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From Boyfriend To Bitch: Parts 1-7

      
 
    1. His Punishment
 
      
 
    I shifted uncomfortably in my seat. I hoped no one would notice. At least, not Julie or Rob. It was too late to hope that Alexis hadn’t noticed. I already knew she had. Alexis noticed everything. And more than that, she knew exactly what the source of my discomfort was, too. After all, it was her idea. 
 
    “You two should really check it out,” Julie was saying. We had been talking about some movie she and Rob had seen a couple of nights earlier. I was trying to listen, really I was. I wasn’t trying to be rude. But it was impossible to concentrate on the mundane conversation we were having with my girlfriend’s sister and her boyfriend. I had much more pressing things to worry about. 
 
    “Yeah, maybe we will,” Alexis said. She had no problem keeping the conversation going. Then again, she never did. She was a talker. She always had been. They say opposites attract, and I don’t know how true that is. But in one sense I can vouch for it. The more my girlfriend liked to talk, the less I had to when we were in social situations. After all, I’d never been exactly a social butterfly.  
 
    Still, these were unusual circumstances. I usually did better than this. But if I was having trouble making small talk with Alexis’s sister, she only had herself to blame. Well, maybe not completely herself. And as I reflected on that, thinking back over the series of events that had led me to the position I was currently in, I felt a hot flood of shame washing over me. Which, after all, was kind of the point. 
 
    “I didn’t like it as much as the other one she was in.”  
 
    As the girls went on chatting, I kind of zoned out. These regular meet ups were for them. Rob and I were really just along for the ride. I had nothing against him, either. He seemed like an okay dude. It was just one of those friendships of convenience. We had to get along because our girlfriends were sisters. I had nothing against the guy, but I didn’t imagine we would’ve been friends otherwise. 
 
    And I tried to play my role in the conversation as much as I could. Tried not to squirm and shift too much in my seat. Once or twice, I thought I caught Julie glancing at me, and it almost froze my heart with fear. I dreaded being asked to explain myself. Dreaded someone wondering what was going on with me. So I tried to sit still and act normal. But as anyone knows, trying to act normal is a surefire way to make yourself act strange. 
 
    Somehow, though, I held it together. Our food arrived, giving us something else to talk about. We ate and chatted and joked around and spent what felt like an unending couple of hours catching up. Until finally, the ordeal was over. As usual, Rob tried to pay for everyone. I struggled not to let him. And once the customary tussle over the bill was over, we headed out to the parking lot and said our goodbyes. I hugged Julie, the way I always did, feeling more uncomfortable than usual as she pressed her body against mine. I shook hands with Rob. Then Alexis and I headed to my car. I breathed a sigh of relief as we climbed inside and closed the doors, shutting out the world. I had survived. And beside me, in the passenger seat, Alexis grinned broadly as she looked at me. 
 
    “There. That wasn’t so bad, was it?” 
 
    “Are you kidding? That was awful.” 
 
    Alexis threw back her head and laughed. A real deep belly laugh that rose up from inside her to fill my car with the sound of her amusement. She was in her element. She loved this. And my discomfort only seemed to make her enjoy herself more. Maybe I should have been mad at her. But I wasn’t. That laugh took all the sting out of my anger. That, and the way she looked. Alexis was just too lovely to stay mad at for any significant length of time.  
 
    To look at her was to want her. From the first I met her, I had been entranced by her soft brown eyes, her sharp cheekbones, her luxurious dark hair that she wore short, cut in an irregular bob around her pretty face. Not to mention that body. Her curves were incredible, her hourglass figure something a pinup girl might envy. She was out of my league. I had always thought so. Then again, as far as I was concerned, Alexis was out of everyone’s league. Too beautiful to resist and to sexy to ignore. In so many ways, she was the girl of my dreams. A product of dreams I never would’ve allowed myself to have. 
 
    And yet, as lucky as I felt to be with her, as much as I struggled to believe that a woman like her would ever want to be with a guy like me, I had still managed to almost fuck everything up. 
 
    “Well, that’s what you deserve. If you hadn’t acted the way you did, I wouldn’t have to punish you like this.” 
 
    There was something in that, too. Just the way she leaned on the word punish, pronouncing it slowly and carefully so that sex seem to drip from her lips. She was just a regular girl from a regular family. I could never understand where she had mastered these tricks of flirtation and seduction. It just seemed to come so naturally to her. And that, combined with her good looks, made Alexis completely irresistible to me. Sometimes, it occurred to me that this girl could do just about anything to me. If this wasn’t proof of that, I didn’t know what was. And what scared me was the idea that she would figure this out for herself. That she would come to understand the power my desire for her granted. Already, it seemed, she had some idea of that. 
 
    “You were such an asshole that night.” 
 
    The smile fell from Alexis’s face, replaced by a slight frown.  
 
    “I know,” I said with a groan. “I told you I was sorry.” 
 
    I was. I’d acted like an ass in front of her friends. I’d been out with some buddies of mine before meeting Alexis at a house party, and I’ve had a little too much to drink. Worse, I kept on drinking. I was full of myself, and my idiot friends were encouraging me, and although my memory of exactly how I behaved a little fuzzy, I know it wasn’t good. I acted like an arrogant prick. I acted like an asshole, and I made Alexis look ridiculous for being with a guy like me in front of her friends. I hadn’t forgotten. I still felt shame at the memory, and the fact that I had hurt her. 
 
    “Not sorry enough,” Alexis said. She shook her head as she spoke, her dark hair swaying around those glorious cheekbones. Her voice was stern, but already, I could tell that amusement was returning to it. “When I’m done with you, you’ll really know the meaning of the word sorry.” 
 
    Her words were menacing. But the menace was tempered by the smile that returned to her face, the devious smile of pleasure and anticipation. 
 
    “When you’re done with me? You mean we’re not done yet? 
 
    Slowly, pressing her full lips together, Alexis shook her head. 
 
    “Not yet,” she said softly. “Wearing a pair of my panties to meet my sister was a good start. But you humiliated me at that party. If I was going to really pay you back, I should make you wear them in public. I should tell everyone what you’re wearing under your parents and completely humiliate you the way you humiliated me.” 
 
