do." Oscar nodded, feeling his erection already subsiding. "Should we wait a few more days then?"

"Is that okay?" Rachel asked, coming to sit next to him on the bed and looking at his cock. "I'd give you something to release all your frustration . . . but I still want to experience your entire built-up load when we have sex in a few days."

"That's okay," Oscar accepted, putting his arm around his girlfriend.

They kissed then Rachel smiled at him. "You've already waited this long, I'm sure you can go a little longer."

*****

The following day, Oscar woke up to a raging hard on. It was still early and, not wanting to wake Rachel, he snuck out of bed. He decided to check out the lake in an attempt to distract from his aching morning wood. The simple walk downstairs and out to the lakeside got his blood pumping to his legs enough to ease his erection and, before long, his cock was finally out of his mind. He sat on a deckchair, looking out at the glistening ripples on the water that lapped against the shores. Basking in the pleasant morning sunlight, he let himself begin to nod off, not hearing the car pulling up onto the nearby driveway.

He dreamed of Rachel fucking him, riding him in bed and driving him to orgasm. Their bodies convulsed in one entity of pure pleasure. Their faces pressed against one another. He watched her features change as she approached her release. Oscar felt his cock about to burst inside her.

Two hands pressed against his eyes, waking him up. The skin was cool and pleasant against his sun-soaked face.

"Guess who?"

In his groggy state, Oscar heard Rachel's voice. His dream and his reality were merged, with his erection still feeling the phantom pleasure of his girlfriend’s pussy.

"Are you going to fuck me yet?" he grumbled.

"I could do, but I'm not sure Rach would be happy with that."

Oscar smiled for a moment, assuming it was a joke, then he jumped out of the deckchair. He didn't notice the visible tent in his pants. He only saw the smiling face of Kim, Rachel's younger sister.


2. An Unexpected Arrival

"Hey there sleepyhead," Kim greeted cheerily, giving him a big smile. "You looked hella out of it."

"What are you doing here Kim?" Oscar was still too tired and shocked by her appearance to remember his manners.

"I thought you’d be happy to see me?" she said cheekily, glancing over his body.

"Just surprised, that's all." Oscar defended himself. He found her cute smile disarming and was incapable of being truly annoyed by her.

"I thought I'd surprise you two. I know mum and dad left yesterday – I would have liked to see them – but I've got the week free so wanted to make the most of it!"

"Oh, that's nice," Oscar said out aloud the opposite of what he was thinking. His annoyance at Kim's unexpected arrival, however, was interrupted when he noticed her look down at his crotch. The tent in his shorts was quite clear from his position; but he hoped it wasn't so obvious from Kim's view. It didn't help either that her cute summer dress displayed a lot of skin. Oscar hated to admit to himself that she had the better body of the two sisters. He may not have realised the times he had met her before – although the swell of her breasts under sweaters and the roundness of her butt in tight jeans did give him the suspicion – but the dress worked wonders to show off all her best parts.

"Is Rachel around?" Kim asked once she realised Oscar wasn’t saying anything more.

"Yeah, inside."

"Cool, I'll unload my things from the car. I'm sure I'll get a chance to join you later. I'm looking forward to getting into my bikini."

Oscar, relieved to be left alone, slumped back down in the deckchair. He tried to get his erection to subside but thoughts of Kim's body invaded his mind. Her breasts, even from what he saw of her cleavage in her dress, were evidently larger than Rachel's. Oscar realised that he was waiting quite eagerly to see her in a bikini. He cursed himself for having such dirty thoughts.

*****

When the two sisters joined Oscar by the lake, Rachel didn't reveal any hint of annoyance at Kim's surprise appearance. On the contrary, she seemed thrilled to have the company.

"We should get some drinks for tonight," Rachel said, enjoying planning what they could do together. "And cook a nice dinner."

"Sounds nice," Oscar answered unthinkingly. His attention had been placed on the two sisters, who had each taken a lounger to sunbathe on. Oscar had moved his chair back under the shade of a tree with the excuse of needing to be out of the sun, but really it was so he could have an easier view of the two women who lay in front of him. And, as he had hoped, Kim had swiftly changed into a bikini. The hot two-piece looked amazing on her, making her look like a model. Oscar had a hard time taking his eyes off the mounds of her breasts which raised up and down as she breathed.  He imagined how they would feel in his hands. And how he could fuck his cock in between them, something which he couldn't do with Rachel's petite features. Without realising, his erection had returned.

"I'm just gonna go to the toilet," he said, thinking of an excuse to leave. He tried to shake the thought of Kim from his head, and decided that it was only his horniness that was to blame. Besides, he had never thought of her in a sexual context before. Therefore, he decided there was only one thing to do about it. Before his simple thoughts evolved into a more serious desire for her, he would have to masturbate.

*****

Neither of the sisters seemed to pay him much mind as he hurried away back up to house, making sure to keep his back to them so his prominent erection was not so visible. As much as Oscar loved the hot weather and the option to laze around in swimming shorts, he was now being repeatedly reminded of a major downside of the single piece of clothing. Without any underwear to hold it back, his cock could get fully erect and point straight out. The loose shorts easily made way for his hardness.

He was glad, therefore, to reach the house and not worry about it anymore. As soon as he got to the bathroom, he closed the door behind him and dropped his shorts to the floor. Oscar's cock grew to its full extent as his hand wrapped around it. It had now been over a week since he his last orgasm, and he could feel how much pressure had been building up in the throbbing hardness which he gladly stroked. Besides his interrupted attempt to fuck Rachel, this was the first real pleasure he had received since coming to the lake house. Every stroke felt amazing.

He tried to imagine fucking Rachel. His hand was no substitute for the tightness and warmth of her pussy, but he thought of how good she would feel if only she could join him right now. However, he struggled to keep the image in his mind. He couldn’t stop the fantasy shifting. Now he pictured her kneeling in front of him. Her mouth opened and took his cock into her. Oscar screwed his eyes shut, trying to sustain the thought. He wouldn't need to stroke; she would do all the work. But as he began getting close to his orgasm, he realised that he wasn't thinking of Rachel anymore. Kim looked up at him with her deep brown eyes. She pushed her brunette hair out of her face as her lips lowered along the length of his cock. Oscar couldn't help but keep stroking to the thought of her. Somehow, her sudden appearance that morning had entranced him. He thought of her deepthroating him. The pleasure was unbearable. His stroking accelerated. He was approaching the edge. Kim took off her bikini top, revealing her luscious tits. She told him to cum on them. Her hands stroked him fast. Oscar felt the orgasm about to break through.

"Shit! Sorry!"

Oscar froze. His cock pulsed and precum glistened on its head. He turned to see Kim standing at the door, wearing her pink bikini. It took him a moment to snap out of his fantasy.

"Didn't know it was occupied, sorry Oscar!"

Kim stepped back outside and shut the door. Oscar's heart raced. His erection had already begun to fade from the shock. Why didn't this place have a damned lock, he cursed. Unsure whether Kim had seen what he was doing, he pulled his shorts up and flushed the toilet. After washing his hands he exited the bathroom with a red face. Kim was standing by the kitchen counter, in the process of blending something.

"Want a smoothie?" she asked chirpily, giving no indication that she had seen him masturbating.

"Oh, sure. Thanks." Oscar's heart still thumped quickly.

"Sorry for barging in on you. I keep telling mum and dad to install a lock. I feel like I can't pee in peace!" Kim turned on the blender, letting the load of fruit be whipped into a pulp.

Oscar forced out a smile and nod. Kim might just be pretending that she hadn't seen him masturbate. Either way, Oscar was trying to convince himself that everything was okay. She thinks I was just pissing, he told himself over and over.

"Fancy a swim later?" Kim asked, handing him a pink smoothie. "The water looks so nice."

"Yeah that sounds nice."

"Great! You can show off your strokes."

Kim brushed past him and led the way outside, giving a smoothie to Rachel who had moved into the shade, a flush of red on her chest showing how much sun she had caught. Oscar rested back in his deckchair, enjoying the drink Kim had prepared. He couldn't help but linger on her last sentence. What might have been an innocent comment on swimming strokes could easily be recontextualised. He didn't know if Kim was being cheeky, having seen what he was doing. Oscar shook the thought from his mind, trying to turn his attention away from Kim.

*****

His attempts at ignoring her were ruined, however, when she literally pulled him in to swim with her. Despite his protestations, Kim took hold of his arm and dragged him out of his seat. Rachel, watching, laughed.

"I need to stay out of the sun for a while," she said. "You two go for it though."

"Your boyfriend needs some exercise, Rach," Kim said as she held onto Oscar all the way down to the edge of the lake.

He stumbled behind as the water lapped up around his feet. Kim pulled him further.

"Is it cold around your privates?" she asked, smirking.

"Yeah," Oscar replied, shivering as he stood waist-deep. He was glad that they were far enough away from Rachel that she couldn't hear. "I'm sure it's the same for you too."

"Yeah but it's worse from guys, you're all out there exposed. Although I heard penises get all shrivelled up and small when guys go swimming. Is that true?"

"Um, yeah I guess so. Anytime it's cold." Oscar was surprised about her choice of discussion.

"That sounds funny. I'd love to see that." Kim pushed herself forward and began to swim into deeper water, looking graceful as she glided through the blue lake. "Come on, don't just stand there," she called back.

Oscar hurried after her with an attempt at a front crawl.

"You're not very elegant, are you," Kim commented at the excessive noise and splashing he was causing. "Why don't you just try breast stroke?"

Oscar did as she suggested, but couldn't take his mind off the now multiple euphemisms she had incorporated. "I'm not great at breast stroke either," he admitted.

"You just need some training," she said, winking. "Don't worry, I was a lifeguard at our local pool so I know what I'm doing. You need to get your bum up." She put her hands on his hips as he swam past, causing him to withdraw and lose his momentum. As he splashed around, he tried to stand up but his feet suddenly felt no ground below them. "Careful!" Kim cried.

Oscar panicked for a moment. His head dunked below the surface of the water and his arms waved around to no effect. He felt Kim take hold of him and pull him up. Her arms held him around his waist and shoulders and her legs moved powerfully to keep the two of them above water, dragging them to a shallow enough area so they could both stand.

"Are you okay?" she asked, sounding concerned.

"Yes, thanks Kim. I'm usually better at swimming than this." Oscar laughed nervously, upset about looking so weak in front of his girlfriend's sister.

"I feel like I need to keep a hand on you at all times," Kim joked before looking over the Rachel. She was lying on her front, back in the sun again, and made no sign that she had seen or heard the incident. "I'm used to manhandling people. It's the only way to save people if they're drowning."

"Thanks again, Kim," Oscar repeated. He suddenly felt incredibly aware of how close they were together. He could feel her cool skin on his, and her strong arms still holding him close. And despite attempts not to, he glanced down at her firm breasts which were pressed against his chest. Drops of water slid down between them, into the deep cleavage. Her tits seemed to hold themselves up without the need for the bikini top.

"Are you sure you're okay?" she asked again, apparently not seeing his quick looks down at her. "Do you want to get out?"

"Yeah that might be a good idea," Oscar accepted, stepping away from her as she released her grip.

"No problem, I'm just gonna swim about a bit then I'll join you guys. We should get some lunch soon too."

Oscar waded back to shore and looked back to see Kim cutting through the water with a front crawl. He tried not to stare for too long at her long legs that scissored the lake surface. Rachel was fast asleep when Oscar reached her. Her back was a hot shade of red so Oscar woke her and they sat in the shade.

"She's so graceful," Rachel said as they both watched Kim in the distance. "Did you know she's a lifeguard?"

"Yeah," Oscar replied. "Yeah she mentioned it."


3. Canoeing at Night

"I don't feel so good," Rachel said as they finished dinner.

"What's wrong?" asked Oscar, stroking her arm.

"It might be sunstroke. I don't know. Or I'm just dehydrated."

"Poor you," Kim said, standing up and heading to the kitchen to get her a glass of water. "You spent too long in the sun. Here, make sure to drink lots."

"Thanks." Rachel accepted the glass and almost downed it in one. "I know, I'm such an idiot."

"Have a lie down and rest," Oscar tried to support her.

"I will. It's just annoying. I was looking forward to canoeing."

"We can do that tomorrow," Oscar said.

"No no. Kim's eager. You two do it tonight. We can always go together another time."

Oscar was unsure about the prospect of spending more time alone with Kim, but he couldn't argue with his unwell girlfriend. He helped her to bed and made sure she had plenty of water on hand.

"Are you sure you don't want me to stay with you?" he asked, giving her a cuddle.

"I'm sure, honey. Go and have fun."

Reluctantly, Oscar left her alone and returned to Kim, who was in the middle of washing up. The three of them had spent the afternoon relaxing by the lake, and so far Oscar had had no more incidents with Kim. He had even been able to keep any erections at bay. When Kim suggested they all go canoeing in the evening, Oscar was excited. But now, without Rachel there with them, he was unsure. He still didn't know whether Kim was being flirtatious, or just cheeky. And he didn't want to be susceptible to more teasing from her. But she didn't give him a choice.

"Let's go," she said, heading out the house. "I'm excited."

Oscar followed close behind. Kim had put on a pair of shorts during dinner but stripped them off by the front door, so as they headed down to the lake Oscar watched her bikini-clad butt jiggle with each step. He helped her retrieve her parents' canoe from their boat shed and lifted it down to the shore. Then Kim put a lifejacket on and handed one to him.

"We both know you need it," she smirked.

They got into the canoe, Oscar sitting behind Kim, and pushed off into the water. That evening they had eaten late, and now as they paddled through across the lake the sun had long since dropped below the horizon. Stars now shone overhead, speckling the water with shimmers of white.

In the darkness, Oscar could watch Kim's shape as her strong arms gripped her paddle and levered them across the lake. At one point, she flicked the paddle up and around at the end of a motion, spraying water over Oscar.

"Hey!"

"What?" she looked back.

"You splashed me."

"Did I?" Kim didn't reveal any sign of guilt.

"Yes."

"That's a shame." She faced forward again and kept paddling.

"Yes, it is." Oscar splashed back, sending an arc of water over her hair.

"What the hell!" she yelled, sending her voice across the water. "You're such a dickhead."

"You started it!" Oscar yelled back, surprised at how badly she had taken it.

"Yeah right. You just like to spray wherever you like, don't you?" Kim had turned around to face him, leaving her paddle in the canoe.

"What do you mean?" Oscar asked, also stopping his paddling.

"You know what I mean," Kim replied, sounding serious. "Going off to jerk into the toilet. You're so gross."

"You knew?!"

"Of course I knew! Don't think I'm stupid."

Oscar was speechless, first at the revelation that his fears were confirmed and second at Kim's abrupt confrontation. He couldn't avoid her intense gaze. Her face, unbelievably pretty with her eyes glimmering in the moonlight, stared at him. One eyebrow was raised in a quizzical look, waiting for his response.

"Are you seriously just gonna sit there?" she asked.

"It's a . . . need," Oscar stammered out.

"So my sister isn't satisfying you then?" The annoyance in Kim's voice had subsided, to be replaced with a curiosity.

"We've not had a chance to since coming here. With your parents here. And now you too." Oscar realised how crazy his confession was. He was being much too open about his sex life, especially with his girlfriend's sister.

"Wait." Kim sound surprised. "Have you not cum for over a week?"

Oscar just nodded slowly. In the darkness it didn't feel so bad confessing to Kim. She was simply a silhouetted feminine body. It felt more like a dream than reality.

"Wow, no wonder you needed to masturbate. I suppose it was the sight of me that drove you to do that."

Kim looked at him and smirked. She didn't need to hear an answer. Oscar knew it was an obvious 'yes'. As he sat in embarrassment, he noticed Kim fiddling with something under her lifejacket. In the darkness, Oscar didn't see what she was doing exactly. He just looked across the water, trying to avoid her gaze.

"Do you want to fuck me, is that it?" Kim asked directly. Oscar remained silent. "It's okay. I know you probably do." She shifted to the seat in front of his. "Do you know what I'm curious about?"

Oscar, trying to keep his eyes off the long smooth legs which grazed his and the bikini bottom which hid a precious area of her crotch underneath, shook his head.

"I'm wondering," Kim said, unzipping her lifejacket. "How much cum you have stored up after all this time?"

Oscar hardly heard what she said. Instead, all his attention was on the slowly descending zip in front of him. As Kim's life jacket came undone, she pulled the front apart and revealed her bare tits underneath. She had managed to take her bikini top off without Oscar noticing and now she waved it in front of him. But his gaze was fixed on her breasts. The moon had emerged from a patch of clouds and the bright night sky illuminated Kim's curves. Her tits were on display, highlighted by the silver light. Large and voluptuous, it was a wonder they could fit under her lifejacket in the first place. Her nipples pointed out in the cool night air. Oscar couldn't take his eyes off them, until Kim moved to kneel in front of him.

"What are you doing?" he finally questioned as the canoe rocked side to side.

"Just relax," Kim said, shushing him and reaching for his shorts.

Oscar sat transfixed as her hands grabbed a hold of the band of his trunks and pulled down. Kim had been amazed at the size of his obvious erection, raging from Oscar's arousal at the sight of her tits, but she was even more impressed when she lowered the shorts and his cock sprung out, revealing its entire length. She gazed at it admiringly.

“Kim,” Oscar tried to protest. “I—"

Kim wrapped her lips around his cock and sucked, immediately silencing Oscar who was overwhelmed by the sensation. Her mouth held tightly around his shaft as she lowered further down the length of his manhood, filling her mouth with him. Oscar groaned in pleasure as her head bobbed up and down. Her tongue darted along his underside. Her fingers fondled his balls and stroked his shaft whenever she came up for breath.

Yellow lights of the houses on the distant shore glittered across the water. Oscar was aware of how exposed they were. But darkness shrouded his sin. Rachel hardly cross his mind. He only saw Kim, kneeling in front of him and bringing him so much pleasure. She groaned as she worked his cock, enjoying the motions of it. Oscar kept trying to say something, but each time he found himself voiceless. All his energy seemed to have been drawn to his pulsing erection. He even raised a hand to Kim’s head with the intention of pushing her off him, but he instead found himself running his hands through her hair and urging her to keep sucking. Any attempt to protest was overthrown by the need to cum.

Oscar's cock throbbed as Kim sped up. Her lips tightened, creating a vacuum. He felt his orgasm approaching. "I'm gonna—" he tried to say, but the feeling overwhelmed him. He could do nothing. His entire reality was centred around his cock. Every pleasure, everything sensation, it was all in his cock and the sensations Kim was providing. He could get no words out. All he could do was sit there and take it as he reached the edge.

Over a week of frustration, teasing, and denial was released in a single moment which seemed to last a lifetime. His cock pulsed, firing shot after shot into Kim's mouth. It felt as if entire pints of his juices were spraying out. He gripped the edges of the canoe with white knuckles. Kim held her mouth tightly around him as he spurted every last drop inside her. Oscar struggled to stay upright as he was sucked dry. His balls were completely emptied by her mouth.

As she sat up, Oscar began to recover his senses. His heart raced. The humid evening had made him sweat heavily. And his cock, before tense and hard, was now utterly satisfied. Satisfied by his girlfriend's sister.

Kim smiled at him; her lips were sealed tight. When she opened her mouth to show him, his load glistened white in the moonlight. The she leaned over the side of the canoe and let it all dribble out. Oscar watched as his seed bubbled on the surface of the lake. The load he had promised for Rachel was being poured away after a moment of sinful pleasure.

"Wow. That was a lot," Kim said, waking Oscar from his state of euphoria. "Come on, we should get back."

She zipped her lifejacket back up and began paddling. Oscar, speechless and devoid of energy, went along with it, putting his remaining effort into getting back to shore. He couldn't believe what had just happened. He couldn't believe Kim could do that to her sister, or that he had so simply let her. What he hated most was the satisfaction, not just in his cock but spreading throughout his entire body. He felt amazing. And it wasn't because of his girlfriend but her younger sister.

They paddled silently back to the house, speaking no words even as they put the canoe away. Kim took her lifejacket off and put her bikini top back on. This time, Oscar more resolutely avoided looking at her.

Before they got back up to the house, his wrist was grabbed.

"Hey, that was fun," Kim said, smiling at him. "But I do expect something in return when we next get the chance."

She winked and went through the front door. Oscar, dreading seeing Rachel, followed shortly after. Fortunately for him, his girlfriend was already asleep in bed. He crawled in next to her and tried to doze off, but thoughts of Kim, her body, and the amazing orgasm she had given him kept him awake long into the night.


4. Manipulative Reciprocation

When Oscar awoke the following morning, the past evening's events seemed like a dream. He draped an arm over the still sleeping Rachel. As he spooned her, he noticed something: he didn't have morning wood.

The usual erection that had greeted him every morning for the past week was gone. And with its absence arose Oscar's concern. Was it not a dream? If he had blown his load, it would make sense that he wasn't immediately hard. It was only when he thought of Kim, crouching between his legs on the canoe and sucking his cock, that he felt the inevitable stirring. Telling himself it was a dream was just an attempt to rid himself from the overwhelming sense of guilt. The memory felt too real to be imagined.

To distract himself, Oscar got out of bed and showered. He then went downstairs to have breakfast, finding Kim sat at the counter drinking coffee. It was as if she were waiting for him. A tight crop top and small shorts hid more of her skin than the day before, but they failed to prevent Oscar from imagining what lay beneath.

"Morning sleepyhead," she greeted. "How's Rach?"

"Still sleeping," Oscar replied.

"And what about you?"

Oscar hesitated, not wanting to fall for a potential trap. "Fine."

"Good. Not too drained?" Kim smirked, enjoying her teasing.

"Look, Kim," Oscar said, keeping his voice down while also deciding to face her head on. "What happened last night, we can't do that again. I love Rach. Please don't upset her."

"Me? Upset her?" Kim laughed. "You always could have said no. But you seemed to enjoy yourself."

"Kim—”

"No. Look. Fine. That won't happen again. I'll never kneel down in a canoe and give you a blowjob. Okay?"

"Good. But it's not just—"

"Good!" Kim interrupted before standing up and grabbing a handbag. "I'm going out to see a friend so I'll see you later."

Before Oscar could say anything more than a goodbye, Kim left. Despite her assurance that the situation was under control, Oscar couldn't help but be unsure. Rachel came down shortly after, feeling better, and he focused all his attention on her. Perhaps, he decided, he could gain some good karma back by treating her well.

*****

Oscar and Rachel spent most of the day hiking. They took a trail that led away from the lake and up into the surrounding hills.

"This isn't really Kim's favourite sort of thing," Rachel said, having voiced some guilt about leaving her sister out of their activity.

"I wanted some time alone with you anyway," Oscar replied. "It looks like we won't be getting much of that for the rest of our break here."

"Oh come on, don't be grumpy. I'm a bit annoyed too, but it could be fun having Kim around. Don't you think?"

"I guess . . ." Oscar hated being reminded of the 'fun' he had had with her on the canoe and tried to change the topic of conversation. "What should we have for dinner?"

*****

Kim was back in the house when they returned, much to Oscar's despair. He had hoped he might have longer without her being around. She was a reminder of his guilt.

The three of them played games, before Rachel brought up their dinner plans.

"Shit. I need to go to the shops. We're low on a few things," she said as she checked the food cupboards.

Immediately, Oscar jumped at the opportunity to come with her: "I'll join you."

"I'll be fine, hun. It's only a few things. I won't be long."

Oscar wasn't able to convince Rachel to let him accompany her. Instead, she left to drive to the shops. When Oscar turned around, he saw Kim sat on a couch, looking at his curiously. She finally spoke up.

"Were you trying to get rid of me?" she asked.

"No," Oscar lied, not looking at her body stretched over the cushions and her long legs draped over the armrest.

"I don't believe you, but okay."

Kim stood up and went upstairs. Oscar didn't think much of it until she returned. Something metal clinked in her hands. He looked around to see her holding a set of handcuffs.

"Er . . . what are those?" Oscar stuttered, bewildered by their sudden appearance.

"I thought we could have some fun while we've got some time alone," Kim replied, smiling cheekily.

"No. Kim, no. You're not handcuffing me." Oscar was adamant, determined not to submit to her seduction.

"Who says it's for you?" Kim said, pulling her shorts and top off to reveal her underwear.

Before Oscar could reply, she stood with her back to one of the wooden support columns in the large living room, put her hands behind back, and clicked the handcuffs shut around her wrists.

"Why the hell did you do that?" Oscar asked, both confused by her sudden action and transfixed by the alluring sight of her standing in her frilly black bra and panties, bound to the column.

"We're just having fun, right?" she said, a wicked grin on her face. "You wanted to tie me up so I let you. But then you stripped my clothes off and tried to fuck me. Or at least that's what I might have to tell Rachel if she comes home and I'm still like this."

Oscar, panicking and feeling his face turn red from anger, stood up and approached her. "Where's the key, Kim."

"In my pants," she smirked.

Oscar looked down at her panties. "What do you mean?" He walked around Kim and checked her bonds. The metal handcuffs were secure; no amount of force would pull them loose.

Kim just smiled and looked down. Despite her position in bondage, she was in full control of the situation. Oscar, feeling as if he had no choice, moved a hand to her crotch. He hated Kim for making him continue to cheat on Rachel, and he hated how her smile remained as his hand touched her panties. He could feel the warmth of her pussy beneath the soft material. Then something hard poked out. Ignoring the smug look on her face, Oscar pulled her panties down to reveal her smooth pussy. Freshly shaved, it looked amazingly inviting. Knowing how good her mouth had felt, Oscar couldn't imagine how it would feel to fuck her. But he tried to push that thought to the back of his mind. Instead, he saw a glint of metal poking out. It had been lodged between her pink folds. Oscar hesitated, then reached in to pull a key out. He heard her whimper gently as his fingers brushed over her, but he didn’t stay longer than he needed to.

"You seriously put a key in your vagina?" he said, glad to be able to release her and deny the attempted teasing.

"Why not?" Kim grinned.

She waited patiently for him to try the key. Oscar fiddled with the handcuffs, attempting to make the key fit in what should be its intended hole.

"If it doesn't fit, don't force it," Kim suggested slyly.

"Where's the real key, Kim?" Oscar was becoming more impatient and annoyed at her deception, and every moment that passed brought more chance of Rachel returning home.

"I'll tell you," Kim said. "But first, as I said last night, you need to return the favour."

"What do you mean?"

"I gave you a blowjob. And you won't believe how horny that made me. Seriously. I fingered myself this morning and came twice. But it’s nowhere near as satisfying as some good fellatio. So now it's your turn to give me oral."

Oscar shook his head in disbelief at her suggestion. Instead of playing along, he decided to be brash. He reached around Kim's back and unhooked her bra. With her arms bound behind her, he couldn't remove it fully. But he pulled it down, checking inside the cups. Her tits, meanwhile, remained perky and didn't drop an inch.

"Do you really think I'd put it in there?" Kim laughed. "You just wanted to see my tits again, didn't you. You're making things harder for yourself. I can tell you where the key is. Just as soon as you eat me out. Unless you want Rach to find me. And now she’ll find me completely topless too!"

But Oscar didn't relent. He left Kim bound to the column and ran upstairs. Despite her shouts to come back he barged through a door and into her bedroom. Drawers were thrown open and clothes tossed to the floor in his desperate attempt to find the key. Once he had checked every obvious hiding place he moved to the bathroom and rummaged through her toiletries. With no luck, he noticed a text message he had received from Rachel.

"I'll be back in 20 mins x"

Defeated, Oscar return to Kim.

"You're wasting your time," she said, looking at him disapprovingly. "Please, Oscar. I want to feel your tongue between my legs."

The change from demanding to begging helped convince Oscar to get on his knees. For some reason he didn't want to disappoint her. The plea sounded genuine, and he inched towards her crotch. Part of him knew what he was doing was wrong. But he couldn’t have Rachel coming back to see her sister like this. So, Oscar let his actions be controlled by the part of him that wanted nothing more than to pleasure Kim.

She spread her legs wide. Her pussy, shaven and smooth, was waiting for him. Oscar could see a slight amount of moisture already present. Casting Rachel momentarily from his mind, he put his hands of Kim's hips and began to lick her pussy.

Kim gasped from the sudden sensation. Oscar worked his mouth against her, his tongue penetrating inside. He held his jaw open as he ate her out. Kim's body strained in her position standing up, signalling how much pleasure she was experiencing. Her thighs clenched. They squeezed, holding Oscar in position between them and keep him close. She couldn't let him withdraw now. All day her plan had been brewing in her head and now it was being made a reality. The scenario that had made her so horny was actually happening.

Oscar shifted up an inch. His tongue found Kim's clit, causing an ecstatic response from the recipient of his work. Kim moaned. The sound echoed around the house and reminded Oscar, who had been concentrating on the undulations of his tongue, of what was on the line. Rachel could be back any moment. Her needed to make his girlfriend's sister cum. And fast.

He sped up. His tongue flurried harder. He felt a shudder in Kim's thighs. She had become silent apart from her deep breaths and groans whenever Oscar targeted her clit. He looked up briefly to see her eyes closed and her heads resting against the column. She was completely enveloped by the pleasure between her legs, just as Oscar had been on the canoe.

His hands gripped her waist. He continued pleasuring her and tried to ignore the erection that had grown inside his pants. He reached up with one arm and grabbed Kim's tits, fondling them in his fingers. She gasped at the new sensation. No words were needed to tell him she was close. Oscar, determined, focused all his attention on her clit. He licked and sucked, eating her out without respite until he felt her body shaking.

Kim's knees nearly gave way as she climaxed. Oscar kept licking, tasting her juices as her screams of pleasure rung through the house. Her hands clenched, pulling at their bonds. Her hips thrust out. Then she almost keeled over. Her back bent and her hair draped over Oscar's head. When all he could hear was her heavy panting, he stopped.

Standing up and wiping her juices from his face, Oscar didn't give Kim any time to recover. He looked at her perfect body, dripping with sweat and the moisture of her arousal. His hard cock was begging him to fuck her. It would have been easy; she was already so wet. But he looked at the time. "Where is it?" he asked, knowing Rachel could be back any second.

"What?" Kim replied in between deep breaths, sounding completely exhausted. "Oh. The key? Um. Gimme a moment. It's . . . erm. Oh yeah. In my handbag. On the keyring."

Oscar almost sprinted to her handbag, which she had left by the front door. He couldn't believe it would be in such an obvious place with all her other keys. As he found it, he lamented. He hesitated a moment before unlocking Kim, thinking about how much he wanted to fuck her. She would be helpless to stop him, but he had no time. And if that’s what she wanted him to do then he didn’t want to give her another victory. So, he approached her and tried the key. Her handcuffs clicked and fell open. Oscar breathed a sigh of relief. So did Kim.

"Phew!" she said. "I thought that might be the key to something else. I do like to keep things locked up. Anyway, I wouldn't have known where else they might be. But looks like we’re in the clear."

Oscar shook his head, ignoring her. "Get dressed. Now. Rachel could be back any moment."

"Okay okay." Kim fixed her bra. Oscar couldn't help but feel a twinge of disappointment as her tits were hidden from him. "We're even now," Kim said, noticing him staring. "So don't think you'll be lucky enough to get more action from me."

"That's fine by me," Oscar said, lying to himself and upset that Kim had shut down any possibility for more fun with her. Still, it was for the best. He needed to forget about her. "I'm going to read upstairs."

"Have fun," Kim winked. "I'm gonna swim. Although I already feel soaked."

*****

Rachel arrived home with a bag of groceries only a couple of minutes after Kim had been unlocked. Oscar came downstairs to greet his girlfriend.

"You can help me unpack," Rachel said, putting the bag on the kitchen counter. "Did you and Kim get up to much?"

Oscar, still aware of the taste of Kim's pussy in his mouth, shook his head. "Nope. She just went to lake and I've been reading.

"Okay, well. I thought I'd give you some good news." Rachel paused, smiling knowingly at her boyfriend. "I'm ready for you."

Oscar knew what she meant. His cock instantly stirred in his pants.


5. The Climax to Their Long Wait

"Fuck me," Rachel whispered into Oscar's ear as she jumped on the bed the next morning.

Having just woken up, Oscar was slow to react. He could feel his girlfriend's body on top of his. "What?"

"Fuck me. I can't wait any longer."

"Really?" Oscar tried to sit up but Rachel was preventing him. His cock, however, was already upright. The pressure of his girlfriend on top of him was fuelling the erection, but he knew his morning wood had first arisen as a result of a particular dream he had been woken from. A lustful fantasy about Kim.

"Kim's gone out," Rachel said, poking his chest through the bedsheets. "I'm ready. I know you are." She felt his manhood pressing against her crotch and grinded.

Oscar winced. His dream of Kim was still in his mind. It had evidently been triggered by the events of the previous day. She was handcuffed and sat on a sofa, begging to be released. But Oscar didn't have the key. He looked at her naked body. Her pussy was dripping. She turned around and kneeled, spreading her legs for him. Oscar, already naked, approached. His hard cock strained. He stepped behind her and pushed inside her welcoming pussy. He fucked her. His thighs slapped against her backside. His cock penetrated deep inside. They both moaned out loud, not having to hide their passion.

"Fuck me," Rachel repeated, pulling Oscar from his reverie. She stripped her top off and he grabbed her small tits. He played with them, disappointed that they didn't fill his hands quite like Kim's but still enjoying the feel. Rachel's nipples hardened between his fingers. "I want you inside me," she whispered in his ear before hopping off him and pulling the bedsheets away.

Rachel lay beside Oscar, a condom already in her hand. She stroked his erection through his pyjama shorts.

"Is this for me?" she asked, leaning over to kiss his neck.

Oscar nodded, knowing that was only part of the truth. He pulled his shorts down to reveal his throbbing cock and let Rachel put the condom on. He gasped at the pleasure of her delicate hands rolling the latex down his shaft. When she was done, Rachel pulled her panties down and Oscar pushed on top of her. He was already aching to feel her tightness. He didn't need any more foreplay. Rachel opened her legs him and grabbed his buttcheeks, pulling him into her.

"Fuck," she moaned as he entered. "You're so hard."

Oscar just grunted as he began to fuck her. Little high-pitched squeaks of pleasure echoed from her throat as he thrust into her.

"Fuck me harder," Rachel squealed as he hit against her sensitive spot. "I'm so desperate to cum."

Oscar didn't hear her. He leaned over and rested his head on her shoulder. While Rachel bit her lip, Oscar thought of her sister. He imagined holding her body close to him. Her thick ass and large tits would feel amazing in his fingers. The pussy which he had pleasured to climax with his tongue would be so tight around his cock. Even her orgasmic moans replayed in his mind as he sped up, slamming deeper inside Rachel. He grabbed the headboard for balance. It shook and creaked as the entire bed rocked with their intense passion.

"I'm so close already baby," she exhaled. "Cum for me. Give me everything you’ve got."