    “Come on, Alexis,” I said. I tried to keep my voice steady. But my sexy girlfriend had managed to pinpoint exactly what I most feared in this situation. Her warm brown eyes took on a cool stare as she turned sideways in her seat, looking me up and down. 
 
    “I’m not that cruel,” she said at last. “It must’ve been pretty humiliating for you already, knowing you were wearing my panties all through that meal.” 
 
    “Yeah, it was,” I admitted. Alexis’s eyes sparkled as she bit her lower lip.  
 
    “Show me.” 
 
    “What?”  
 
    “You heard me. Show me. I want to see those panties you’re wearing. Show me how sorry you are, and how you’ll do anything to make it up to me. I mean, that’s what you said, wasn’t it? That you would do anything? Well, this is what anything looks like. Or was that another lie when you said that?” 
 
    She was still smiling, but I couldn’t fail to notice the dangerous flash in her eyes as she spoke. Alexis was making me nervous. I told myself that was ridiculous. What else could she do to me? For all her generous curves, she was a slender woman, and it wasn’t like I was in any physical danger. She couldn’t actually force me to do anything. But even as I thought about it, I knew I was just playing games with myself. Alexis didn’t need physical force. Her beauty gave her all the power over me she could need. I might be physically stronger than her, but she was stronger than me in every other way. I was completely outmatched and all I could do was hope that she didn’t know it. Even if the slow smile on her face suggested otherwise. 
 
    “I know, but… Here? 
 
    “Yes, here. There’s no one around. Not right now, anyway. The longer you wait, the higher the chance someone will turn up. So just open your pants and give me a peek. Go on, it’ll be fun.” 
 
    I knew I was being manipulated. And the smile on my girlfriend’s face seemed to suggest she knew that I knew. That didn’t make me immune to her charms. Far from it. Desire bloomed within me once again as I looked at her, captivated by her beauty and her adventurous spirit. I peered out of the windows of my car. Alexis was right, for now. Julie and Rob had left, and there was nobody else in the restaurant parking lot but us. Better to get it over with. 
 
    As I reached for the front of my pants, Alexis spluttered with laughter. Another easy victory for her, and another humiliating defeat for me. Unfastening my belt, I pulled open the zipper of my pants. 
 
    “There. Happy now?” 
 
    Between the teeth of my parted zipper, a triangle of pink fabric showed. Of course they were pink. Alexis figured that would add to the humiliation of wearing her underwear. She had picked the most uncomfortable pair she could, a pair that she said would ride up constantly and get stuck between my cheeks. She was right. That was true for her, and it was even more true for me. Wearing her panties had been deeply uncomfortable, and I hadn’t been able to forget what I had on under my clothes for even a minute. Which was the point, I supposed. To humiliate me with the secret only we two knew. 
 
    “Pretty happy, yeah,” Alexis said. “You look so ridiculous. Such a little bitch.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said, forcing a smile onto my face that I didn’t really feel. “That’s enough.” I reached for the zipper of my pants. But Alexis stopped me with a wordless noise of disappointment in her throat. Shifting on her seat again, she leaned toward me. Her eyes glowed as she reached across me, her hands sinking down between my thighs. Now it was my turn to groan as she ran her fingers over the exposed patch of pink female underwear. 
 
    “Oh my God, are you hard right now?” she said, peering into my eyes as she spoke. 
 
    “No,” I snapped, against all evidence to the contrary. My cock was swelling rapidly in Alexis’s hand, and her fingers moved lightly over the bulge by the tight pink panties I wore that only dug into me more the more excited I got. 
 
    “Yes you are,” she said, her grin never faltering. “If I didn’t know any better, I’d think you like this. You like being dressed up in women’s panties?”  
 
    “No,” I said with a scowl. 
 
    “It’s okay,” Alexis said as she continued to manipulate me through the fabric. I should push her hand away, I knew. Push her back into her seat and zip up my pants and stop this ridiculous display. But I couldn’t. It didn’t take a genius to figure out why. It felt good. That was the truth. As her panties grew ever tighter against my surging cock, I had to acknowledge how good it felt to have her touching me there like that in such a outrageous way. 
 
    “It’s okay if you like it,” Alexis said. “There’s no shame in liking what you like. In fact, I think it’s kind of sexy.” 
 
    “I don’t like wearing panties,” I insisted. 
 
    “Well, I like you wearing them,” she went on. “I like as having a sexy little secret like that when we are out in public. It really gets me going. And you can deny it all you want, but look how hard you are. You fucking love this.” 
 
    “No I don’t,” I said again. “But if you’re touching me, I’m going to get hard.” Alexis laughed again. 
 
     “Why?” she asked, even as she went on toying with me. “Are you thinking about fucking me right now?” 
 
    “Of course I am,” I said. “Come on, let’s go home.” 
 
    “Why? So you can fuck me? Because you got so excited at wearing my panties that you just have to have me?” 
 
    “It’s not that,” I protested. My protests were getting weaker by the minute. Alexis’s hand between my legs was driving me crazy, and I was rapidly losing the ability to think about anything else. 
 
    “I think it is,” Alexis said, still smiling up at me. “You know what I think it is? I think you like being my little bitch boy. You like it when I humiliate you. When I punish you. Don’t you?” 
 
    “Well… It’s pretty hot,” I admitted. Once again, Alexis laughed out loud, filling the car with the sound of her amusement. 
 
    “It is,” she said as her laughter subsided. My cock was raging in her hand now as she expertly stroked it through the feminine underwear. “A girl could get used to this. Come on then, bitch boy. Take me home.”  
 
    Alexis removed her hand from my cock as she spoke. Turning in her seat, she faced out toward the front of the car again. Hurriedly, I stuffed my cock back inside my pants and zipped up. I couldn’t get home fast enough. Twisting the key, I started my car and pulled out of the parking lot.  
 