"I fucking love you," Oscar released in a fury of passion. He didn't know if his outburst was intended for the real Rachel beneath him or the imagined Kim in his mind. He looked into his girlfriend's hazel eyes and tried to expel thoughts of her sister. She gazed back, her mouth open in an 'O' as the heat of orgasm washed over her.

As Rachel's pussy clenched tighter, Oscar's cock shot its load into the tip of the condom. Its pulses served to extend Rachel’s climax. The two lovers clung tightly to one another as their orgasms collided in a simultaneous burst of heat. Their bodies melded together for a moment, cemented by sweat and sexual fluid. Then they released. Their muscles relaxed. Rachel lied limp on the bed and Oscar pulled slowly out before collapsing beside her. The pocket of cum dangled loosely from the condom sagging on his softening cock.

"I love you too baby," Rachel finally said, feeling completely satisfied. Little did she know that that same satisfaction was combining in Oscar's mind with a pang of guilt. "I thought you'd have a bigger load after all this time." Rachel looked at amount of ejaculate gathered in the condom.

Oscar laughed it off. "There is a limit," he said, trying to ignore the rush of anxiety washing over him.

He had cheated on Rachel. He couldn't deny that. But things with Kim were over now. He just had to move forward, leave thoughts of her behind and bury his secret deep inside. That would be the only way to protect his girlfriend from the pain of betrayal.

For the rest of the day, he thought it would be possible. He and Rachel had fu relaxing by the lake. But then his heart dropped as Rachel announced her decision to spend the following day away.


6. Kim and Him

"I've not seen Laura for ages," Kim explained as she looked at the text message from her friend. "She's got an awesome place in the country."

"Why can't I come with you?" Oscar grumbled slightly. The invitation hadn't been extended to him and he fear the possibility of spending a day alone with Kim.

"You've spent weeks with me, hun. Besides, I just want to catch up with an old friend. It wouldn’t be so . . . fun with you there."

"Rude," Oscar retorted, only partially joking.

"You understand what I mean, don't you?" Rachel looked up at him from her recumbent position on the lounger. "We've got all this goss to share, inside jokes. That sort of thing. You wouldn't enjoy it anyway. You'd just sit there awkwardly."

Oscar knew he couldn't fight her any more on the issue. Not without potentially annoying her. "Fine."

"Great, thanks hun. At least Kim can keep you company tomorrow. I don't want you being lonely."

Rachel shared her plan with her sister at breakfast. Kim hardly seemed phased. She showed no sign of a mischievous smile or any other indicator of naughty intentions. "That sounds cool," she simply said. "What are you two gonna get up to?"

Rachel explain what she had discussed with her friend, then turned the conversation to Oscar. "Look after my boyfriend, won't you Kim? I don't want him to be bored and lonely."

"I'm sure we can think of something to do," Kim said, giving him an innocent smile.

*****

Kim's words echoed through Oscar's mind as he watched Rachel leave later that morning. The sound of her car pulling away up the driveway slowly faded into silence. The house was still. Nothing stirred. Only because of the quietness did Oscar notice Kim's absence. He knew she must be up to something.

"Kim?" he shouted, finding himself slightly freaked out by the silence. "Are you around?"

Oscar was expecting her to try something. After all, it was an opportune moment for her. She had a whole day to tease him and seduce him and try to fuck him. Oscar imagined her creeping up on him, tapping him on the shoulder, pushing him onto the floor and straddling him. Thoughts of her riding him had his cock grow hard. What Oscar thought were worries had, he realised, become fantasies.

He searched the house. She was nowhere to be seen. Even her bedroom laid vacant. He needed to know where she was. Then at least he could monitor her and know she wasn't up to something.

The only other place to check was by the lake. To Oscar's surprise, Kim hadn't been hiding at all. She was in her usual position, lying on a lounger wearing the same red two-piece.

"What are you doing out here?" he asked, unsure whether he might be walking into a trap.

"Um, what does it look like?" Kim replied without opening her eyes. She looked perfectly serene basking in the sun. Her skin glowed and looked amazingly bronze and flawless.

"Rachel's just left."

"Okay. And?" Kim didn't let on to any scheme she might have in mind.

"I don't know." Oscar was stumped. He had expected something from her. He wasn't sure what, but he thought she'd jump on the opportunity to mess with him again. Now that she wasn't, he felt a surge of disappointment. "I just thought . . . Rachel told you to look after me."

"Are you a fucking child?" Kim's reply threw Oscar off guard. "You can look after yourself."

"Oh, right." Oscar turned to return back to the house, feeling dejected.

"Did you want another canoe trip? Is that it?" Kim called, stopping Oscar in his tracks.

"I suppose we could . . ." he said, visibly brightening up and turning to see her looking at him from behind her sunglasses.

"I know a cool place to go," she said, getting up. "Let's make a lunch to bring with us."

*****

Oscar gladly went along with her plan. Despite Kim's blasé attitude, he was still expecting her to try something. For now, he could still act innocent, trying to convince himself more than anyone else that he didn't want to cheat on his girlfriend with her sister.

Once they had made lunch, they got their lifejackets on and took the canoe onto the water. The sun glinted off the surface. The lake was transparent and revealed its depths to the canoers, but Oscar eyes were firmly on Kim. He was expecting, or more likely hoping, that she might pull the same stunt as the last time they were in this position. He wanted to see her breasts again. He wanted to feel her mouth around his hard cock again.

Kim led the way across the lake and into a small stream. The banks were lined with trees and tall reeds which hid the canoe from view of any distant roads and houses. Oscar's dick throbbed as he grew restless, expecting Kim to turn around at any minute and make a move. Now, in such a secluded spot, it was the perfect moment to do so. And, as Oscar's arousal was beginning to get frustrating, she put her paddle down and turned around.

"Isn't it lovely here," she said, looking around at the greenery and letting her hands skim the surface of the cool water. "This has always been my favourite place to come."

"I'd like to . . . cum here," Oscar blurted out. He had been eyeing Kim's chest, but noticed that her bikini top was still on under the lifejacket.

"Are you serious?" Kim sounded disgusted, noticing then his erection under his swim shorts. "This is a canoe trip. Don't expect anything else."

"Why?" Oscar asked.

"I said we were even. Are you seriously trying to cheat on Rachel more? I thought you were glad that our little . . . adventure is over with."

"I am, I just," Oscar was lost for words. "I just, thought you'd try something again."

"I'm not just gonna suck your dick, Oscar. It was only fun before when I could sense your guilt. That's not the case now you're practically begging for it."

Oscar sat in silence. He didn't know what to do. His erection subsided as his fantasy was repelled by Kim's firm words.

"Come on," she said. "I know somewhere to rest and eat. Let's forget about all this and move on."

*****

They paddled along the small brook in silence. Oscar knew there was nothing more that he could say or do. He had no control. It was, he thought for the best. He had to get over Kim. It wasn't so easy, however, when she was sat in front of him. And, as they pulled onto a small beach, waded ashore and dragged the canoe onto the sand, Kim proved even more unforgettable when she took her lifejacket off and casually flaunted her bikini-clad body in all its glory.

"We can eat here," she said, bringing her picnic bag onto the beach. "No one ever comes up here. It's easy to let the day pass by just lying in the sun."

They ate quietly, listening to the sounds of birds and the ripple of the water. Reeds on either side of the bank blocked their view so the only sight outside of their little sandbank was the light blue sky above.

"This was always the best place to bring boys," Kim said suddenly after a long stint of silence. "No one around. A relaxing setting. I never had to be quiet. The reeds block out a lot of our moaning."

"Kim, I thought," Oscar started, surprised by her sudden declaration. He didn't know how to finish his sentence."

"You thought what?" Kim said, spreading a towel on the beach and lying down on it to take in more rays. "Doesn't mean I want to fuck you."

She closed her eyes. Oscar just stared at her. The swell of her breasts were even more alluring clad in her skimpy bikini and her long legs looked smooth and glossy in the sun. He couldn't believe she'd say something like that but not want to do anything.

"We'd always get so covered in sand," she murmured. "But then its easy to clean off in the water."

"Kim, stop." Oscar felt his erection return. He tried to pace around to prevent it.

"What? I'm just reminiscing."

"You know what you're doing. You're teasing me."

Kim smirked and looked up at him. "So what?

"It's . . . frustrating."

"How would you want to relieve your frustration?"

Oscar gazed down at her. Their eyes met. Her cheeky smile and amazing body were too difficult to resist, let alone lie to. "I want to fuck you."

"If you want to," Kim said, slowly spreading her legs open. "I suppose there's not much I could do to stop you."

*****

Oscar nearly jumped on Kim. She laughed as he eagerly bounded over and nearly fell on top of her. His knees rested on either side of her thighs and his hands ran through her silky hair as their lips met. They kissed, hard and passionately. Their tongues flitted around one another. They exchanged saliva and breathed as one. They both felt the warmth of arousal as Oscar grinded his erection against the crotch of Kim's bikini bottom.

"Fuck me," she whispered in his ear. Then, as if remembering where she was and how secluded it was, she repeated herself, this time yelling. "Fuck me!"

Oscar pulled her bikini bottoms down, revealing what he had dreamed of fucking. He did the same with his shorts, letting his hard cock spring out. His fingers caressed Kim's pussy, feeling its wetness, but she grabbed his butt and pulled him towards her. She moaned as his engorged cock head pushed inside her. His throbbing hardness filled her tight pussy. She groaned. His length pushed deeper.

"Fuck me," Kim said again, wanting nothing more but to feel him sliding in and out.

Oscar obliged her. Her tightness felt incredible. He could feel her muscles clench around every inch of his shaft as he fucked her.

He hands moved up and down her body. One held behind her neck as the other grabbed her ass. He steadied himself to give the best position for fucking he. He entered so smoothly with each thrust. Her juices lubed him so well. Kim could hardly help herself from yelling in pleasure. Her body was limp, overwhelmed by the experience.

"I'm already so close," Oscar managed to say, enraptured by ecstasy. His fantasy had come true. Unsurprisingly he felt himself near to bursting already.

"Wait!" Kim pushed him off her, not wanting him to cum yet. Oscar pulled out. His cock throbbed, bouncing in the cool air.

"I'm so close," he said. "I can't last in you."

"Cum on me then," Kim replied.

She took his cock in her hands and stroked. She felt every hot inch bulge and pulse as she played with him. On his knees, Oscar could do nothing but let her hands take him over the edge.

Cum sprayed from his pulsing cock. White ropes flew across Kim's stomach. They shot onto the mounds of her breasts and stained her pink of her bikini top. Cum kept oozing out. It pooled in her belly button and dripped down the sides of her stomach. Kim kept stroking until the last drops had been squeezed out.

When she let go, Oscar collapsed beside her. He felt completely exhausted. He struggled to catch his breath. Even in the clarity of his afterglow, he could feel nothing but bliss at what he had experienced with Kim. He wanted nothing more than to stay on their little beach and pass the time together.

*****

Ten minutes passed and they both remained silent. Oscar dozed in the sun, drained of all energy. He heard Kim get up and splash in the brook, cleaning off his semen. She returned and let herself dry for a moment, then kneeled and straddled Oscar.

"I'm not happy with you," she said, gently stroking his soft cock. It was sensitive and he flinched at her touch.

"Why?" Oscar replied groggily.

"You didn't give me a chance to cum." Kim sounded severe, and her tone had Oscar awake and alert.

"I could have kept fucking you."

"You would have burst after ten seconds." Kim stripped off her bikini top. Her tits glistened in the sun. Seeing her sitting on top of him naked had Oscar's cock growing. "So I need you to make things up to me."

"Kim I don't know if I can."

"All you need to do is stay hard." Kim looked down at his erection. "Which doesn't seem too difficult for you."

She lowered herself onto his hard cock, letting it penetrate her. Unbeknownst to Oscar, her pussy had been dripping wet since his orgasm, and she needed him to sort her out.

"Fuck," Oscar exhaled, feeling the tightness give a new sensation around his now extremely sensitive cock.

Just as he had fantasied, Kim rode him hard and fast. The experience proved to be even more pleasurable and erotic than any imagination of his. Kim didn't hold back. Her thighs slapped against his and she bounced up and down on the length of his cock. Every push in rubbed against her clit, driving her arousal wild. Her hands grabbed Oscar's shoulder, holding him down. She controlled every movement, every pulse of pleasure.

Oscar's cock only grew harder and harder, loving every moment that Kim was in control. He watched the reactions on her face as the sensations pushed her towards orgasm.

"Fuck I'm so close," he had to say, warning her of his own impending orgasm as his eyes were hypnotised by the bouncing undulations of her tits. He couldn't believe how quickly his libido had recovered. Being able to perform twice in such a short amount of time was a new experience for him. He couldn’t imagine anyone other than Kim affecting him this way.

Rather than telling him to hold back, as Oscar expected, Kim instead said, "Cum in me."

The command was all he needed to relax and release. His felt his cock pulsing as his cum rushed out once more. As it did, his contractions gave new pleasure to Kim. Her pussy gladly received each motion. The feeling of his cum shooting inside her pushed Kim over the edge. Her orgasm had her bucking her hips fast. She moaned in ecstasy. Her hands pushed hard into Oscar. Her body trembled. As the sensations peaked, she struggled to keep up the energy to keep moving. Oscar thrust his cock into her, continuing the moment of pleasure as long as he could.

Kim dropped onto him. Oscar’s cock softened inside her and their chests pressed together. Her tits squished into his flesh. They both recovered slowly, fulfilled by their explosions of pleasure but sad that it was all over.

*****

"What happens next?" Oscar asked tentatively, knowing they needed to head back to the house soon. Back to Rachel.

"I'm leaving tomorrow," Kim answered, surprising him. "I didn't plan to stay long. And you and Rach deserve some time alone."

"Oh," Oscar thought. "I'll be sad to see you go."

"Forget about all this," Kim said. "Think of it as all a dream."

Oscar didn't know what else to say. He let Kim gather their things together and longingly watched her put her bikini back on. They paddled silently back down the brook and onto the lake. As they crossed the water, Kim looked over her shoulder to say something.

"You know, it's best we don't do anything else together," she said. "But . . . you came twice today and I only came once. So next time I see you we might have to make that even."

"Kim, seriously?"

She didn't reply. She only led them back to the beach and put away the canoe, without answering any more questions from him. Oscar was torn. Kim’s suggestion had him thrilled. He wanted more of her. More of her body, more of her mouth, more of her tight pussy. But he couldn't keep cheating on Rachel.

He didn't get much time to badger Kim before Rachel arrived home. The rest of the day passed by quickly. In the evening, Oscar lay in bed with his girlfriend.

"Do you wanna fuck?" she asked, running a hand up his thigh.

Oscar looked at her cute face, wanting so badly to never upset her. He couldn't tell her about Kim. But the events of the day and his pain of guilt had his cock remain soft.

"Sorry, Rach," he said. "I'm just so exhausted today. We were out on the water for so long."

"That's okay," Rachel smiled and kissed him on the cheek. "We'll have plenty of time once Kim leaves."

The following morning, Kim left unceremoniously. Oscar thought he would miss her, but the following days at the lake house spent only with Rachel reminded him of how much he loved his girlfriend. For the most part, he was able to forget about his girlfriend's younger sister and all the things he had done with her. It was only every so often when Rachel mentioned Kim that Oscar was reminded of her promise to make things even.


Fighting Boredom in Lockdown


1. Keeping Busy in Lockdown

Why did it have to be now? A nationwide lockdown just had to ruin my final year at college, didn't it. Twenty-one years old and I've been cooped-up in my grotty shared apartment for, how long now, two months? Why couldn't this have happened another time. If I was old and grey, maybe it wouldn't have mattered then. I'd happily stay at home. But now this ridiculous pandemic has come and completely shattered my dreams for the last months in the city. I wanted to drink, go out, party. And fuck. But no, my precious youth was wasting away with me sitting inside watching Netflix all day.

To make matters worse, most of my flatmates scurried off back to their parents' as soon as news of the lockdown hit. Lucky them. If I was welcome back I would have immediately hopped on a train and fled this dire pit of boredom. But nope. I'm stuck here. Just me, Logan, and Todd. We got on alright for the most part. But only in the way flatmates had to if they wanted to keep hostilities at bay. Plus, they were sort of on the lower tier of our friendship circle.

They could actually be really fun to be around when the whole crew was here. Annie, Grace, and Fred really brought out the best in them. In everyone. But without them it just wasn't as fun. Sometimes it felt as if I was stuck in the flat alone. I'd be lucky to see the other two at all some days. Logan spent most of his time in his room 'working', but from the sounds of it videogames and porn were the most vital research methods for his final thesis. And then there was Todd, who was always mopey when I caught him alone. His girlfriend had also moved home and their long-distance relationship didn't seem to be going too well for him. I did feel sorry for their situation, but it became a bit tiring after the hundredth time that he complained about missing her. Anyway, they still manage to videocall every evening so I don't really see why it’s such a big problem.

It therefore fell to me to entertain myself. Somehow the lockdown had actually helped with my college work. With all the free time from all the cancelled seminars and lectures I was actually able to keep on top of everything, and with the end of semester coming up I realised I wasn’t left with much to do. Most of my psychology papers had been submitted and with a nearly empty calendar I had originally planned to get a job over the summer, but that didn't seem possible now. So the most productive thing I did was exhaust the Netflix library and try to beat my record for how many orgasms I could achieve in a day.

So far it was five. That was today's main achievement. I did try for the sixth but lost all motivation as even the teensiest ounce of arousal was hard to find. It didn't help that my pussy started getting sore too, and even my trusty vibrator wasn't enough to make it pleasurable. Nevertheless, it had done a great job up to the point, and the small wand massager had proven to be my best purchase in lockdown. If the number of orgasms it brought me is any indicator, it was extremely good value for money.

But no matter how many times I reached climax, it didn't do anything to satisfy my desire for the real thing. A big hard cock. Even though I was able to get rid of my arousal by cumming five times in a day, it did nothing to stop me missing the feel of a throbbing dick filling my tight pussy.

That's what upset me most about lockdown. All I wanted was to go to a club, dance with a stranger, and bring him home. My friends might joke that I'm a slut, but what can I say? It's fun. I missed it all: the ritual of dressing-up in a tight strappy dress, applying a layer of dazzling makeup, and spraying my most enchanting perfume. That entire process, and the anticipation of where it might lead, just couldn't be replicated in lockdown.

I loved knowing the effect I had on guys when I put on my best, and slightly drunk, moves on the dancefloor. Seeing their eyes on me. My bare legs. The deep cut of a dress that shows off my titillating cleavage. I loved being able to look around and choose my prey for the night. All it took was a bit of eye contact and a smile and they'd be all over me, dancing and offering drinks. 

If there was one thing I missed most about it all, it was the feel of their entire body tense up as I grinded on them. And, of course, the bulge in their pants as I rubbed my tight ass over their crotch. Knowing what I was capable of achieving was such a thrill. Sometimes I thought I could make them cream themselves just by pressing harder and continuing to dance against them. I would sometimes face them and press into them, kissing and grinding and feeling their hips buck as they pulled me in tighter. And holy fuck. I remember one time I did actually make a guy cum. It was incredible. He pretty much froze in the middle of the dancefloor as I worked my wet pussy into a frenzy. I was about to invite him to come back with me but he sort of quivered and ran away to the toilet. Then I didn't see him again. Luckily there was someone else to fill his spot on my bed that night.

Great. Now I've turned myself on again. Maybe I can try again to get to number six. I already had porn on an open tab on my phone so it shouldn't take much effort. I turned the vibrator on and got to work. One thing I appreciated about it was how silently it performed its magic. Lying under my duvet, I knew my flatmates wouldn't be able to hear. As I watched a poor woman get railed by two eight-inch dicks, one from behind and the other down her throat, I felt the orgasm approaching. About time. I needed to cook dinner.

But shit. The vibrator reduced to a dull drone. I turned it off but then it wouldn’t turn on again no matter what I tried. Great. I’ve run down the batteries. No surprise, I guess. I'll just have to work with what I've got. I fingered myself, feeling how wet I'd become as I targeted my clit. It felt good. But not brilliant. I was still quite sore from my record-breaking activities. And my poor unvibrating fingers seemed utterly incomparable to the thrill of my massager. I tried for five minutes. Even seeing the two dicks squirted their thick juices over the pornstar's plastic face turned me. God I wish that was me. But it still wasn’t enough. I couldn't tease out the orgasm from behind the dull throb of my oversensitive pussy.

Well shit. I lied in bed, annoyed at myself. I was now horny again but unable to achieve orgasm. The only thing I could do was try to distract myself from my utterly frustrated state. I put the vibrator on charge and went to kitchen to see what I might have to eat.

*****

As usual, Logan and Todd were nowhere to be seen. I thought they might show up to say hello at some point. But no. I just ate the cold leftover pizza I had found in the fridge by myself. Maybe this is how my life would be from now on. Alone. I wasn't going to meet anyone any time soon, the government had made sure of that. And how long will it take until we're out of lockdown again? I'll probably be old and grey and my tits will be sagging. I do like to joke to myself. Not that there's anyone else to joke with. But it still pains me. Even the great pool of potential fuckbuddies on Tinder was defunct. There's no chance of meeting a guy on there now. Not in person. Not even for a coffee date, and certainly not for a one night stand.

I gobbled down a chunk of melted cheese and looked at my new matches. Anyone new today? Nope. Maybe everyone else had given up on the app. It was a source of frustration more than anything now. If I couldn’t meet anyone in person it was just a teasing form of torture to use it now. All these hot guys. I'd fuck him. And him. Hmm. Maybe him. If he lost the goatee. Aww cute dog.

I wonder what these guys thought of me? What made them swipe right? Or, hell, what ever made them swipe left? Did I come across as too easy? The photo from last Halloween might suggest that. It was a cool outfit. A policewoman. But, of course, it was an obligatory slutty version. The tight dress hardly covered my ass, but it did make my tits look incredible. If I do say so myself. And my long blonde hair looked dazzling in the flash of the camera. Maybe I'm just so hot that some guys are intimidated. They swipe left because I'm out of their league. I'd love to believe that.

But seriously, who could say no to my pool pic? I was actually happy with my body last summer, so of course I was going to flaunt it in a skimpy bikini. Perhaps the ice lolly was a bit too much. The way I have my lips around it was, I admit, purposefully provocative. I wonder if the guys looking at the pic know how many inches I have in my mouth. I reckon it was three or four. But I'm sure I could fit more. Fuck me. Now I want to suck a dick.

That's something else I've missed. And it's impossible to replicate. There's nothing like the real thing. Feeling its warmth and the pulse of blood as I pleasure the lucky guy. It's fucking satisfying. And making him cum with just my mouth? I took pride in that ability. 

But there was nothing I could do about that. Or was there? I went to my bedroom again, needing the privacy as I browsed Ebay. Dildos, dildos, dildos. How could there be so many different types? And they weren't too expensive either. One in particular caught my mind. Eight inches, apparently. And completely realistic in appearance. It might not taste or feel like the real thing. But hey, it also includes balls. A suction cup too, which might prove handy. Fuck it. I immediately ordered it, paying a bit extra for speedy delivery. As my vibrator proved, money is never a waste if you use something so regularly to bring you pleasure. And this dildo looked like a lot of fun.

I switched my attention back to Tinder as I lay in bed. No harm in doing some swiping now. But first I wanted to check my profile. I thought it was decent, but I hadn't updated it for a while.

5'3" and looking for fun. 

Is that really my entire bio? Maybe some guys think I'm a bot. That would be funny. I deleted the short caption but decided to keep my height. Maybe some guys like a small girl. I'm fun sized, after all. I lay back, sinking into my duvet and desperately trying to think of something. Won't message first? Nah, that's too stuck-up. I don't want to come across like a bitch. Okay. Hmm. I typed out a line.

Bored in lockdown and feeling unsatisfied.

I left it at that. It was relevant, cheeky, and completely true. I updated the bio and swiped for a couple of minutes. Most of the guys were sent left due to my arbitrary judging, but there were a few a liked. I had to stop myself from getting into a swiping frenzy, so I put my phone down and started-up Netflix on my TV. When I looked back at my phone halfway through an episode of a true crime doc, I saw a new notification. I had a match.


2. Remote Fun

I had long since learned to get less anxious about new matches, but with the decrease in frequency throughout lockdown I couldn't help myself feel a rush of adrenaline. Maybe my new bio had worked. Now I needed to reel in the lucky fella.

I opened the app to see Bruce smiling at me in his photo. He was one of guys I had only just swiped right on, and I'm glad I did. With only three photos, all in roughly the same pose, I had nearly rejected him purely for his unimaginative profile. But the simple and classical handsomeness he was able to convey in those few photos had convinced me otherwise. Dark stubble and a square jaw, with black hair combed back in a quiff. He was certainly a looker. And I could tell he worked out just from the broadness of his shoulders. At least he wasn't one of those guys who loved their body enough to show themselves flexing in the gym.

I was still examining his photos when he sent a message. Only a few minutes after the match? That was keen.

"Hey, how's lockdown treating you?" he wrote. It was a simple greeting. Not much more imaginative than the standard 'how are you?' that bored me to hell. Usually I'd wait at least a few hours if not till the next day before replying, but I had nothing better to do.

"Extremely bored. Desperate to go out drinking and clubbing. You?" I waited, knowing he had just been on his phone.

He replied a minute later. "Same story here. I can't stand being stuck inside." A moment later a second message followed. "What are you unsatisfied about?"

I grinned. My bio was proving effective. For starting conversations at least. I didn't really know how to answer him. But what did I have to lose? "My vibrator isn't making up for the lack of dick in my life. Ygm?"

I squirmed, struggling to believe my response. Flirting in person was fine for me, but being so forward with a guy I could only see photos of? I always found it so awkward. Fortunately, he seemed to enjoy it.

"Oh really?" he replied. "I’d gladly make up for that absence in your life."

"I'm not sure about you but I'm so horny I would break lockdown for a fuck." There was truth to what I typed. If there was a chance of meeting this Bruce, I'm not sure I would be able to turn it down.

"I'm not sure that's such a good idea haha'

I couldn't help but feel disappointed. Boring Bruce had ruined my dreams of fucking a real cock. But there was nothing I could do about it, apart from make the most of my situation. "Add me on snapchat," I typed, giving him my username. 

I had never added something before meeting them in person. But fuck it. I was horny. And I knew I could easily make him horny, if he wasn’t already. May as well have fun.

Bruce didn't reply on Tinder but I got a request from him a moment later on Snapchat. Very keen indeed. Without waiting for him to chat first, I held my phone out above me and took a selfie. It showed my face, just to assure him I was real, and I may have tugged on my tank top a little just to make it look tighter over my tits. It was received and immediately opened. His reply was similar. He was just like his photos, but at this point I didn't care about what his face looked like. Or even how muscly he was.

"Show me your dick," I messaged him.

"Really?" he replied.

Surprised that he still needed some encouragement, I stripped off my top and laid down in my bra. But in this position my tits didn't look their best. I sat upright so they looked bigger, not falling so flat against my chest, and sent him the photo. All I said with it was "Please x"

That was all he needed. In return I was sent a dick pic, just as I wanted. And I have to say it was great. Most guys might have let themselves go ungroomed while in lockdown, but he was perfectly smooth and shaved which really highlighted how large and thick he was. Maybe seven inches from the look of it. And, of course, already hard. But he wanted something in return. "Your turn," he messaged.

I suppose it was fair. I took my bra off and let my breasts free. People have often called me busty, and it was true. Without the support my tits often felt heavy. It was a pain whenever I went to the gym as finding a proper sports bra was always such a chore. But it did have its benefits. I made sure they looked as good as possible, supporting them with an arm underneath, and sent Bruce a photo back.

"Your tits are amazing," he replied with another picture of his dick. This time his hand was holding it. Was he stroking?

"I'd love to see your dick in between them," I messaged back. By this point my hand had sneaked into my panties and I began to finger myself. I had recovered slightly down there, and talking to Bruce helped immensely to make my arousal drown out any soreness.

"I'd rather see it in your pussy." Bruce's message had me smile.

"You still could..." I tried one last time to see if he would budge, but he didn't let up.

"Once lockdown is over. The wait will be worth it."

Well isn't he a bold one. I doubted very much that I'd still be interested in him by then. But he continued to be very convincing. He next sent a video of him stroking his cock. No caption.

I stripped my jeans and underwear off and lay in bed completely naked. Then I joined him with the masturbatory videos and showing him my wet pussy.

"Are your fingers satisfying you?" he asked with more videos of stroking. I loved watching the way his foreskin moved over his hard shaft. What I'd do if I was there with him...

"Not as much as your dick would . . . or your tongue ;)"

"I wish I could."

"Oh I'd make you."

"I'd love to see you try."

As we continued to send messages back and forth along with videos and pictures, I finally felt my sixth orgasm of the day coming along. It felt so different to be able to share it with someone. Even a relative stranger. But I wanted to see something first.

"Cum for me. Video it for me." My request was accompanied by a photo of my tits, with me pinching one of my nipples.

I waited impatiently. Then, a minute later, a video came through. I was practically hanging on the edge of climax as I opened it and saw Bruce furiously stroking his cock. He continued for a moment before slowing down, gripping it tightly. It looked so amazingly thick. Then it pulsed and cum spurted out onto his stomach. His messy white load poured out as he kept stroking. It looked incredible. What I would give to feel that happen inside my pussy. The thought had me crash over the edge and shake with pleasure. My sixth orgasm of the day was by far the strongest. It was incredible. Somehow all the others before had helped to catapult the sensations of this one through the roof. I could hear my pussy squelching as I fingered it through to the end of my climax before lying on the bed completely shattered by the experience. I didn't care about the wet patch staining the sheets.

I lay still for a few minutes and had almost forgot about Bruce when he sent another message.

"I guess you're satisfied?"

"Very," I answered, showing the juices flowing from my pussy. "All done for tonight - we should do this again sometime xxx"

Bruce replied to wish me goodnight and I remained in bed, resuming the episode on Netflix. Despite what I had told him, I wasn't certain about doing that again with him. It just made me miss the feel of a real person, not just a real dick. Maybe if I was really horny again it might be fun. But I didn't want to rely on him. I needed to try and stop thinking about sex so much.


3. Satisfying a Hunger

I was still fairly satisfied the next morning. In fact, I was determined to spend a day not thinking about sex. Well, okay, that was impossible. I couldn't just stop thinking about sex. But I could at least stop thinking about how desperate I was to be fucked. To feel some guy ram his hard cock inside me and make me cum over and over and then shoot his milky load inside me and—

Fuck. Okay. I needed to stop. The least I could do was not masturbate. That might be a fun little challenge. Just don't touch my pussy for a day. Then, as a reward, I could spend the next day fingering myself as much as I wanted. I could even try to reach lucky number seven on the orgasm count. Maybe it'll be easier this time. Especially if I am able to abstain for an entire day.

I thought it was going well, and it was for a time. I spent most of the morning concentrating on work and managed to submit my final piece of coursework. Now all I had was one exam to revise for, but I didn't even know yet if that was still happening or if the college might cancel it. That would be a concern for another time, however. I planned to just laze around the rest of day. Like most day, sure, but at least I could do it with a clear conscience, knowing there wasn't work I needed to do.

My success, however, was put the test when I went to the kitchen to have lunch and passed Logan's room. Something made me stop outside his door. I pressed my ear against it. I could hear woman screaming and man groaning in an amazingly theatrical fashion. The tone of their voices was familiar to me. It was porn. I was used to hearing that from Logan’s room but this time was different. He was always quiet when he watched porn. Maybe he didn't always masturbate to it? But now, as I focused on the muffled sounds, I could hear him. It was unmistakable. There a moaning. It was definitely his and not coming out of his computer speakers. The other main giveaway was the squeak of his chair. It was like a metronome, so constant and regular. I really hoped my bed wasn't that loud. 

I couldn't help but stand there and listen. Maybe this was an invasion of privacy, but Logan knew it was a shared house. He should have learnt by now to be more subtle about these things.

I heard the squeaking getting faster and louder. It was as if his chair was going to break. He must really be going at it to cause such a loud noise like that. And he seemed to be synchronised with the porn which was undergoing its own crescendo. The man was groaning louder. The woman had become more high-pitched. I was sure I could hear her scream "Cum for me baby!"

Then there was silence. Was that it? I heard the floorboards in Logan's room creak. Shit. I tried to hurry down the corridor as the door opened. My face burned red, both excited and embarrassed at the thought of getting caught listening to him shoot his sticky load.

"Bec?" His voice was croaky, as if having just woken up. But I knew that wasn't quite the case.

I turned around to see Logan standing outside his door, still in his pyjamas. I was sure there was a slight bulge visible. "Oh hey. You alright?"

He nodded. "Yeah. You?"

"Yeah." I didn't know what to say, but something about seeing him so dishevelled from his recent draining turned me on. Or perhaps it was the smell. Sweat. And, yes, cum. It was the smell of sex. 

"Cool, I'm just gonna shower." 

He walked off to the shower and I watched, noticing something in his hand. He had tried to hide it from my view. But I saw it. A bundle of white tissue paper crumpled between his fingers. I smirked, knowing what stickiness lay inside.

As Logan disappeared I continued to the kitchen. Thanks to him, sex was the only thing on my mind once again. And now I couldn't believe it, but there was something else I couldn't stop thinking about. What would Logan be like to fuck?

*****

Logan was always stereotyped as the nerdy one in the flat. Not that he helped that cause. By embracing that persona and becoming just a skinny, slightly odd guy in our friendship group I had never thought about him in any sexual way.

But now? There was something about being so close to him as he masturbated and came which had affected me. It was like I suddenly saw a different side of him. A sexual side. Even though I knew he watched a ton of porn, I felt like I was now part of that intimate part of his life. Even if he didn't know that.

It was strange for sure. Was I that desperate that I was considering fucking Logan? I knew I was dick-starved, but was I that hungry?

I thought I was just being stupid. It was just a weird reaction. I was so horny and had been close to his orgasm that I, naturally, wanted to be a part of that.

But it wasn't a fleeting feeling, because Logan joined me in the kitchen after his shower and I couldn't get him out of my mind. He had changed into a graphic tee and baggy sweat pants. His usual costume. Yet, I wanted to see what was underneath. What was his cock like?

"You feeling okay?" he asked, noticing how distracted I was.

"Oh, yeah, fine. Thanks." I finished eating the sandwich I had made and tried to look away. But, sitting across from me at the dining table, I couldn't help but try to examine him.

"You better not have the virus," he joked. "Or you'll have to quarantine in your bedroom."

I smiled, only half paying attention to what he said. "You'd have to lock me up."

He feigned an awkward laugh. I wasn't really sure what I was trying to say. Maybe I was trying to flirt? To hint at some sort of kinky bondage scenario? I wasn't sure myself.

"Plans today?" I asked.

"Think I'll just work in my room."

I nodded. Sure thing buddy. I wanted to see him perform his 'work' again. But how could I tell him that? Anyway, at this point it seemed more out of curiosity than horniness. 