    It was a short ride home, and neither of us said very much. Anticipation crackled in the air between us, every mile we traveled serving to make our excitement grow. Finally, we pulled up outside my house. I all but jumped out of the car, my cock pressing remorselessly against the inside of my jeans as I hurried to the front door. Alexis followed me, but not nearly fast enough for my liking. We are barely in the front door before I took her in my arms, pulling that gorgeous body against my own. The feel of the curves of her young body under my hands fueled my desire like gasoline poured onto flames, and my mouth was almost watering as I kissed her, chasing the heat of her body along her slender neck as I kissed my way down toward her shoulder. 
 
    Our bodies still entangled, neither of us willing to let the other go, we stumbled blindly toward the bedroom. As we crashed through the door, I pulled her sweater off over her head, revealing her full and beautiful breasts bouncing in the bra she wore. As I kissed them, I heard her sigh in pleasure. My hands reached the front of her jeans, and I deftly unfastened them, pulling the tight fabric down over her ample hips with some difficulty. She wiggled her body to help me undress her, and as her pants fell to the floor, she kicked off her shoes and stepped out of them. Next, her panties fell onto the floor, and I heard her moan as I place my hand between her legs. I could feel the heat of her desire against my palm, the growing wetness of her arousal plainly obvious as I rubbed my fingers against her skin. She moaned as I slid my finger tips along the valley of her sex, teasing her with my touch to draw more wetness out of her. 
 
    Alexis was practically gasping with pleasure now. She lifted my T-shirt over my head and tossed it aside. Then she unfastened my jeans. As she pushed them down, I reached for the panties I was wearing to take them off. But she stopped me. Placing a hand on my wrist, Alexis pulled away from me enough to look deep into my eyes as she spoke. 
 
    “No, bitch boy,” she said, her teeth shining in a white arc between her kissable lips as she grinned at me. “Leave those on for now. I’ve never fucked a panty boy before.” 
 
    I was speechless. This was all new. We had never played like this before. But I’d be lying if I said it didn’t appeal to me. Of course, in the aroused state I was in, almost anything she did would appeal to me. I wanted her badly, and I didn’t care what I had to say or do to have her. So I left the panties on. Stripping off the rest of my clothes, I stood before her in nothing but her girly underwear. 
 
    And Alexis stepped back. Straightening her arms, she placed her hands on my shoulders and looked me up and down. She was still wearing her bra, but nothing else, and her gorgeous pussy called to me as we stood there facing each other. Alexis seemed to be savoring the moment, enjoying the ridiculous spectacle of me wearing her ill-fitting panties. My swollen cock made the front of the underwear bulge, the panties tested to the limit of their tensile strength by a body they were never designed for. I looked ridiculous. But that seemed to please her.  
 
    Slowly, she reached both hands behind her back and unhooked the clasp of her bra. Her breasts hung free as she slid it down over her arms. Then, she took the bra in her hands and lifted it over my head. Before I knew what she was doing, she had lifted one strap over my head, pushing it down until the bra hung around my neck. The elastic aided fabric clung to me as she gripped it in her fist and tugged on it firmly. 
 
    “Get over here, panty boy,” she said, and I couldn’t miss this near in her voice as she took a step backward toward the bed. “Time to make me cum.” 
 
    She sat down on the bed. At the same time, she pulled on the bra like a leash, pulling me toward her. I grinned as I moved to climb onto the bed on top of her. But Alexis stopped me. Placing her free hand on my shoulder, she pushed me away. She pushed me down, pulling downward on the bra at the same time. I realize what she wanted, and smiled. I got down on my knees at the foot of the bed, and Alexis smiled to as she lay back, working one leg languidly over my shoulder and pulling my head toward her. 
 
    I didn’t need to be told what to do. Eagerly, I stuck my face between her legs and began to lick. The taste of her pussy filled my mouth, and I was gratified to hear her begin to moan almost right away. Her fragrant juices were flowing freely, and her obvious arousal turned me on too. While my cock raged unstoppably in her panties, I did my best to please my newly dominant girlfriend. I slid my tongue between her lips and kissed her pussy as it twitched against my mouth. I rubbed my face against her body, feeling her buck her hips to increase the friction as her pleasure grew. Her legs tightened around me, pulling me deeper, and I plunged my tongue inside her, feeling her tight wet warmth around me as my cock eight with desire. 
 
    “Don’t do that.” I had no idea she was watching me. She seemed so caught up in her own pleasure. But she had noticed that I was stroking my cock through her panties, and it evidently displeased her. With the leg that wasn’t hooked around my shoulders, she pushed my hand away from my cock. I grudgingly complied. It was hard to resist the urge for self pleasure, but in the sexy game we were playing, Alexis was in charge. So instead, I place my hands on her thighs, feeling her toned flesh shaking under my hands as I continued to lick her. 
 
    I took my time. Going down on Alexis was never a chore, and even though I wanted more, I wasn’t in a hurry. Besides, I knew that the better I could make her feel with my mouth, the more likely she would give in to the other things I wanted. So I used every trick I knew, everything I had learned over the course of our relationship. After all, I knew what Alexis liked. And before long, my efforts were getting the result I wanted. My girlfriend’s moans became louder and more rhythmic, rising to an ever higher pitch of pleasure while her pussy spasmed against my mouth. The tremor in her thighs grew more powerful, and I leaned forward, pushing my face against her as her erupting juices covered my skin. She lay back on the bed now, her eyes closed, strands of her dark hair clinging to her skin as she moaned and gasped. I watched her magnificent boobs rise and fall on her chest, hiding her face from me as her body convulsed. She still held the bra around my neck in one hand, and from time to time, she tugged on it savagely, using it to pull me closer toward her. But I couldn’t get much closer. My tongue was buried inside her, feeling her warmth and the steady spasming of her pussy as her excitement grew. 
 
    I’m not one of those guys who only goes down on his woman reluctantly. I enjoyed it. But usually, when I did it, Alexis brought it to a definite end. Normally, she got so excited that she would want to have sex right there and then. Of course, that was fine by me. But as I kneeled the foot of the bed and ate her out, I realize that we had gone past the point at which she usually moved on to the next stage. She was letting me lick her longer and more thoroughly than she ever had before. And when Alexis suddenly cried out, her legs thrashing under my hands as she rode wild waves of pleasure, I understood what had happened. It was the first time my girlfriend had ever cum in my face like that. The first time she let me lick her long enough to bring her to orgasm. I had no idea she could get off that way, and had always kind of assumed that giving her oral sex was just for foreplay. But as her hot juices spilled over my chin and into my mouth, I realized just how turned on she must’ve been by the kinky adventure of me wearing her underwear. If it got my beautiful girlfriend going like this, I figured, wearing a pair of panties under my clothes wasn’t such a high price to pay. 
 