I was too distracted to hear him say goodbye as he left to go to his room. Once again, I found myself alone. How did this happen? How am I so affected by the thought of my flatmate jacking off? Now all I wanted to do was fuck him just to see what he felt like. And I'd be damned if that wasn't going to happen now. I'd never known Logan to have the confidence to succeed with girls, so what reason would he have for saying no to me? Maybe I'm out of his league, but in that case I'd be doing him a favour. Was I really considering this? Fuck it. I was. I wanted to fuck him.

*****

I nearly rushed straight into his room but something held me back. I've fucked plenty of guys, including plenty of amazing ten out of tens. But this was the first time a fear of rejection had me reconsider. If Logan, my scrawny, nerdy, awkward flatmate didn't say yes to me, I don’t know how I could cope.

There was no immediate rush at least. But I wanted to do it today. Now I had worked myself up, my pussy needed a cock. And fast.

I went back to my room and opened my wardrobe. To minimalise chances of failure, I needed my best battle armour.

There was plenty to choose from. But the question was, how slutty? I could go very slutty for sure. Would a Halloween outfit be too much? If I showed up at his bedroom door wearing my policewoman costume, what would he do? Maybe it was too much like a porno. He'd find it ridiculous and laugh. No. I needed something less obvious. More everyday. Just, less everyday than the slacks and hoodie I had on now.

When I was finally ready to approach Logan's bedroom, I was happy with what I wore. It was, I admit, still a bit slutty: my smallest, tightest crop top (which I never know how it keeps my tits in place) and my shortest denim shorts. For a bit of extra flair I had fishnet stockings on under the shorts. They might have made me look a bit whorish, but who cares? I knew it should be effective. All my time in the gym had helped shape my legs and ass and the netting put them on display perfectly. And despite my top completely covering my cleavage – one of my greatest assets – the amount of skin on display made up for that. In fact, it almost felt like it was only my tits hidden by the tight material. My nipples were evidently hard and I could display my fit, flat stomach. If Logan questioned my attire, I could just say it's comfortable. And, in its own way, it was. It reminded me of fun times. It was the ultimate tool of seduction.

I didn't have a game plan when I knocked on his door and entered. But his deer in the headlights look showed me I at least had the element of surprise.

"Hey, what are you up to?" I asked, shutting the door behind me and moving deeper into the dark room. His curtains were closed, blocking out any natural light. He was mostly illuminated by his bright TV screen.

"Just having a quick break from work," he said. The PlayStation controller in his hands showed me what he was up to.

"Oh really?" I moved closer. "Do you always start work with a break?"

Logan stammered and I laughed.

"I'm kidding. You do whatever you want."

He withdrew as I got nearer, shuffling along where he was sat on the bed. All this did was give me plenty of space to take a seat along from him, leaving only a foot between us.

"Mind if I join you?" I asked. "I'm just so bored."

"Sure. I mean. Yeah. That's fine."

I crossed one leg over the other to show them off to him, noticing him look down the fishnets stretching tightly over them. His eyes traced along my entire body, seemingly hypnotised by my display of skin.

"What else do you do in your breaks?" I asked, smirking. "I think I heard you having one earlier."

"What?" He looked at me in panic. It was both funny and adorable, in a way. "What do you mean?"

I took a deep breath before committing to the seduction. "You were masturbating, right? Don't worry. Everyone does it. To tell you a secret . . . I did it six times yesterday."

Logan gulped audibly. He had laid his controller down on his crotch, supposedly to try and hide the very visible tent he was pitching. "Really?"

"Oh yeah," I said, inching closer and glad to know he could be turned on again so shortly after masturbating. "It was fun. And, like, really needed. I've been so horny recently."

"Oh?" That was all Logan could squeak out as I moved further along the bed, my leg now touching his. I saw his eyes glance down at my encased breasts as I turned to face him.

"Yeah it's been really hard for me. I just feel so lonely sometimes. There's no one I can really confide in. Or really comfort me. I'm sure you feel the same way sometimes?"

Logan nodded slowly but was otherwise completely silent. It was obvious that he wouldn't be making the first move.

"Look," I said. "We're friends, right? Do you think we can have some fun? Like, just a one-off thing. I've been reading up on it for my coursework. It'll be really good for our mental health. Stress-relief, that sort of thing. It should help us both stay less distracted when we’re working too.”

"What sort of fun?" Logan finally spoke, showing that I really needed to be upfront with him.

I leaned over and kissed him. He froze as my lips pressed against his. I pulled back a couple of inches, put a hand on his thigh, then whispered into his ear.

"I want you to fuck me."

*****

The look on Logan's face – a mix of bewilderment and joy – convinced me to put a leg over his lap and straddle him. With my crotch pressed into his, I heard him eek out an eager "okay" before our lips met again and we made out. This time he wasn't so statuesque. He responded quite adeptly, demonstrating some skill and passion as kissed and our bodies pressed together.

His hands ran over my back and grabbed my butts. I groaned in response. It was such a simple feeling, but it was the first real physical contact I had had in months. I stripped my top off as he watched, looking like he had just won the lottery.

"Fuck, your tits are amazing," he said with an air of amazement.

"I know," I said, smirking. "But don't be too loud. We don't want Todd to hear."

I had a feeling that Logan didn't care. In fact, he probably wanted Todd to know they were having sex. But it was clear that my word meant a lot when he immediately quietened down. Logan wasn't going to blow his chances with me now.

"Take your clothes off," I ordered as I got off him and sat on the bed. "I want to see your cock."

Logan promptly did as he was told. I watched as he showed me his body. It was skinny, as I expected, but his cock exceeded expectations.

"You're so fucking big," I told him as I grabbed it, feeling the slender shaft in my hand. It was going to reach deep inside me.

"Thank you – fuck – oh my god, Bec you're amazing," Logan said as I stroked him slowly.

"Don't get too excited. We've only just started." I took my fishnets and shorts off and lay back on the bed. My pussy was right there waiting for him, wet and desperate. "Fuck me. I want to feel you inside me."

Logan shifted forward on his knees as I gripped his cock, pulling him closer. Finally. After such as long wait I was finally going to receive the satisfaction I needed.

"Holy shit," Logan gasped as I guided him in. My lips parted easily, so willing to except him. "Oh my god. You feel incredible."

"Fuck me Logan," I told him again, wanting some effort from him.

He gladly did, thrusting his hips and sliding his cock in and out. I couldn't help but let out a moan. Holy shit. It really did incredible. Maybe I should practise chastity more often.

I let Logan lean over and grab my tits which were wobbling like jelly with each push from him.

"You feel so good inside me," I said, trying to control my volume. "Fuck me harder."

Logan's hips slapped into me. His cock pierced inside, pushing deeper.

"Fuck. Can I cum in you?" he asked. "I'm so fucking close."

"Do it baby." 

I didn't care. His cock was giving me too much pleasure. He may not have lasted long but that didn't matter. I was about to cum too.

"Uuuggggh," Logan released a restrained but orgasmic groan. I could feel his body become tense on top of me. His hands held me shoulders for support as he fucked me to an amazing climax, his cock hitting the perfect spot to drive me over the edge.

"Give me your cum," I cried. "Fill me." 

I could hardly stop myself from screaming. The sensations were overwhelming. Somehow, Logan had granted me so much more than I expecting. My orgasm crashed over me in one big wave that had my heart thumping loudly and it felt as if my pussy was gushing as its juices seeped out and mixed with his hot cum. 

Despite having finished, Logan kept fucking me until I had experienced every bit of orgasmic bliss that I could. I lay on the bed exhausted as he pulled out. By unplugging the hole, a pool of cum leaked out and onto the bed. I missed this feeling of being used as a tight little cum dumpster.

"Fucking hell Bec." Logan came to lie down beside me. "That was incredible. You're incredible."

He tried to kiss me and I accepted a quick peck, but then I moved away and stood up.

"Yeah, that was a lot of fun," I said as I gathered my clothes and got dressed.

“Did I make you cum?” He seemed eager to know.

“You did. And an amazing job at that.”

"Awesome. Can we do that again sometime?" For the first time, Logan was actually being forward.

"Maybe," I smirked at him. He looked like an overexcited puppy. "But remember, this was just a bit of fun. Don't expect anything from me now. And I don't want things to be awkward between us now."

"That's fine," Logan said, looking slightly dejected. I hoped I hadn't made a mistake. If he thought I was his personal fuck buddy now, this lockdown was going to be even more painful.

"And we should keep this secret. Don't tell anyone. Especially Todd. Understand?"

"Sure. Yeah."

"Great, then you'd better get back to work." I winked at Logan and took a last look at the wet dick hanging between his legs. A string of cum was dripping off the tip and onto the bed where a pool of our collective juices had created a dark stain. Oops. Oh well. Not my bed. Not my problem.

I went to the bathroom and took a quick shower. As long as Logan behaved himself now, my problem seemed to be solved. My pussy finally felt satisfied. But, as I let the warm water wash over me, I felt a twinge of arousal. Shit. After such a long time without cock, the first taste seemed to have triggered an appetite for more.


4. Public Service

I was able to avoid Logan for the rest of the day. He made it easy, staying in his room. I just didn't want things to be awkward. It would be too easy to let our relationship get to that point, and I wouldn't be able to stand the rest of lockdown like that. I decided that I would need to talk to him next time I saw him. Really make sure we're okay. As long as he doesn't come on to me, we should be fine. I just really hoped he wouldn't become infatuated with me.

By the evening, the apartment was completely quiet. I relaxed in the living room. Part of me wanted Logan to appear just so I could confront him and get it over with. For now, I could only worry about how we might react when we were next together. He hadn't emerged from his room yet but that was normal. Maybe he was chill about everything. Still, I wanted to be sure.

I was slouched on the sofa when I heard someone approaching. I sat up, hoping for it to be Logan. But Todd walked in instead.

"Hey Todd, how you doing? I've not seen you in while?" I looked up at him, admiring the view. If Todd hadn't been in a relationship, I would have tried to get into his pants a long time ago. There was something about his dark hair, olive skin and stubbled face that was so appealing. Maybe it was the fact that he was taken that so attracted me to him. I hadn't, knowingly, had some guy cheat with me before.

"Hi Bec. Yeah, I'm err . . . I'm good." He hovered by the door as if considering whether to stay. Did he not expect to see me?

"Wanna sit down? I'm gonna make tea if you want some?"

"Oh. Sure. Yeah, thank you." Something in his voice had him sounding a bit down. I gave him a smile as I left the room and saw him try to give one in return, but to no avail.

As I boiled the kettle I decided I would have to find out what's going on with him. That's what friends are for, after all.

"Are you sure you're alright?" I asked as I returned with two cups of tea in my hand.

"Yeah. Thanks, Bec."

"You and Grace all good?" I knew how hard he was findings things with his girlfriend and assumed that might be the root of the issue. Without planning on it, I had begun to therapise him.

Todd looked at me then down at the mug of steaming tea, as if contemplating whether to let loose. "Not exactly," he said, still averting eye contact. "The distance is hard, you know?"

"I can't imagine how difficult it must be for you," I tried my best to comfort him. "But you guys still chat every night, don't you?"

"Yeah but . . . it's just not the same." He over at me, apparently gaining confidence in my makeshift therapy session. "In person we get on great, but there's something about videocalls. It's like any chemistry just evaporates. It becomes a chore trying to make conversation. And it doesn't help that there's literally nothing to talk about besides this bloody lockdown. It's not like I'm doing anything interesting every day."

"Aww honey, that really sucks,” I said, trying to ensure that any of my naturally sarcastic tones weren’t obvious. “You guys are so great together. I'm sure it's just the stress of everything." As much as I tried to reassure him he didn't seem affected by it, turning instead to stare gloomily into space as he sipped his tea.

"Yeah, well, it doesn't help that . . . can I tell you a secret Bec?" He looked back at me and I smiled at him, trying to be a comforting shoulder.

"Of course you can."

"You won't tell Grace? She'd kill me."

"Of course I won't. Think of this as a therapy session. Doctor-patient confidentiality and all that." I budged along the sofa so I was nearer to him.

"So, thing is," he started, hesitantly. "Grace doesn't really enjoy the whole . . . phone sex thing. Like, we've tried it. But she just finds it too awkward. Actually, she doesn't even send nudes. Nothing like that. Gets scared about them being intercepted by hackers, I think. So . . . now we have no sex life. Nothing at all. Grace is fine with me watching porn and jerking off but it makes me feel shit, knowing that I should be restraining myself for her. And I can't stop thinking about sex now. I feel like I'm missing out. I just can't keep a clear mind about it all."

Something stirred inside me. Was it arousal? Or perhaps empathy. Yes, hopefully empathy. I wasn't the only one in this position after all.

"I completely understand you, Todd. You're young and you want to enjoy life. I feel the exact same. Have you talked to Grace about it? Even so, masturbation is nothing to be ashamed about. Even in a relationship, it’s healthy."

Todd shook his head. "I've tried but she never really wants to discuss it. It's hard to bring up. She just thinks I'm horny and need to masturbate. But it's not that simple."

"That sounds tough," I replied, being fully aware of how terrible a response it was.

"Yep. It is."

We sat in silence for a moment. I had no idea what to say, and it looked like Todd could cry at any moment. I was just about try a half-hearted comforting statement when he stood up.

"Thanks for the talk, Bec. I'm gonna hit the shower."

"Oh, okay."

I watched him leave then I slumped back on the sofa. It was safe to say my good mood had been ruined. But it wasn't my fault. And it wasn't Todd's. He just needed help. I felt so useless though. What could I do in this situation? 

Maybe the solution was right in front of me. Todd needed satisfying. Just like me and Logan. But he wouldn't want to cheat on Grace. So . . . perhaps he needed a helping hand. A friend's hand. And maybe their mouth too . . .

Shit. Suddenly I was picturing Todd in the shower and seriously considering sneaking in to join him. I couldn't do this. Not again. Or could I? Okay. Maybe. The least I could do was make the offer.

*****

I hurried to the bathroom and heard the water running. My plan wouldn't have worked if not for the faulty lock on the bathroom door. I knew it could shake open with the right nudge, and so I managed to pry the door open without much resistance.

I sneaked in without being noticed and closed the door. Todd was right behind the opaque shower curtain. Something about this thrilled me. And made my pussy wet. Especially as I stripped my clothes off completely, all the while listening to Todd shower with no clue as to my presence. I tiptoed over to him. My naked body shivered. The warm shower looked particularly appetising. My hand reached out to grab the curtain. I pulled it back slowly and peered in.

Todd was standing with his back to me, letting the water crash over him and still completely oblivious to me. From this view his broad shoulders looked incredibly muscular, and I had to resist just grabbing his juicy ass. Instead, I stepped into the shower and inched closer to him until my nipples nearly poked him in the back. Water was bouncing off him and splattering me. Droplets slid in lines over the mounds of my breasts.

"Hey," I said, tapping him on the shoulder.

"Holy shit!" He turned around and nearly slipped over.

I grabbed him by the waist to steady him. "Easy, it's only me."

"What the hell are you doing Bec?" He looked at me with both anger and confusion. But my eyes were drawn to his flaccid cock which hung limply between his legs. It seemed a good four inches and looked fascinating with the water pouring off it like a spout. I wonder how much it could grow?

"I wanted to help you out," I said, smiling and keeping my hands on him. I could feel his firm muscles.

"What do you mean?" He seemed to have relaxed, not reacting to my wandering hands. Instead, it was as if he finally realised that I was there in front of him, completely naked. His eyes gazed over my body. With his mouth ajar he couldn't hide the look of wonder. And he certainly couldn't hide the rush of blood to his dick. I smiled as I watched it continue to grow until it prodded my stomach.

"You're in a really tough situation," I said. "And I wanted to give a helping hand. May I?"

Todd stood motionless as one of my hands drifted down to his hard cock. His eyes fluttered as my fingers wrapped around it.

"Bec, I . . ." He tried to speak but my stroking had caught him off guard. "Bec, we can't have sex. I can't cheat on Grace."

"Hmm," I pondered as my hand pumped him slowly. He felt just as long as Logan's. But, now fully erect, so much thicker. I wanted to feel him inside me, but I knew that could only be a fantasy right now. I was only here to help a friend. "Who said anything about sex? You're not cheating on her. She lets you masturbate, right? This is like a form of assisted masturbation. Completely worry free too because you don't need to do anything."

"Fuck," he gasped as I continued to stroke.

My other hand looped around to grab his butt. I could feel his cheeks clench. His eyes closed as any doubt left his mind. I grinned. Once I have a guy's dick in my hand, he's like putty. I can do anything I like with them. And all I wanted to do with Todd was help. He needed relief. Free of guilt and sin. Sort of. It was for the good of his relationship, definitely. I was helping to keep him and Grace together. A quick handjob and all Todd's anxieties would be released in rush of hot cum.

But I couldn't help myself from wanting more of his cock. What girl wouldn't? It felt great in my hands, sure, but there was so much more I could do with it. If I wasn't able to fuck him, maybe there was another service I could provide.

I got onto my knees. Todd didn't seem to mind. In fact, he seemed even more enthusiastic about it. He ran his fingers through my now damp hair as my lips opened wide.

It had been so long since I had tasted cock. And oh my god, his was amazing. I sucked on his head and heard him groan in pleasure. My hands fondled his balls and grabbed his ass. His shaking knees showed me how much he was enjoying this. I was too.

Why hadn't I blown Logan? He probably would have cum before he had a chance to fuck me, then I would have been left in a tortured state of arousal. Oh well. It didn't matter. Todd's hot, hard dick in my mouth was enough for now. 

He completely filled me with his girth. I struggled to fit it all in. Trying my best, I only got halfway down his shaft before gagging. But he didn't seem to mind. His eyes were closed and he seemed to be lost in a world of pure bliss.

My knees were starting to hurt on the cold shower floor, but that didn't matter. I knew he was to cum soon. I kept sucking him as hard as I could. I put my hands behind my back and just let my mouth do all the work. My head bobbed back and forth over his shaft. I could taste drops of warms waters dripping into my mouth. But I didn't care. The way his hips thrust, almost trying to facefuck me, told me he was getting close.

I kept sucking and brought a hand up to stroke the lower half of his cock which was beyond the limits of my oral skills. Todd groaned as I worked every inch of him.

"Fuck, I'm gonna . . ." His whisper was hardly audible. It was as if he knew it was best to hide our questionable act.

I pulled my mouth away. As much as I loved the feeling of cum shooting down my throat, I hadn't actually watched a cock spray its load in quite some time. Not in person, at least. The contractions as the ejaculate shoots out in waves always fascinated. So instead I gripped him with both hands and stroked hard.

Todd didn’t care about the change of stimulation. He was too overwhelmed to notice. He just stood with his mouth agape and a hand holding the wall to keep him upright.

His cock pulsed. I could feel the cum rushing through his shaft. My hands gripped it tighter and milked him. His groans were drowned out by the pouring shower as the thick white load spurted out.

I smiled as it shot onto my face. Burst after burst, it kept coming. He kept cumming. He absolutely covered me and I kept wringing every last drop out until I felt his cock lose its intense, orgasmic, thickness.

"Fucking hell, Bec," Todd said, his chest heaving. "That was, wow."

I stood up and smiled at him. I could only look at him with one eye – the other was glued shut with his stickiness. "Mind if I wash off?" I asked him.

"Oh, yeah, of course."

Todd stepped back so he was pressed against the shower wall, letting me take his place under the stream of warm water.

"Bec, I can't let Grace find out about this."

"I know," I said as I let his white load wash off me and swirl around in the bubbly pool of water at my feet. "Like I said, it was just a harmless bit of stress relief. A special therapy session to help you out. It meant nothing more. But I understand Grace might not take it that way."

"Thanks, Bec." Todd seemed to sigh in relief. "We should really try to hide it from Logan too."

I had to hold back a grin. "Oh of course. We don't want him finding out and spilling the beans to someone. This will remain a pure and sex-free flat."

Todd nodded.

I took a final feel of his thick dick, stroking my fingers over the sensitive flesh, then stepped out of the shower. "This will be our little secret," I said as I grabbed a towel. "I'm just glad I could make you feel better."

I left Todd in the shower and sneaked back to my room, glad to see no sign of Logan. Everything seemed to have gone perfectly. When I slumped in bed and saw a new message from Bruce, I didn’t bother reading it. I had no compelling reason to reply or even think of him right now. I was completely satisfied, and not just sexually. Over the course of one day I had solved my all my issues and helped out my flatmates in the process. And I felt great that I was finally useful to someone else. All I had to do now was rely on Todd and Logan to keep everything secret. And hope that I could start to better control my sexual desires.

5. Romp in the Park

Finally, it was Friday. Let the weekend begin. Not that my weekend was much different to the rest of the week. Such was the case with no work to do. But it at least gave me the chance to drink alcohol guilt-free.

When I went to the kitchen for lunch, wearing my favourite skirt and sweater combination, Todd and Logan were already there. In a rare moment that hadn't happened for at least a week, the three of us were actually in the same room together. The events of the day before had filled me with a noticeable wave of happiness, and the same was true for both flatmates. It turns out that sexual exploits were really the best remedy for many maladies.

As we chatted together cheerily, reminding me of good times when our entire friendship group was together, I was amazed at how well they were both able to hide our secret arrangements. There were no embarrassed looks away when we made eye-contact, no awkward dead air, and, as far as I could tell, no impromptu boners. That last point may have disappointed me slightly. But at least I knew they could both control themselves. Even Logan, who I hadn’t seen since we fucked, seemed more sociable than usual. Maybe I wouldn’t have to worry about him after all.

As we joked around about lockdown and our final pieces of work for college, I thought of something. "We should have a film night this evening," I said, deciding that I didn't want this comradery to end. I couldn't go back to feeling alone all the time. Not again.

"Really?" Todd asked, surprised by my out-of-the-blue idea.

"Yeah definitely. We never do anything together. It'll be fun."

Logan nodded. "Okay, maybe."

"We can have drinks and popcorn, and snuggle under a blanket." I pictured my perfect movie night, trying to convince them.

"Yeah, sure, okay," Todd nodded. "What film do you want to watch?"

"Hmm," I considered for a moment. "We might have time for two? Why don't you both choose one. I feel like I've watched everything on Netflix so I have no inspiration."

They both agreed, seeming keener on the idea now.

"I can go to the shop if you like," Logan offered, sounding like he was trying to impress me. "I mean, if you want popcorn and stuff we'll have to buy it."

"That's true. Actually, I'll come with you. I'm not sure what I want to drink tonight so I might need to browse. Plus, I've not been out for a while. I need the walk. Want to come Todd?"

He shook his head. "Sorry, I've got a deadline this afternoon. But once I've finished that I can enjoy tonight worry-free! Do you mind picking up some beers though?"

"Sure thing," I said, smiling. Then I turned to Logan. "Ready to go now?"

*****

Being out in the fresh air made for a nice change. I don't know why I didn't go for walks more often. I suppose I hated the cold glares from people if I ever got too close. It just felt so hostile. But this time I at least had Logan to accompany me. He wandered beside me, looking cheery.

"Do you think Todd knows anything is going on?" he asked. It seemed obvious that he had been desperate to talk about yesterday.

"There's nothing going on," I smirked. "So there's nothing for him to know."

"Sure, sure. We should do nothing again."

I shook my head as we walked in a park to cut through to the supermarket. "I told you it's not going to work like that," I said, glad to see how empty the green space was.

"How might it work then?"

He was persistent, wasn't he.

"It's not going to happen if you beg," I tried to be firm. "It's down to me, whether I want to."

Logan nodded. "Sure, okay. Look, I know you think you were doing me a favour. But I can tell you were desperate for it too. So it is a mutual thing. That's for certain."

I looked at him and couldn't help but laugh. I never would have expected Logan to be so forthright, standing up for himself like that. Maybe I had underestimated him.

"Okay, sorry," I apologised. "It's mutual, fine."

"Good."

All this meandering talk about sex had me thinking of how it had felt, having him fuck me. Maybe I was being too unreasonable. He had given me a hell of an orgasm. And now I couldn't get the thought of it out of my mind. How much pleasure his cock had provided. How great he felt inside. And now, something about the way he spoke – the confidence and brashness – it made me see Logan in a new light. One which had made my panties soaked. 

As we rounded a bend in the path, trees and bushes rose up around us and I had an idea.

"I know we said this would be a mutual thing," I said. "But I also know that you won't say no to me if I asked you to fuck me right now."

"Um, I could say no. Do you mean right here?"

"Follow me," I ordered, treading off the path and into the foliage. Logan was close behind. "It's more private here than back at the flat with Todd around."

"I've never done this before, in public," Logan called out to me. He had disappeared from view behind a veil of leaves.

When he emerged, I pushed him against the trunk of a tree and kissed him. Any resistance faded. Of course it did. There was no way he would turn me down again. Especially now he knew how I felt.

"Let me give you some encouragement," I said as my fingers fumbled at his belt. He let me pull his jeans down. His underwear followed shortly after and his cock sprung out. It was already hard.

After helping Todd in the shower yesterday, I was curious what Logan's cock would feel like in my mouth. I got on my knees and he didn't stop me as I sucked him. The slender member felt firm between my lips. I was able to shift further down its length that I could with Todd's, letting it push into my throat until I gagged.

"Oh my god," Logan moaned. 

I removed him from my mouth and stroked him. "Still want to turn me down?"

"Fuck no. I want to cum in your mouth."

"Seriously?" I stood up, ignoring the soil staining my knees. "This is mutual, like you said. So I’ve got to have some pleasure too. Fuck me. Now."

He didn't need any more convincing. I lifted up my skirt and pulled down my panties.

"Fuck me from behind," I whispered, bending over and steadying myself with a hand pressed against the tree trunk.

Logan did as I asked, stepping behind me and admiring my ass. His hand ran over my round curves. It felt warm on my cool skin. I parted my legs. My pussy was exposed and dripping, waiting for him to enter me. Without needing my assistance, that's exactly what he did. His hard member pushed into my tight hole and we both moaned. I didn't care if anyone was around to hear us. I just wanted to be fucked.

"Fuck me, Logan."

He thrust into me. His hands grabbed me around the waist. Bent over, all I could do was let him do it. And I loved it. Each time he pushed into me pleasure rippled through my body. I had to use both hands to hold myself steady. My entire body was being shaken by his passionate thrusts.

"You're so fucking tight," he said between breaths.

"Your cock is making me so wet," I replied, feeling my natural lubricant help him slide easily in and out. "I want you to cum inside me."

"I'm already so close."

"Fill my tight pussy."

I managed to bring a hand down to reach my pussy. I rubbed my clit, doubling the sensations as he continued to ram into me. 

"I'm fucking cumming!"

"Shoot your load inside me baby."

His thrusts changed pace and became more abrupt as he pushed his entire length inside with quick jolts of pleasure. My fingering helped bring me closer. It was all enough to send me over the edge. 

"Urrrghhhh," I screamed. I couldn't help it. It was the first time I truly able to let out the sounds of orgasm without being discovered by a flatmate. Months of that specific tension which I didn't know I had poured out of me with that one yell that dissipated into the rustling leaves.

When Logan finally pulled out, all his cum was let loose. It gushed out, mixed with my juices, and fell to the ground. The white load bubbled on the dark soil. Slowly, it seeped away.

"Okay," I panted. "That was fun."

"Very fucking fun." Logan was also catching his breath.

"We need to get to the shop before Todd wonders where the hell we are."

"Yeah, that's true."

As I pulled my panties back up, I noticed that a load of cum had drooled onto them.

"Oh, shit, sorry," Logan said, noticing.

"I guess it's not very hygienic to wear these," I laughed. Then, without questioning my actions, I chucked them up at the tree. They got snagged on a branch and hung there, flapping like a stained, dishevelled flag in the wind.

"What the hell did you do that for?"

I shrugged by shoulders. "I've got plenty at home."

*****

When we got to the shop, I noticed a few people glance at me. My knees, I realised, were covered with soil. Even after trying to rub them clean, they had been stained brown. What did these people think was the cause? Could they know it was because I sucked my flatmate's dick in the park? Something about that turned me on. Strangers, imagining me being slutty. There was a thrill to knowing I could cast that image in their minds. Of course, they couldn't be sure that was actually the cause of my grubby knees. And they didn't know that beneath my skirt my pussy was breathing the fresh air. It felt liberating. And teasing, knowing that Logan was well-aware of the situation.

We did our shopping for the planned film night, nearly forgetting Todd's beers, then headed home. On the walk back through the park, Logan pulled me aside and looked at me very sincerely.

"Bec, can I tell you something?"

"Of course you can?" I couldn't help but feel worried.

"I've been too embarrassed to say before now, but . . . you know yesterday?" He looked around sheepishly.

"Of course. I remember it. What is it?"

"Well . . . that was my first time."

His confession didn't shake me. It just wasn't something I considered when I first decided to approach him, although I realised I should have.

"Oh," I said, unsure of how to respond. "Well, there was no way I would have known from your performance. Seriously, Logan, you were a pro."

He smiled. "Thanks, Bec."

"Honestly, you were fucking amazing."

"Maybe it's all the porn I watch," he laughed. "I know how it's done."

"Well, women of the world have been missing out. Are you okay about it though? I know it's a big deal for some people, losing their virginity."

"Thanks to you, it exceeded expectations. I know we're not a couple or anything, but I'm glad it happened with someone I know and trust."

I smiled at him, relieved at his response and happy with how chill he felt about it all. "Thank you, Logan, for telling me." I hugged him, feeling a warmth go to my heart. "But now I know the truth I can think of a lot of things I might need to teach you."

"Oh?" He raised an eyebrow. "Like what?"

"Don't be too eager. We've got all of lockdown stuck with each other so I'm sure we'll have plenty of time in the future. But now let's get home, okay? I'm excited for our film night."

As we walked back to the flat, Logan was even more cheery than usual. I now knew why he was in such a good mood this morning. Losing his virginity must have been a big moment for him, and it thrilled me to be a part of that. As far as I knew, he has been the only virgin I’ve fucked. It created a weird sort of bond with him. A special connection which I was glad to have created. And, perhaps more important than that, I had helped a friend feel better about himself. Now his confession seemed to have removed a weight off his shoulders.


6. Film Night

As the evening approached, I was filled with excitement. We were finally going to have fun together. It wasn't going to be another lonely night for me. I didn't care about what films we watched, only that we were together. Both Todd and Logan seemed to feel the same way. They were finally coming out of their shells, and we all even ate dinner together before settling into the living room.

"Here's the popcorn!" I said as I entered holding a massive bowl. The smell that accompanied it gave a tinge of nostalgia, making me miss going to an actual cinema. But at least staying at home was cheaper and more comfortable.

"Great," said Logan who was sipping on a bottle of beer. "You sticking with wine?"

"Definitely." I placed the popcorn down on the coffee table. 

"We were just saying that someone's got to have the bad seat," said Todd.

He was talking about the armchair which, despite being extremely comfy, provided a terrible view of the TV compared to the sofa which sat straight on to the screen.

"We can all fit on the couch," I said, taking a seat in the middle and showing them the ample space on either side. "See. Plenty of room."

Todd, at first hesitant about such being in such close proximity, sat down on my left while Logan set up the movie.

"We decided to do my choice first," he said, bringing up the menu. "Then Todd's after."

"Sounds good to me," I smiled as he came to slump onto the sofa on my right.

Sandwiched between my two flatmates, I couldn't help but feel comforted and secure. After so long feeling completely alone, I finally had people to rely on.

Todd asked if he could grab a handful of popcorn.

"Sure! Make the most of everything I offer," I said cheekily as I grabbed the bowl and placed it in my lap so everyone could easily reach it. "Ready to start?"

*****

I enjoyed Logan's choice of film more than I had expected. It was a low-budget indie sci-fi, but it provided us enough material to constantly makes jokes. By the end of the first act, we were all laughing at the shitty special effects, helped along by our alcohol consumption. Both Todd and Logan had finished a couple of beers and my wine had immediately gone to my head. When I reached into the bowl to grab some popcorn, I noticed it was empty.

"Mind if I put this in the kitchen?" I said, getting Logan to pause the film. "Actually, I might change into something more comfortable. I wanna get snuggly."

They both waited patiently for me to return. When I did, I appeared in my pyjamas. To some this might have been an innocent change of attire. But mine weren't all that innocent. All they consisted of were a pair of skimpy white shorts that showed off almost the entire length of my smooth legs and a matching pink cami top that really put my cleavage on display behind its lacy frills. It was, of course, a purposeful choice of clothing. Sitting so close to Todd and Logan had made it impossible to keep my mind off them. And their dicks. Who could blame me for wanting to do a little teasing?

Neither of them commented on my outfit, although they weren't so subtle at sneaking looks at my body. To help with what I had in mind, I had dragged my duvet in behind me. I squeezed into the middle of my two men, now both visibly uncomfortable by the closeness of my revealing body, and made sure the duvet was covering the length of the sofa.

"Everyone cosy?" I asked chirpily, seeing them both nod. "Great, you can hit play!"

*****

We continued the movie and I made myself comfortable. I could feel my legs rubbing against both Todd’s and Logan's, and they couldn't do anything to stop it. I pulled the duvet up to my chest and sat enjoying the strangeness of what was happening on screen.

The joking had died down since my return. Perhaps me flaunting my body was distracting them too much. But I did notice their keen attention on the film when it segued into a sex scene. As was often the case, it was only the actress who got naked on screen. I looked to my left and right, seeing my flatmates’ eyes firmly fixed on the pair of tits that were excessively being shown on camera.

"I guess we know why you chose this film then," I joked, poking Logan's thigh.

He laughed nervously. "It's not, err, I honestly didn't know about this."

"Hmm, sure," I smirked, turning back to the film. 

The onscreen couple were fucking in a grimy motel room. The lurid colours and odd choice of close-ups gave it weird aesthetic, as though the director thought he was being artsy. But what it looked like was a poorly-shot porno.

I didn't care though. I was enjoying the shoddy filmmaking. And the way Logan was shifting in his seat made me think that he was enjoying it, or part of it, quite a lot. Squeezed between myself and the arm of the sofa, there wasn't much wriggle room for him. But I felt him doing something. Was he rearranging his trousers?

Our laps and upper legs were completely covered by the duvet. I realised, as I shifted my hand under the thick material, that my subtle movements were invisible to Todd and Logan. With this revelation, I couldn't help myself. I wanted to know if Logan was hard. From its place on my lap, I moved a hand over to his thigh. It rested there and he didn't react. My palm stroked over to the inside of his leg, feeling how warm he was in his trousers. From out of the corner of my eye I saw his head tilt back in reaction to my hand as it ran up his thigh and found the unmistakable bulge of his hard cock. Fuck. It was so hard it was a miracle it could be contained beneath the layers of fabric. As I cupped over his balls and felt the heat emanating from them, I heard Logan sigh. He couldn't do anything. I had him, literally, by the balls. And there was no way he would want Todd to know what was going on a few feet away. I certainly didn't.