    “Oh my God,” Alexis gasped.” “Oh my God, that was good.” 
 
    “I’m glad,” I said. Rising from my knees, I climbed slowly onto the bed on top of her. Still vibrating with the afterglow of pleasure, Alexis watched me. I straddled her naked body, moving my mouth down over hers to kiss her. With a sharp jerk on the bra still around my neck, she reached up with her other hand and pushed my head roughly away. 
 
    “Don’t kiss me with your cunt breath,” she sneered. I gazed at her in surprise. It had never been a problem before. But this was a new Alexis I was seeing, a different side to the woman I desired so much. It was a side to Alexis I had never seen before, and that was what made it so unbelievably exciting as I gazed at her in astonishment. 
 
    “Did you think I was going to let you fuck me now?” she said, smiling up at me with her eyes shining in malicious glee. 
 
    “Kind of, yeah,” I admitted. Alexis laughed again, that same wild laugh I had heard in the car earlier. 
 
    “No, I don’t think so,” she said. “I told you I wasn’t done punishing you. Wearing panties to meet my sister was a start, but you still haven’t earned the right to put your dick in me. No, panty boys just get to eat pussy and dream of having real sex. Your pussy privileges are revoked until further notice.” 
 
    “You gotta be kidding me,” I said. In response, Alexis twisted the bra in her hand and pulled on it, pulling me closer to her. I sprawled on top of her, balancing myself on hands and knees, my cock still raging inside her underwear. Raging even more, in fact, as she revealed this cruel and dominant streak I had never known she had. 
 
    “Do I look like I’m joking?” she said, her face serious as she stared deep into my eyes. “I told you I was going to make you pay. I’m not going to have sex with you until I’m convinced you’ve learned your lesson, and that you’ll never embarrass me like that again. So until then, you’re going to be my pussy-licking panty bitch. Now, get your fucking face back down between my legs. You’re not done yet. You’re going to spend the rest of the day giving me oral sex while I just lie here and enjoy it. Got it, panty boy?” 
 
    “Yes,” I muttered. I didn’t know where this was coming from, and I felt deeply embarrassed at the things she was saying. She had no right. Sure, I had embarrassed her at a party, but this reaction seemed completely disproportionate. And yet, I found I couldn’t say no. I wanted her too badly. And so, to my lasting shame, I slid back off the bed to take up my position on the floor again, and Alexis spread her legs, pulling on the bra to draw me back to her wet pussy. 
 
    “That’s it, panty bitch,” she said, laughing now at how easily she controlled me. “It’s about time you learned your place.” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    2. Alexis’s Panty Boy 
 
      
 
    I rolled my eyes. On the couch beside me, Alexis sat, her eyes reflecting the bluish glow of the screen as she watched the movie. I didn’t want to say anything. After all, she seemed like she was into it. But the stupid Hollywood clichés kept piling up, and it was getting harder and harder not to notice them. Is every script written by a robot these days? Lately, every movie I see, I feel like I know what’s about to happen. But I tried to hold my tongue for Alexis’s sake. 
 
    Besides, I had more pressing things to worry about. We still hadn’t had sex. It had been a week now since the party where I embarrassed my girlfriend in front of her friends by getting drunk and acting like an asshole, and she hadn’t let me have sex with her since. Not penetrative sex, anyway. The kind I wanted. The embargo was still in place.  
 
    And for us, a week might as well have been a lifetime. Ever since we first started dating, we had never gone more than a few days without hooking up. After all, we’re young, and our relationship was only a few months old, and we were still at that stage where we couldn’t keep our hands off each other. Though I suspected, given how attracted to Alexis I was, that stage would never end for me. I didn’t think too much about our future and where our relationship was going. We were still in that fun exciting early phase when all that matters is the present. But I can easily imagine myself still wanting this woman in five or ten or twenty years. If anything, I wanted her more now than I had when we first met. Then again, that could have been the sexual frustration talking. 
 
    That frustration was very much in evidence as I turned my eyes away from the screen to surreptitiously look at her. My eyes traveled over her body, taking in her gorgeous curves. She was dressed casually in a T-shirt and ripped jeans, but the way the denim clung to her thighs made my cock begin to swell in my own jeans. The week she had made me endure without sex hadn’t been without pleasure for her. Alexis had made sure I kept her happy with frequent oral sex. My jaw ached with how many times she had made me go down on her. And although she had always been a girl with a very healthy sexual appetite, that only seemed to have increased since she began punishing me for embarrassing her. She seemed to want to all the time. Maybe because she knew she didn’t have to reciprocate. She didn’t have to do anything. All she had to do was order me to please her and then lie there and let me do my job. If I had been able to do the same to her, to order up blowjobs on demand, I probably would have made even more use of it than she did. 
 
    I longed to touch her. Sitting there beside her on the couch pretending to watch a dumb movie, I craved her body like I never had before. A battle raged inside me, and I told myself I should just do it. I should just take her right there and then. Pin her down to the sofa and pull off those jeans and plunge my aching cock inside her. But I couldn’t. I didn’t have her permission. I still hadn’t earned back what Alexis had taken to calling pussy privileges, the right to have the sex with her that I wanted. Instead, I was expected to focus on pleasuring her until she decided I was worthy of something more. 
 
    “He’s so hot, isn’t he?” 
 
    Alexis didn’t take her eyes off the screen as she spoke. It was immediately clear who she was talking about. The movie’s male lead, one of those Hollywood heartthrobs that women seem to simultaneously decide to go crazy over for a while. I shrugged. 
 
    “Not really my type,” I said. 
 
    “I think he’s gorgeous.” 
 