The sex scene had long since finished, but my attention was now on Logan's cock. The same, I'm sure, was true for him too. It wasn't enough for me just to feel his erection trapped in his pants. I needed to have it in my hand.

There was no resistance from him as my fingers sneaked under his waistband and found his erection held down along his thigh by the material of his pants. It must have been tortuously uncomfortable, being restrained like that. I was surely providing a much-needed service by grabbing it and rearranging it so it poked upright, the tip resting against his stomach outside his pants.

Thankfully, Logan was a pro at not giving away what was happening. Even as I began to stroke him, he remained amazingly stoic. Feeling his hard and slender shaft as my fingers ran over it began to turn me on. Seeing that Todd still had no clue what was going on, I realised I was free to please myself. My left hand descended beneath my shorts and felt my pussy, already soaking wet.

As I continued to rub myself and Logan, I noticed the film had moved to a shower scene. It instantly reminded me of yesterday's activity with Todd. A quick glance at him showed me it was on his mind too. He shifted nervously in his seat and desperately tried to avoid making eye contact with me. The same actress from the sex scene had her tits out and that was also drawing his attention. They weren't as big as mine so I hoped he was fantasising about me instead. There was, I again realised, a way to find out. With slight hesitation I stopped pleasuring myself and moved my left hand, now wet from my pussy, over to Todd's crotch.

There it was. His thick cock in all its erect glory, straining as hard as it could to push out from under the waistband of his boxers. He must have repositioned it to be a bit more comfortable. His reaction to my touch was so casual I was impressed. He just moved his left arm away from his lap and onto the arm of the sofa, giving me much more room to manoeuvre. 

I thought there would be a chance that Todd might resist. Maybe he had post-nut clarity after yesterday's shower with me. Maybe he felt too guilty about it. About hurting Grace. But no. He wanted it. He let me touch him and I could feel his cock swell as I took it in my hand. Perhaps he agreed with what I had told him. I was only there to help.

Both Todd and Logan were in my control. I now had my fingers secretly wrapped around both of their hard cocks. And they had no idea that they were both in my grasp. I stroked, careful to be subtle about it. The motions were only in my wrist so there was no visible shuffling of the duvet. They both seemed to have sunk deeper into the sofa, like they were melting from the pleasure I was giving them. My right hand stroked over the length of Logan's slender cock. My left hand twisted tortuously around Todd's thick head, helped by the lubrication of my pussy juices. I wonder if he knew what was making things so slick down there?

I could see their hands gripping the sofa. Their breathing had almost become audible. Fuck. And my pussy felt like it was dripping. But there was nothing I could do about that right now. I was having too much fun.

I could feel both cocks start to pulse. Were they about to cum? I was about to try and stroke faster, but then the film ended.

"Oh, that was quick," I said, watching the credits roll as my strokes slowed down.

Todd and Logan were both silent. I couldn't believe how much I had affected them. My hands slithered out of their pants and I grabbed my glass of wine.

"Should we watch the next one?" I asked, waiting for a response. Both men looked completely overwhelmed by how close they had been to cumming. "Todd? It's your choice of film, right?"

He looked at me with wide eyes. "Oh, right. Yep. Erm. I've got the Blu-ray in my room. I'll get it in a sec."

He stayed seated for a moment and slowly took sips of beer. I realised that he must have been waiting for his erection to go down. As I finally watched him leaving the room, noticing a bulge in his pants despite his efforts to calm down, I turned to Logan who was still looking shell-shock from my handjob.

"You alright?" I asked.

"Bec, I . . . you're so mean," he whispered. "I was so close."

"How exciting." I trailed my hand back down to his hard cock. It throbbed at my touch. My arousal felt like it had also reached a peak of frustration. I needed my own stimulation and I knew how to get it. "I like being mean. But, if you want to make me happy, you've got to do something for me."

"What's that?"

"You can't let Todd notice," I said, leaning over to speak into his ear. "I need you to make me cum."

Logan looked at me with wide eyes and Todd came back into the room with the Blu-ray in his hand. He set it up, started the film, and came back to his position on the sofa. We were all back under the duvet and I settled in for more fun times.

*****

Todd's choice of horror film would usually have freaked me out, but I didn't care about that now. In fact, I hardly noticed what was on screen. All attention was on the two cocks beside me. They were both immediately hard as I touched them again. I hadn't planned on stroking Todd, but I felt like I couldn't keep him out of proceedings. Plus, I liked my hands to have things to fiddle with.

So while I was more teasing with Todd, my right hand stroked Logan at a regular pace. And, in return, he managed to sneak a hand down to my crotch. Somehow, the duvet remained completely unmoving as he reached into my shorts and found my soaking pussy.

I don't know how they both kept so unflinching as I gave them handjobs; as I was fingered by Logan I had to put so much effort into not moaning in pleasure. Even remaining still seemed like a Herculean task. But I just about managed. And good thing too, because Logan wasn't messing around. He had found my clit with ease and was already taking me towards orgasm. He was eager to please. Or just desperate to have me make him cum. I was certainly giving him good encouragement. As I felt my felt climax approaching, my stroking hand sped up. I targeted his sensitive head and he worked my clit. 

I gritted my teeth as the familiar sensation of orgasm began to burst out. I had to close my eyes. I couldn't help but furiously stroke Logan faster, as if trying to indicate what was happening to me. As my pussy clenched and the pleasure of climax overwhelmed me, I felt his cock pulse. Cum leaked out over my fingers and onto his stomach. I didn't care what mess I was making. I was too enveloped by my own ecstasy.

Logan removed his hand as I managed to calm down. Our simultaneous orgasms left us both sweating and trying to pant silently. I didn't realise that my fast strokes had been mirrored on my left side and I had to slow right down as Todd's cock throbbed. On my right, I could feel the cum covering my fingers, dripping over Logan's pelvis, staining his t-shirt and pants. There was no way to clean up subtly. Not for him at least. I, however, got a sudden urge to taste the juices that clung to my fingers. I pulled my hand away and moved it to my mouth. In the darkness of the room, it didn't look like anything suspicious to Todd. But I saw Logan glance at me as I sucked my fingers.

Fuck me, I had really missed the taste of cum. I should have swallowed some of Todd's load yesterday. The remnants of semen that I licked off my fingers was only an appetiser. I wanted more.

"I'm just gonna head to the bathroom," Logan said suddenly. I wasn't surprised by his decision. I doubt he wanted to sit in his own load for the rest of the film. "No need to pause the film. I won't be long."

"Okay." I smiled as I licked another drop from my hand. He watched as I did, a look of amazement in his eyes.

Todd was too distracted by my lingering hand to really notice Logan leave. Taking my opportunity, I leaned over to him.

"You seem to be having a . . . hard time," I whispered into his ear.

"You're not making it easy," he said.

"Oh? Why's that?" With Logan out of the room I was free to bring my right hand across to take over the stroking. It was wet with my saliva and, unbeknownst to Todd, still covered with a few drops of Logan's cum. It proved to be a good lubricant, and Todd gasped as I stroked over him faster.

"Bec, you can't make me cum in my pants."

"Why not?" I purred.

"It'll make a mess. Wait till after the film."

"But I want to make you cum now." I licked his ear.

"Bec . . . fuck, slow down."

I did slow down, but only to save his cum for what I really wanted to do.

"I know a way to make sure there isn't mess." I pulled back the duvet and Todd didn't put up a fight as I pulled his cock completely out so its entire length stood up for me to see. "Just be quick,” I ordered. “Don't want Logan catching us."

Before Todd could respond, I kneeled on the sofa and leaned over. My head descended towards his crotch and my lips wrapped around his cock.

"Holy shit," I heard him say.

I knew I had to race against the clock, but that wasn't a problem. My hands had almost made Todd cum already. My head only needed to finish him off.

I bobbed up and down his thick shaft, sucking hard. I could already feel him bracing himself for orgasm. In my position on the sofa my ass was sticking up and his hand grabbed hold of it, moulding my flesh.

I heard Todd's breathing reach the familiar rhythm that accompanied climax. My jaws clenched tight around his cock. It pulsed. His muscles clenched. Cum shot onto the roof of my mouth. I remained clamped around him as his load filled me. Sticky, salty, warm. It felt amazing having him empty into me. It kept oozing out until his thick cock finally relaxed and I sat up.

Todd was slumped with his head back, looking like he was in heaven. I looked at him and smiled with my mouth firmly shut. He turned to watch. I tilted my head back and swallowed, feeling his white load move down my throat. It disappeared down the hatch in two delicious gulps. I opened my mouth to show him.

"See, no mess," I said before gesturing to his limp cock. "Better put that away."

"Yeah, of course." Still in a daze, he sorted himself out and we sat back as casually as we had been before. "By the way, Bec," he started to say. "You're great, a great . . . friend. Thank you."

Logan returned before I could say anything in response. He had changed into his pyjamas.

"Who's a great friend?" he asked, sitting next to me again.

"Bec," Todd answered, worrying me that he might give away our secret. "She gives great, err, advice."

"Oh she's the best," Logan agreed, smiling at me.

"Thank you, guys," I had to say. It seemed like I was be in the clear. "You two are both awesome people. Thank you for hanging out with me. I know we've all been having a difficult time with things recently, so it's great we can just unwind together."

What I said was completely true, and my flatmates both agreed. We talked some more before finishing the film and I went to bed completely at peace with my situation. The taste of two loads of cum still lingered as I snuggled up under the duvet, not caring about the stain where Logan had made a mess. While I had helped out both him and Todd, I felt that I was the one who had been fixed by all our sexual adventures. I could go to sleep happy and excited about what the rest of lockdown might bring.

7. The Delivery

Saturday morning was a lazy morning. I woke up late and had to fetch a glass of water. The taste of cum still lingered and my mouth had dried out so I was desperate for a drink. As I tiptoed to the kitchen in my dressing gown, trying not to wake Todd or Logan whose silent rooms suggested they were still asleep, a package was pushed through our letterbox.

I went to pick it up and, as I did, I realised what it was. My hands wrapped around the thick, silicone shaft inside the parcel. It had finally arrived.

After grabbing a glass of water, I rushed back to my room. This package wasn't one I wanted to open in the kitchen. I tore a hole into the plastic covering and pulled out the dildo.

As the description had promised, it was a good eight inches long. That was going to be a challenge to fit inside me. It certainly looked realistic, as the picture showed, although the texture was much different. It had a strangely different friction to the real thing as I ran my fingers around it. I might want some lube if I was going to try it out. And, I realised, that was exactly what I wanted to do.

But as I rummaged through my drawers trying to find my bottle of lube – I knew it was there somewhere, I just hadn't needed it for ages – someone knocked on the door. I pulled my dressing gown closed and told them to come in.

"Morning." It was Todd. He entered, still wearing his pyjamas. His bed hair gave him cute boyish charm.

"Hey, you okay?"

"Yeah, thanks. Mind if we talk?"

"Of course, take a seat." I gestured at my bed and he sat beside me, causing the mattress to subside. "What's up?"

"I suppose I just wanted to thank you," he said, sounding sincere. "Properly, this time. I've been feeling much better these last couple of days. I think your, um, special form of therapy has really helped."

"I'm glad I could be of assistance." I smirked, happy to hear the positive effects of our deviant activities.

"Grace seems to have noticed my good mood too," he continued. "Don't worry, she doesn't know about what you've done. But I think it’s helped us both relieve our shared tensions."

"I'm very happy for you."

"I just wondered if I could ask you a favour. I know you've done so much for me already but . . . would you be able to talk to Grace? Now things are better between us I thought it might be a good time to try, you know, phone sex. But I didn't want to risk pissing her off and as she doesn't know I've talked to you . . . maybe you could try convincing her?"

"You want me to convince your girlfriend to have phone sex with you?" I was certainly surprised by his request. I was more expecting him to want another blowjob.

"I know that sounds weird," he said. "But you two get along. It'll be better hearing it from a woman too. Someone, I guess, more sexual like you. With your, um, expertise."

I laughed. "Todd, that's fine."

"Really?"

"Yeah! I want what's best for you two, so I'll give it a go. I'll message her later today, okay?"

"That's brilliant, thank you Bec." He hugged me and I couldn't help but smell his alluring masculine muskiness.

"If I'm successful I guess you won't be needing my services anymore," I told him, knowing that I would miss his cock if that scenario did occur.

"Yeah, I guess so." He couldn't quite hide the note of disappointment at that realisation.

"It'll be for the best," I reassured. 

Todd nodded, looking as if he was considering asking me something else. But then his gaze shifted to my nightstand. I looked over. Shit. The dildo.

"Ignore that," I said, laughing awkwardly.

"I guess you need a way to keep busy." He joined in with my attempted joking.

"I'd rather keep busy with your cock," I couldn't stop myself from say. That left him with no response. He just looked around the room awkwardly. "Sorry, I didn't mean to tease you."

"That's fine, Bec." He looked me in the eyes. I felt myself being pulled in by their shining, dark depths. "But, if I'm to be completely honest, I will miss you. What you can do, I mean. We’ll still be able hang out."

I knew he wanted me to make the first move. And there was no point beating around the bush. "How about one last time then?" I asked, grinning in response to the immediate smile that lit up his face.

"That might be a good idea," he said.

"Excellent. But we're still not fucking, okay? You're not cheating on Grace. I'm just giving you one last session of my special therapy, as you called it."

"That's fine by me."

"In that case, I want to try something." I stood up and went to get the dildo. Now seemed like a better time that any to break it in. "This only arrived today so I want to use it. Well, I want you to use it on me."

"Really?"

"Yes. You'll see what I have planned. But first, close the door and take your clothes off."

Todd hurried to do as I said. He shut my bedroom door and stripped. As he did, I took off my dressing gown. I was wearing the same pyjamas I had worn during the film night, despite my shorts having been slightly soaked during proceedings. I promptly took everything off, letting my breasts hang freely.

"Stand in front of me," I said as I sat on the end of the bed. Todd turned to me, naked. His cock hung limp and I looked at it eagerly. "I can't fuck you but I can fuck this." I caressed the silicone dildo. "I can't find my lube so I'll have to make it wet another way. Just stay there and watch."

I brought the dildo up to my mouth and sucked it. The material tasted strangely cosmetic, and it lacked the warmth and feel of blood pumping through it. But I enjoyed the different sensation and mapping out all the new ridges and contours with my tongue. Its length was beyond any real cock I had previously had, so I struggled to even fit half of it in me before gagging. But I didn't mind. All I needed was to cover it in saliva. I submitted to the drool that began to drip from my stuffed mouth.

As Todd stood and watched my performance, his cock grew. I was hoping to instil in him a sort of phantom pleasure. Make him think of how it would feel if the dildo was replaced with his cock. I'm sure that wasn't difficult for him. I'd done it twice in the last two days.

As his erection stood out and aimed at me, I couldn't help but lean over to it. Todd gasped as I began to blow him. His cock felt familiar to me now. I knew how it felt and I knew how best to bring him pleasure. As I took his thickness in my mouth I teased my wet pussy with the tip of the dildo. I pushed the head in, then the next two inches. I felt it fill me.

But I didn't want to fuck myself. I laid back in the bed and dragged Todd with me, using his cock to pull him forward.

"Fuck me with this," I said as I passed him the dildo, already covered with drool. 

I laid on my back in an imaginary missionary position. He propped himself up beside me, with an arm wrapped around the back of my neck. I grabbed his hard cock and stroked. He pushed the dildo into my pussy.

"Fuck yes," I moaned. "Fuck me."

"I want to be inside you," he said as he began to properly thrust in and out with the silicone penis.

"Imagine you are, baby. Imagine this is your cock." I spread my leg to let him push in further. "It’s almost too thick for my tight little pussy."

My hand tightened around his shaft like a vice. I stroked faster and realised that our mutual masturbation had become perfectly synchronised. I squeezed my tits and pinched my nipples, feeling them becoming sensitive. Looking up at Todd I saw he had his eyes closed.

"You're so fucking tight," he said as he fucked me harder. 

I noticed his hips thrust too so my hand hardly had to move. His hips and hands worked together as he imagined fucking me properly. I felt myself sink into the bed and give in to the sensation. My eyes shut. I felt the dildo pounding my wet pussy. But it could have easily been a real cock. My stroking hand had all but stopped, now simply providing a tight orifice for Todd to fuck.

"You feel so good Todd," I groaned as the cock filled me. I didn't care if it was fake. The pleasure of something so big inside me was immeasurable. It was taking me right to the brink of orgasm. "You're gonna make me cum so bad." 

"Cum from my thick cock, Bec," he said as I passed the edge and felt nothing but the pleasure of being fucked. My body shuddered. I felt completely abused by the massive cock penetrating me. But I loved it. Laying back and taking it deep inside me had given me an incredible climax.

"You make me feel amazing," I whispered, sapped of energy from my orgasm but still feeling all the pleasurable sensations of the dual cocks fucking my hand and pussy.

"I wanna cum inside you," Todd said, thrusting into me harder as he worked to find his release. I could feel his cock swell in my hand, ready to burst.

"Do it, baby. Fill me."

Todd kept fucking me, hand and pussy. It was as if the two were linked by some magical connection. The pleasure of my tight pussy was enough to bring his real cock close to cumming. I had worried my motionless hand wouldn't bring enough stimulation for him, but he proved me wrong as the first shot of cum spurted over my bare stomach.

"Ooh yeah, cum for me baby," I encouraged him, watching intently as his load painted my skin with a milky whiteness. Suddenly my pussy clenched as the dildo continued to ram inside me. I felt a shudder of pleasure. My body was overwhelmed again by the feeling of orgasm. It was strange and unexpected. Like an aftershock of the main event. But I revelled in it as the final drops of Todd's cum pooled in my belly button.

"Your load's so big," I said as he collapsed beside me.

"I just wish I could actually cum inside you." His confession surprised me. I thought his post-nut clarity might have removed any obsession with me.

"Careful Todd. This is the last session with me. In fact, I promise I'll be successful convincing Grace. That means you won't need me anymore." I gave him a sterner remark before giggling as a thought came into my head. "Anyway, you've already cum inside me. Your load from yesterday will still be in my stomach."

He looked at me and couldn't help but laughing. "You're right, sorry. Do you need some tissue?"

I stared down at the sticky mess on my stomach. "I'll be fine if you let me shower first. But I can clean some of it up."

Todd watched as I used my fingers to scoop a load of his cum off my skin and lapped it up. The juices were surprisingly refreshing, bring me back to reality.

"You are such a slut," Todd joked.

I just looked back at him and grinned as I continued to eat his load. "I know."


8. Keeping a Promise

I left Todd to go to the shower and made sure to clean off the remnants of his cum still clinging to my skin. When I got back to my room, he was gone. A few cum stains on the sheets acted as relics of what was my final time having fun with him.

It was for the best. We both knew that. But we both also enjoyed our sessions together. At least I had Logan to keep me satisfied in that department. 

I noticed the dildo nesting in a trench in the duvet. I fished it out, finding it still covered with my juices, and placed on my nightstand. I made a mental note to remember to clean it at some point. Part of me felt, however, that I might never be able to bring myself to use it again. It would only remind me of Todd. It wouldn't be the same just using it on myself. That said, I had managed to imagine it actually was Todd's cock. Yeah. I grinned. Maybe I was in a great situation. Whenever I wanted to, I could fuck myself with Todd's cock and he didn't even need to know. Plus, this way I knew I didn't need to worry about him cumming early.

I laughed to myself, then remembered my promise to him. I got changed and fetched my phone. Browsing through my contacts, I found Grace.

I realised I had no idea how I would start the conversation. How could I convince her to have phone sex with her boyfriend? It seemed like such a ridiculous request from Todd, but I understood his pains. So, I started typing. Here's goes nothing.

"Hey, how's lockdown treating ya?" I saw Grace was online and I didn't need to wait long until she saw my message. Fortunately, she could always be counted on to reply swiftly.

"Hi! I'm fine here, parents a bit anxious it all but at least I'm getting all my work done. How's it there at the flat? Todd tells me you're all actually hanging out together?!"

"Yeah your boyfriend is actually talking to me without you puppeteering him ;) Logan too, surprise surprise." I sent a second text straight after, deciding to dive in and try to approach the issue in a roundabout way. "But I really miss you and the rest of the gang. Just wanna get drunk and go out with everyone. I'm fucking horny too."

"Of course you are," Grace replied. "I know you only miss going out with us cos you want a one night stand ;)"

"Guilty as charged," I wrote, lying back in bed and realising how much I had missed chatting with my friend. But I had to focus on the matter at hand. "At least you have Todd. You guys can still be naughty, not like me!"

"Yeah I guess." Grace's response proved that Todd wasn't lying about their issue.

"You two have phone sex, don't you?" I decided now was a good time to be more head-on.

"Not really...I just find it awkward."

"Grace! You don't know what you're missing!"

"I just never know what to say. It's alright in bed but I can't think of anything on the phone :("

"I can teach you if you like?" I knew I had to do everything in my power to sort out Grace and Todd's relationship. I felt like a love guru.

"Really?"

"Or course! I can give you some examples, some tips on how to respond to him. It'll be fun!"

Luckily Grace didn't need any more encouragement. She seemed rolled over by my enthusiasm and I was thrilled to take on a new student. I never knew I had such valuable knowledge to share, but here I was imparting wisdom like a wise oracle. An oracle of sex.

We spent the rest of the morning texting back and forth. The more we delved into the subject the keener Grace seemed to be about it all.

"And when I'm about to, you know what, do I just say I'm coming?" she asked.

"Exactly that, sometimes you don't need to say much, a simple statement like that is fine especially in the heat of the moment. If you're really worked up you shouldn't be able to think of much else to say anyway haha! But if you do want to add something, you can say 'I'm cumming for you.' It just helps the guy feel a bit more special and involved with your climax."

"Wow, you know a lot!"

"I'm quite experienced haha"

"Do you think I'd be ready to try it with Todd? I don't want to sound stupid and have him not take me seriously."

"Girl, you are more than ready," I replied. "Just don't think about it too much, let it come naturally. And remember it's a two-way thing, a shared experience."

"Okay, thank you so much Bec x"

"You're welcome! Just remember my training and try not to think about me while you’re doing it together. Or do, up to you ;)"

I sent the last message with a pang of regret in my heart. I had trained Grace well and in return I would lose a source of fun and pleasure. But that didn't matter now. As our messaging moved onto different topics I began to really miss my friend. I couldn't do anything to hurt her so I was glad I had at least helped in her relationship.

We ended on a discussion of yesterday's film night, and I had to quickly lie about how it went.

"I wasn't sure at first. The films were strange, but I think we were all satisfied by the end," I said before having to say goodbye to Grace as she went to help her parents make lunch. I was left to lie in bed, thinking of how to spend the rest of my weekend.


9. An Interesting Arrangement

I sort of drifted around after I had eaten lunch. There just wasn't much for me to do, and there was an emptiness inside me now I knew I couldn't occupy myself with Todd's cock again. But my sacrifice was worth it, especially when he found me lounging in the living room.

"Hey," I greeted him as he stood by the door. "I talked to Grace."

"I know." He grinned at me. "She didn't mention you but I know it's because of you . . . she actually wants to try it. Thank you so much, Bec.'

Happy to hear all my efforts hadn't been in vain, I smiled back at him. "That's great, Todd. She did sound very keen once I’d convinced her."

"You did amazing."

"I guess you'll be busy this evening then?" I winked at him.

"Err, sounds like it. You'd make a great sex therapist, by the way. And that's not a joke."

I smirked, before properly considering it. "That's actually a good idea."

"Well." He looked around the room. "I'm gonna go for a walk. You have any plans today?"

I considered tagging along with him, but thought it best to leave him alone for a while. I needed to withdraw from his focus until he had time to properly rediscover his connection to Grace. "I'm just gonna chill I think," I said. "I'm actually feeling a bit hungover from yesterday."

"Sounds good, hope you feel better. See you later."

He left me lying on the sofa, but as soon as I heard the front door slam shut I stood up. The thought of Todd and Grace having fun tonight had really got to me. Now I couldn't think about anything other than sex. I needed a distraction. And I knew exactly who could provide one.

Logan hadn't emerged from his room yet but I knew he was awake. I could hear the whirr of his computer fan as I stood outside his door. Unlike last time, I knew I didn't need to hesitate. I went right in.

"Bec?" he swivelled around on his chair. Surprisingly he hadn't been looking at porn, only a YouTube video.

"Can I join you?" I asked, closing the bedroom door.

"Is this another . . . you know?"

I strode straight over to him and sat on his lap. He didn't resist. In fact, he ran his hands over my smooth legs. I still hadn't bothered changing out of my pyjamas so there was a lot of skin on display for him.

"Another what? Attempt at seduction?" I purred in his ear. "Would that be so bad?"

"No," he moaned as I slipped a hand down his pants, finding him already hard. "I just . . . needed to talk to you."

"Oh?" I got off his lap and kneeled in front of him. "Go ahead. You can talk as much as you want."

"Bec, it's . . . fuck."

I had pulled his hard cock out and wrapped my lips around it, silencing him.

"Go ahead. Say what you were going to say," I said, stroking temporarily before continuing to blow him.

"It's just – shit – okay. Um. Hurrgh. My parents . . . fuck. My parents asked me to come home."

I stopped. I looked at him. No. He couldn't leave. Not now. I had lost Todd's cock, I couldn't lose Logan's too. And especially not all of him. Not after the last few days. My look of worry must have been visible on my face.

"They said they'd come and pick me up," Logan continued. 

"Are you considering it?" I asked, still holding his cock in my hand. I felt its erection subside slightly.

"I'm not sure. I just can't say no to them. You know?"

"But do you actually want to go?"

Logan shrugged his shoulders and looked down at me. I felt ridiculous kneeling in front of him like this, just feeling him getting softer.

"Logan? If you don't want to go, don't."

"The only real reason I'd really stay is . . . you. But I don't know if this will last."

"And if I promised it would last?" I began to feel like I was too obviously begging him to stay. Being on my knees didn't help with that.

"I don't know . . . how can I tell my parents?"

He looked like the dilemma was tearing him apart inside. I felt sorry for him. And I couldn't keep hiding the truth of my desires.

"Listen, Logan. I desperately want you to stay. And I know you want to stay. I'll help you think of what to tell your parents. And . . . maybe we can come up with some sort of arrangement."

"What sort of arrangement?" His interest had been piqued.

I began to play with his member. "Let's say . . . four times a week. Without fail. Four times a week we can spend time together."

"That might work," he said as his erection returned.

"Yeah? And, how about we take turns deciding what to do. Two times a week you choose. Two times a week I choose."

"What is there to choose? I just want to fuck you."

I laughed, stroking him faster. "Well, if there's something you want me to teach you, then you can tell me. And when it's my turn I might want something just for me. Like getting you to lick me out?"

"Oh?" Logan's good mood had returned, helped along by my handjob. "I like the sound of that."

"Good." I licked along the length of his shaft, causing him to groan. "So, let's say it's your turn in charge today. What would you want to do?"

"Can I . . . fuck in the ass?"

His request threw me off-guard. He had only had sex twice and he was already keen to move up in the world. But who was I to discourage his boldness?

"Hell yes," I replied. "But we might need lube. You got any?"

Logan nodded and reached into his draw. The bottle of lube he pulled out was only filled a third of the way up.

"You really have been busy," I grinned, noticing how much he had used.

"No point being frugal with it."

"No, there isn't." I sucked on his cock for a minute, making him swell to his full size, then stood up. "I don't suppose you have a condom?"

"Oh, no." He looked worried, as if I might suddenly turn down his request. Luckily for him I wasn’t going to turn down my first chance for anal in many months.

"Not to worry, I've got some. Don't want your cock getting too dirty. Take your clothes off while I get one."

I ran to my room and managed to find a condom in a half-empty box. Logan was naked when I return, and still completely hard.

"Is this really gonna happen?" he asked, looking at me eagerly.

"Um, of course. But you need to get me in the mood first."

"How?"

I grabbed his cock and kissed his neck. "Make me wet."

With that command he finally took control. He helped me pull my top off. His hands grabbed my tits, massaging them.

"I love your tits, Bec. They're so big."

"Suck on them," I said as I moved to the bed and lied down on it. Logan got on top of me, his erection pressing into my shorts, and sucked my nipples. He pulled on them, sending shivers of pleasure through me. "Fuck, that's so good."

Logan responded by pulling my shorts down. His fingers played with the lips of my pussy.

"You're so wet," he said.

"Fuck my pussy first. Then you can fill my ass."

He didn't need telling twice. My wet arousal let him easily begin to penetrate me. He thrust hard and fast, meanwhile letting his hands explore my body. They ran over my thighs, grabbed my tits, gentled pulled my hair.

"Make me cum, Logan," I said airily. Something about his cock brought me to orgasm so quickly. It hit the perfect spot. "Then you can fuck me in the ass."

My promise gave him the encouragement to fuck me harder. I was at his mercy, desperate for his hard cock to make me climax. My hands clawed at the bedsheets. I wanted to finger my clit but was too overwhelmed by his pounding cock to do anything. I didn't need any more stimulation. I moulded the duvet in my palms. There was nothing I could focus on but the pleasure of each thrust.

"Keep going!" I screamed, knowing I didn't need to worry about Todd hearing. "UUggggh yes. Fuck. Yes. FUUUCK!"

Logan had held me tight as his hips worked harder, bringing me over the edge. My orgasm rippled through my body. My chest heaved and my pussy clenched around his cock.

"That was so good, Logan," I managed to say.

He pulled out, I assumed because he had been so close. But I knew what he wanted next. I grabbed the condom which had been lying beside me and opened the packet. 

"Come here," I said, let him shuffle closer. I rolled the condom over his slick cock then took the bottle of lube, squirting a dollop on his tip and stroking. "You ready?"

"Fuck yes. Are you?"

I smiled and nodded, then turned over. On my hands and knees, my butt was positioned in front of him invitingly.

"Fuck me in the ass," I told him.

Logan grabbed my waist and moved forward on his knees. The head of his cock pushed against my opening. It had been months since a dick had found its way in there so I was expecting to feel a level of discomfort, but Logan's lubed-up slender shaft penetrated me without much resistance.

"Fuck it's so tight," he said, gasping at the brand-new sensation for him.

I winced as he first started to fuck me faster, but soon my ass had become used to it and it provided a wonderfully different pleasure. Being so much tighter than my pussy, every thrust was so all-encompassing and I could feel every throb of his cock.

"I'm already gonna cum," Logan groaned behind me.

"Cum inside me."

I braced myself for him to fuck me harder, but instead his pulled out. Slowly, his cock was drawn out of my ass and I groaned as it left me feeling stretched and empty.

"What's wrong?" I asked, turning to lie on my back.

"I had something I wanted to try," he said, looking a bit sheepish. "Something for when I finish?"

I raised an eyebrow. "Logan, just say it."

"I want you to make me cum with your tits."

I looked at him and smiled. "A titjob? You should have just said!"

Logan grinned and took the condom off then shuffled over to me. Straddling me with his knees on either side of torso, his cock rested in the valley between my big tits.

"You wanna cum like this?" I asked as I grabbed my tits, pushing them together so his cock was completely enveloped by the cleavage they created.

"Fuck yes." His head tilted back as the new stimulation took over.

I watched as the head of his cock disappeared and re-emerged each time the flesh of my breasts surrounding it. I pushed them together harder, creating a tighter grip on his shaft. His tip bulged and a drop of precum leaked out.

"I'm going to cum so hard," Logan moaned, his body tightening.

I worked my tits faster. "Cum on my tits."

"Uuughghh."

Cum shot out of his engorged head, striking my on the chin. It painted my neck in long white strings. It pulsed like a cannon. His warm stickiness covered me. I expected it to squirt into the deep ridge between my tits but the power behind his orgasm instead gave me an ornate pearl necklace. Logan looked at the jewellery he had unloaded on me as he sat back.

"You had so much in you!" I said, struggling to see the full extent of the load dripping over me. "Fuck that was amazing."

Logan lay down beside me. "Is that okay? Making a mess, I mean."

I smiled reassuringly at him as I helped myself to the day's second serving of cum.

*****

As we lay on Logan's bed, both recovering from our bout of fun, I held his hand.

"You'll stay with me then, won't you?"

He turned to look at me, smiling. "I've never had someone like you want me so much. I'd be an idiot to turn you down."

"I just can't go back to being alone in my room all day every day. I'm sure you don't either."

"I know, but what do I tell my parents? I need a good excuse."

"What, you can't tell them you want to stay with your friend who you also happen to fuck?" I teased him, poking his chest. "Don't worry, we'll think of something. Oh, and I need your help with something.”

“What?”

“At some point I need to try to beat my record.”

“What record?” He still hadn’t caught on to my meaning.

“Six,” I answered, showing him the same number of fingers. He looked at me confused and I watched the cogs in his brain whirring. Then his eyes widened as the realisation struck him.

“Oooh,” he said. “We can definitely try that. But only if you help me set my record.”

I laughed at his response and gladly accepted his deal. We joked around some more and spent the rest of the afternoon in Logan's bedroom. Not fucking, for a change, but playing videogames. And in the evening we slumped in the living room to start a new Netflix series we had both been meaning to watch.

When I went to the bathroom between episodes, I saw a notification from Tinder. Bruce had messaged me again. Curiosity got the better of me and I opened the app.

“What some fun again?” It had been two days now since that first message. I might have felt bad about ghosting him, but I knew as well as him that that was just part of the Tinder game. His recent message was far worse: “Let’s chat when lockdown is done then.”

Fuck this guy and his arrogance. He may have provided me with one satisfying orgasm remotely, but I now had no compelling reason to keep him waiting in the wings for me. I had a real cock to use when I needed. And, even if I wanted to meet him for a fuck in the distant future, his messages had really turned me off to that idea.

I considered replying to him. I could have explained my new situation, but why the fuck should I. Instead, I unmatched with him and was about to leave the bathroom. But then I looked back at Tinder. No amount of swiping and chatting with strangers was going to bring me the same levels of satisfaction I’d had in the last couple of days. It was only ever a distraction. And sometimes I met some serious shitheads so it was probably a good move for my mental health. Without hesitating any further, I deleted the app and went back to the living room, feeling utterly liberated.

Todd joined us later in the evening, having slinked off to his room after dinner.

"Whatcha been up to?" I asked teasingly, seeing the face of a man who had just experienced a relief of tension.

"Oh, just talking to Grace," he answered, smirking. He looked at me knowingly as he joined us on the sofa. "What are you guys watching?"

I noticed we were all sat in the same positions we had been for our film night. Memories of what had happened made me smile, but then I realised I wasn't smiling because of that. The three of us, hanging out together, getting through lockdown with the support of one another, that was what filled me with happiness. I may not have Todd's cock to play with anymore, but I did have a newfound friendship. And now my arrangement with Logan was sure to stave off any sexual frustration. Despite a rocky start to lockdown, we were all in it together.
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