    Alexis was still staring at the screen as she spoke. The hero was standing in the open doorway of the heroin’s house, his shirt plastered to his ripped torso by an unconvincing rain shower. After many trials and tribulations, they were finally confessing their love to one another, and as he stepped over the threshold, the heroin flung herself at him, seizing his head in her hands as she kissed him passionately. For a moment, Alexis tore her eyes away from the screen, and a sly smile spread across her face as she looked at me. 
 
    “Come here,” she said. I knew that light in her eyes. The movie had gotten her excited. Hope surged in my heart as I wondered if finally, after this week of frustration and denial, she might be ready to give me what I wanted. I leaned toward her on the sofa, ready to kiss her. But Alexis placed her hand on my shoulder and pushed me down. 
 
    “That’s right,” she said, “get on your knees. You know what to do. Get me off while I watch this movie.” 
 
    I opened my mouth to say something, then thought better of it. Ever since she had decided to punish me for my transgression, Alexis had become more and more comfortable ordering me around. She loved it. And I’d be lying if I said I didn’t find it sexy too. I had never expected to, but this dominant side to her personality did something to me. In its own strange way, it felt good to give up control to someone else. To do what a beautiful woman told me. It certainly made life easier, in a way. But it also made it much more frustrating and embarrassing and shameful. Even as I did as I was told, I knew how pathetic I must appear to her. A man she could just order around and make him go down on her at the drop of a hat. The fact that I enjoyed eating her pussy didn’t change the shame I felt at so readily obeying her commands. 
 
    But I had a job to do. Alexis kept her eyes on the screen as she turned in the seat, lying back on the sofa. I unfastened her jeans and pulled them off, followed by her panties. She paid me no attention whatsoever as I steered my face between her legs, kissing her sex tenderly as I began. She let out only the faintest of sighs as I began to lick her pussy. Soon, her juices began to flow, and I tasted her growing pleasure. But still, she paid me no attention. Reaching out, she placed one hand on my head, just resting it there. She was still watching the movie. Watching a prolonged sex scene between the two lead actors that looked ridiculously clichéd to me, but seem to be having a powerful effect on her.  
 
    Gradually, her moans of pleasure got louder. Gradually, she gave in to arousal. Soon, the juices were pouring out of her, and her swollen lips were twitching against my tongue as I reverently licked them. Alexis’s legs spasmed around my head, and a moan of pleasure rose from her throat. She could ignore me all she wanted and focus on the movie if she liked, but I was getting to her. That was something, I told myself as I furiously ate her out. Something to counterbalance my deep shame as I wondered if she was thinking of this movie heartthrob. Probably she’d let him fuck her. Probably she wouldn’t make him go down on her without reciprocating at all. Spurred on by shame and disgrace and desperate lust, my cock throbbed mercilessly in my pants, yearning for the woman I could taste on my tongue but couldn’t have in any other way. 
 
    The phone rang. It jolted me out of my strange thoughts of jealous desire and thrilling humiliation. As I raised my face from between Alexis’s damp and shaking thighs, I saw her reach for her cell phone that lay on the arm of the sofa beside her. To my astonishment, she took the call. At the same time, she scowled at me, pointing silently back toward her sex and snapping her fingers. I took her meaning. I could hardly believe what she was doing. But I didn’t question her. Instead, I returned to licking my girlfriend’s pussy while she chatted on the phone. 
 
    “Hi, Julie,” she said with a smile, and I felt a stab of embarrassment to know that she was talking to her sister while I ate her out. The same sister who had no idea I had been wearing a tight pair of pink panties the last time we met. “I’m watching that movie you recommended. I know. Yeah, I’m watching that bit right now! Yeah, I know. It’s got me a little…” Alexis burst out laughing before finishing her sentence. But her meaning was clear. I knew exactly how the scene had gotten her. I could taste it on my tongue as I kneeled between her legs, still licking her while she chatted and watched a movie as though I wasn’t even there at all. 
 
    “I wish,” Alexis said with another throaty laugh, and I cringed as I wondered what her sister had said to her. “Jim’s not exactly… Well, he tries hard.” More laughter. My cheeks burned with shame to hear her mention my name, to hear her discussing my inadequacies with Julie. I had no doubt that was what the two of them were talking about. What else could she mean? No doubt I didn’t measure up this movie star, this cheesy heartthrob both sisters seemed so taken with. But I was the man who was there, licking her pussy, not this actor who didn’t even know she existed. And I channeled that anger into the movements of my mouth and tongue on her beautiful body. Alexis was doing a great job of keeping calm, of not letting her rising pleasure show in her voice as she talked to her sister. I was determined to change that. 
 
    “Oh really? That sucks,” Alexis said. And her eyes strayed toward me as she fell silent for a moment, letting her sister tell some story. Lifting the phone away from her ear, Alexis pressed a button on the screen. I could only hope she had muted her side of the conversation, letting his sister talk as she spoke to me instead. 
 
    “Put my panties on,” she said, and her eyes flashed like steel as she spoke. 
 
    “What?”  
 
    “You heard me. I want you to take off all your clothes and put on my panties. I like you to wear panties when you eat me out. I like to be reminded that you’re my little pussy licking panty bitch. Now do it, if you ever want to fuck me again. If you want to earn your pussy privileges back, you’re going the wrong way about it.” 
 
    Alexis didn’t even wait for an answer. As though she already knew I would do as I was told. Instead, she pressed the screen of her phone again and returned it to her ear, a smile spreading across her face as she responded to her sister. Trembling with humiliation and disbelief, I kneeled on the floor for a moment. I thought about telling her to fuck off. I really did. This was going too far now. It had been a sexy game to play for a while, but she had no right to treat me this way. And yet, my cock ached between my legs, and some strange part of me long to do as she said. Alexis was always unbelievably sexy to me, but lately, as she discovered her dominant nature, she had become hotter than ever. I didn’t know why I couldn’t her, why I love to be treated this way. I only knew that I did. That I couldn’t say no to her. And it was more than the threat of not getting to have sex with her, though that was a powerful part of it too. 
 
    I stood. Alexis watched me move, still chatting on the phone, still smiling away happily. Between her legs, her pussy shone with her fragrant juices, her toned legs lewdly spread to reveal her sex to me. I pulled off my clothes right there in the living room. My cock sprang out hard and ready for sex as I pulled down my pants, and Alexis’s smile seemed to deepen as she brazenly looked at it. Then, I bent to the floor and picked up the panties I had just removed from her body. They were still warm from her skin. Cringing with embarrassment, I struggled into them, pulling them up my legs. I did my best to stuff my hard cock inside the restrictive fabric, creating an unsightly bulge in the material as I wrestled with it. But that was the whole point. Once I had the panties on, my erection plainly visible through the fabric, Alexis wordlessly pointed back down to the floor. And just like the submissive bitch she said I was, I dropped to my knees and began to eat her out again. 
 
    “Yeah, I know,” Alexis said. “You know what guys are like. Most of them just think with their dicks. That’s why you have to be the smart one in the relationship. It’s kind of like training a dog.” 
 
    There was a pause, and then Alexis laughed. 
 
    “I’m not trying to be mean,” she said. “I’m not saying they’re animals. I’m just saying they’re… More simple than we are. They don’t think everything through. That’s what you have to work with.” 
 
    There was another pause, Alexis throwing in the occasional noise of agreement while his sister spoke. Meanwhile, her pussy quivered and spasmed against my mouth. I was getting to her. And she was doing an impressive job of pretending otherwise, of making her voice sound as though she wasn’t doing anything other than watching a movie. But her excitement was growing. I could tell that. And it gave me a savage joy to know I was at least having some effect on her. 
 
    “Well, let me know how it goes,” Alexis said. “I’m gonna watch the rest of this movie now. Talk to you later. Love you.” 
 
    With that, she hung up the phone. Tossing it aside, she let out a long sigh that turned into a rising moan of bliss. Her pussy spasmed more forcefully under my tongue as she closed her eyes for a moment, biting her lower lip and gripping the couch cushion behind her head with both hands. Then she opened her eyes, staring down at me over her splayed-out body while I carried on licking. Reaching down, she grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled my head back painfully. Her eyes traveled over my face, and I couldn’t read the expression in them. I couldn’t pick apart the different threads. Desire, certainly. Arousal, definitely. And a kind of cruelty too, a kind of dominant sneer I had not seen from her before. It made a chill raced through my body as I kneeled before her. And when she slapped my cheek with her free hand, I gasped in shock rather than pain. 
 
    “You’re a naughty little panty boy,” Alexis growled. “Trying to make me cum while I was on the phone to my sister, weren’t you?”  
 
    “Yes,” I said, not bothering to deny it. 
 
    “Well, your little scheme failed,” she said, her glittering eyes still moving up and down over my face. “But it’s not over yet. Go on and make me cum like a good bitch boy should.” 
 
    Using her grip on my hair, she forced my head back down, pressing my mouth against her pussy. I went on licking her again, before sliding my tongue inside. Alexis moaned, and her thighs tightened around my head, squeezing it for a moment as pleasure raced through her. She was so selfish, so mean, so dominant. So beautiful. 
 
    And I gave her what she wanted. I licked her pussy up and down, savoring the taste of her juices as I pressed my lips against hers. Before long, Alexis was howling in pleasure, her legs trembling on either side of my head as I went on licking her. Her orgasm swelled inside her threshing body, seeming to lift her up off the sofa as she arched her back. I kept licking, eating her orgasm as she surrendered to it, drinking down the hot flood of her juices. Only as her pleasure subsided did I back off, knowing she’d be sensitive. 
 
    Alexis lay above me, panting and gasping in the afterglow of sexual pleasure. Her eyes shone wetly as she looked at me, the expression on her face suggesting that she could barely believe what had happened. But it was she who made it happen. And she who was the architect of this whole kinky situation. 
 
    “I fucking love this,” she said at last, staring at me with half-closed eyes. “I fucking love making you go down on me. Embarrassing you. Using you like my own personal little sex toy. Admit it, Jim. You love it too. I mean, look at your cock. Look how hard it is in my panties. This turns you on, doesn’t it?”  
 
    “Of course it does,” I admitted. “Still, I’d like to do more someday.” 
 
    “You’d like to fuck me?” Alexis said with a smile. 
 
    “Of course I would.” 
 
    “Well, you should’ve thought about that before you acted like an asshole at that party.” 
 
    “You’re still mad at me for that?”  
 
    “Not mad, no. Not anymore. It’s like I was just saying to Julie. You’re just a man. The way I see it, it’s my job to train you to be better. And this is how I’m doing it. I’m using your sex drive to teach you how to behave. Really, I’m doing you a favor.” 
 
    “How generous of you.” Alexis laughed my obvious sarcasm. 
 
    “Yeah, well, I should get something out of it too. And I am. Lots and lots of lovely orgasms, and I don’t have to reciprocate at all.” 
 
    Abruptly, Alexis swung her legs off the couch, placing her feet on the floor. She stood, and I watched from my knees as she pulled off her T-shirt and threw it to the floor. She took off her bra, and her beautiful young body was revealed before me in all its beauty. Predictably, my cock ached at the sight. I wanted her badly, and she knew it. As I kneeled at her feet, gazing up her, she looked like some goddess, a symbol of unattainable gorgeousness. 
 
    “Stand up, panty boy,” Alexis ordered imperiously. I rose to my feet. With her bra still swinging from one hand, Alexis stepped past me. I felt her grab my wrists and pull my arms behind me. I didn’t struggle as she quickly wrapped her bra around my arms. In fact, my cock raged all the more inside her panties as she used her underwear to bind my wrists behind my back. Now I felt more helpless than ever, and I knew that was exactly how she wanted me to feel. Alexis stepped back around in front of me, smiling giddily as she ran her fingers over my chest, over my stomach, finally reaching inside her own panties to take hold of my cock. I grunted as she tightened her grip, digging her fingernails into my shaft. 
 
    “This cock belongs in panties,” she said as she smiled down at my imprisoned member. “It doesn’t deserve to be inside a woman like me. That’s what your tongue is for. Now, come on, panty boy. Let’s go to bed so you can make me cum again.” 
 
    Alexis turned. She was still holding my cock in her hand as she made her way across the living room, and so I had no choice but to hurry after her. I felt ridiculous, with my hands tied and wearing her underwear. And Alexis never looked sexier or more powerful as she led me by the cock toward my bedroom. Guiding me toward the bed, she released her grip on my manhood and pushed me down onto the mattress. I lay on my back, my bound hands trapped beneath me. Maybe now she would relent, I hoped. Maybe now she would actually fuck me. But I knew there wasn’t much chance of that. I knew that Alexis meant what she said, and that she was more than cruel enough to deny me sex for another day. 
 
    I hardly dared to breathe as Alexis climbed onto the bed beside me. Raising one leg, she straddled me, and I could feel the heat of her pussy against my skin as she crawled slowly over my body. She took her time, teasing me with her nakedness. Her big breasts hung down from her chest as she crawled over me, and she paused for a moment to let them dangle in front of my face. Hungrily, I raised my head, managing to catch one of her nipples between my lips. Alexis giggled happily as I sucked on it, licking it while I kept it trapped in my mouth and sent jolts of pleasure through her beautiful body. But finally, she lifted her boobs away from me. Rising up on her knees, she inched closer toward me. Her pussy approached my face, and I knew what was coming. Once her knees were on either side of my head, trapping it between her legs, Alexis stopped. She sat on my chest, and her pussy shone in front of me, taunting me with its closeness and making my cock surge. 
 
    “You know what’s going to happen now, don’t you?” she grinned down at me. “I’m going to sit on your face now. And you’re going to eat me out again. And again and again and however many times I want. Just like the pussy-licking panty boy you are. You’re not going to be able to escape. You’re not going to be able to touch me or yourself. You’re not going to be able to do anything but focus on my pleasure. Just as it should be. And I’m going to ride your face for as long as I like and not worry about how you feel about it. How does that sound?” 
 
    “Sexy as fuck,” I said, making Alexis laugh. 
 
    “Good,” she said. “Not that it matters either way. It doesn’t matter how you feel about it. All that matters is that I enjoy it. Think of it this way. Every orgasm you give me with your mouth brings you one step closer to having your pussy privileges restored. As long as you don’t do anything stupid in the meantime like try to argue with me or fail to do as you’re told. Keep being the sweet submissive panty boy I know you can be, and maybe one day, you’ll get to fuck me again.” 
 
    Alexis crept closer toward me. Now her pussy was directly over my mouth, and she spread her knees, settling down on top of me. I stuck out my tongue, tasting her silken folds once again as she made herself comfortable. Sitting on my face like a queen on her throne, looking radiantly beautiful as she stared down at me, watching me please her over the swell of her boobs. A smile of delight showed on her pretty face, her dark hair framing her exquisite features as she grinned at me. There was a light in her eyes that I had come to recognize, the glow of pleasure she felt at such outrageous power. Reaching down, she gripped my hair again with one hand while she used the other to steady herself on the headboard behind me. Then she began to roll her hips back and forth, rubbing her pussy against my face as I licked and kissed as best I could. 
 
    “I could really get used to this,” she said with a sigh that made her breasts bounce on her chest. “But it’s not easy for me either. You’re getting really good at eating me out. But sometimes a girl misses dick. So by making me punish you, you’re making us both suffer. I hope you think of that next time you decide to act like a jerk.” 
 
    With her pussy pressed against my mouth, I couldn’t answer. Nor did I want to. I just kept licking, feeling her growing excitement in the movements of her body and the way her voice caught in her throat as she spoke. 
 
    “We’ll have to find other ways for you to please me. I mean, I love using your mouth to get off. But maybe we should get some toys too. A few toys so that you can really fuck me without using that dick of yours. Yeah, that sounds good. That sounds like the best of both worlds. I get all the sex I want, and you don’t get any. That’s what you get for misbehaving.” 
 
    As Alexis grew more and more breathless with pleasure, it seemed to take more effort to push her words out. But she wanted to say what she had to say. She stared deep into my eyes as she spoke, able to see them over where her pussy pressed down on my mouth. I stared up her, enraptured by her beauty and her new dominance, unable to decide whether I was the luckiest or unluckiest man in the world. Both, maybe. Serving her like this was a giddy thrill unlike any other. But the frustration of not being able to fuck her was driving me crazy, and this week of denial felt like the longest of my life. Still, all I could do was keep on licking and pleasuring her, channeling all my rage and frustration into the task she had appointed me. Which was exactly what Alexis wanted. 
 
    “I bet you never thought a woman would own your dick like this,” Alexis said with a laugh that turned into a long moan of pleasure. “I bet you never thought you’d be wearing my panties and going down on me every fucking day. It’s awesome. I like you as a boyfriend, but I love having you as a fuck toy. I think every woman should have a panty boy like you to use and abuse. A guy whose only role is to be humiliated for her amusement and give her pleasure without getting any for himself. That sounds like a good idea to me. That sounds like something you should do.” 
 
    Her final words trailed off into a high scream. Her pussy spasmed again, the wet walls clenching around my tongue as she came. Her juices poured out of her beautiful body, and she moaned in total bliss as she surrendered to them. Her full weight pressed my head to the mattress as she arched her back, throwing back her head and screaming her pleasure at the ceiling. Ignored, my cock surged inside her panties, found unworthy of woman like her. Gazing up at her from the position I was in, I found it hard to argue otherwise.  
 
    I never knew my girlfriend was this dominant, this kinky. But now we had discovered it, even though her words terrified me, I knew I could never go back to the way things were. It was just too much fun being Alexis’s panty boy. 
 
    

  

 
   
    3. Teasing Her Boy Toy 
 
      
 
    “Please, Alexis! Please!” 
 
    “God, I love hearing you beg.” 
 
    Alexis cackled gleefully as she spoke. I had no doubt she was telling the truth. She certainly made me do it enough. And again, she didn’t have to make me. By now, it had been well over a week since we last had sex. And my beautiful girlfriend did everything in her power to make those days feel as unending as she possibly could. She teased me constantly, never letting me forget even for a second just how sexy she was. Alexis was in her element. She always knew how desperately attracted to her I was. But she had never had such visceral proof of it as she did now. And every day was a fresh reminder of the power over me beauty gave her. 
 
    She sat on top of me again. Naked and unbelievably attractive. I lay on my bed, my hands tied once again. It was a trivial task for her to persuade me to let her tie me up. Even though I knew it was likely to lead to more teasing and frustration. I was getting off on being completely in her power, on my inability to resist her physically as well as in every other way. And she got off on it too. That much was obvious. She sat on my chest, and I could feel the wet warmth between her thighs. Her round ass filled my vision, perched on top of me right in front of my face. My cock ached for her the way it always did, and even though I couldn’t see it with her on top of me facing my feet, I could feel it throbbing in the air. 
 
    I felt it even more as Alexis leaned forward and touched me. I gasped and groaned as she ran only her fingernails up and down my shaft, making me tremble helplessly beneath her and beg once again for her mercy. 
 
    “I don’t know,” Alexis said thoughtfully while she kept her fingers doing that maddening dance on my manhood. “I don’t know if I’m ready to let you cum. I’m not sure you’ve completely learned your lesson yet. I mean, you’re nice and obedient now. But can a man ever really be obedient enough? I don’t think so. I never want you to embarrass me again like you did at that party.” 
 
    “I won’t,” I gasped, fighting against my wild desire to push the words out while she sat on top of me. “I promise I won’t, Alexis.” 
 
    That party had become a strange kind of symbol for us, my offense blown out of all proportion to what it actually was. Yes, I had gotten drunk and acted like an asshole in front of her friends. But I didn’t deserve this. A week and a half of outrageous frustration, of total sexual humiliation. Of being transformed into a submissive fuck toy for my girlfriend’s pleasure. The punishment didn’t fit the crime. Then again, I probably would have objected more strenuously if I didn’t enjoy it so much. It was strange to think of enjoyment while I was lying there suffering the pangs of denied desire. But I did enjoy it, in a way I couldn’t fully explain even to myself. I enjoyed being used like this, being disgraced by her. Of having my lust for my girlfriend weaponized and turned against me. It thrilled me like nothing else ever had. I had never in my life before encountered something that I both hated and loved at the same time. But that’s what this was. A constant burning desire for exactly what I feared. To lose control completely to this gorgeous woman and surrender my will entirely to hers. 
 
    “No, you probably won’t,” Alexis grudgingly admitted. As she spoke, she turned her head and smiled down at me over her shoulder, her dark hair hanging around her face and casting shadows on her exquisite cheekbones. “But we’re kind of beyond that now. I’m really enjoying having all this power. Tell me, Jim. What would you do to be allowed to cum right now?” 
 
    “Anything,” I gasped, and Alexis laughed again, thoroughly enjoying my humiliation as I squirmed beneath her. “I’ll do anything you say.” 
 
    “Be careful,” she warned, while her fingernails continue to trail up-and-down my shaft, dragging sparks of pleasure with them over my burning skin. “You know how crazy I’ve been getting lately. Even I’m not sure what I’m capable of anymore.” 
 
    “I know,” I groaned. But I couldn’t help it. I wanted her too badly. Alexis relied on that, and it had never let her down yet. My wild lust for her gave her all the power she would ever need, and even though I felt a thrill of fear at her words, I didn’t try to take them back. I was at that point when I would do anything, when I would sacrifice the tattered shreds of my dignity to have the pleasure I desperately needed. Right where Alexis wanted me. 
 
    “Well, you can start by kissing my ass,” Alexis said with a smile shining in her voice. “Go on. Get those lips right against my butt like the little brown noser you are.” 
 
    As she spoke, Alexis moved on top of me. Her fingernails stopped their infuriating dance on my shaft, and she shuffled backwards, her gorgeous ass filling even more of my vision as she towered above me. 
 
    I didn’t hesitate. I lifted my head from the pillow and pressed my lips against the smooth skin of her ass, kissing it with wild enthusiasm while she watched me over her shoulder. Staring up her, I kissed her ass again and again, moving my lips over her cheeks, showering every inch of her that I could reach with my pathetic affection. And for a while, Alexis just watched. Her torso twisted, her head watching me over her shoulder, the look on her beautiful face difficult to describe. Her sculpted brows lifted in surprise, and her lips lifted in a happy smile, showing her teeth as she watched me. She was obviously delighted. But there was something else there, too. A look I was starting to see on my girlfriend’s face more and more these days. The look of pleasure she got when she was at her most powerful, when her control over me was at its most pronounced. It was a look that haunted me, that floated in front of my face at all hours, even when we weren’t together. The look of a woman coming into her sexual power and enjoying the experience of being worshiped. 
 
    “You want to eat my pussy again?” 
 
    Alexis asked the question as though she were asking whether I thought it might rain tomorrow. Then again, that particular act had become more common than bad weather in the days since the party. I had been eating Alexis’s pussy like my life depended on it, a daily act of tribute that she commanded and I eagerly performed. I was never reluctant to do it, even back before our relationship took this sharp turn. But we had never done it like this. As an end in itself, rather than part of sexual foreplay. As a price I had to pay to keep my girlfriend happy. As a duty she gave me, a job I was expected to perform at her command whenever she felt the urge. I was happy to do it. I wanted to do it. But at the same time, I couldn’t miss the submissive implications of it. The way she ordered me to give her pleasure without feeling any need to reciprocate. Which made it more exciting, of course. 
 
    “Yes,” I groaned. The answer that was expected of me, that was practically demanded of me. It also happened to be the truth. I could feel her juices on my skin, and I wanted to taste her pleasure in my mouth. Of course, I wanted much more than that too. But I was well aware of what I could reasonably expect to get. Alexis was determined to make sure I earned back what she called my pussy privileges. This, she had decided, was the best way to do it. My raging cock made sure that I would do what she wanted. I wanted to be inside her so badly that I didn’t care what I had to do to get there. 
 
    “You love that, don’t you? You love eating me out and being used for my pleasure.” 
 
    “Yes,” I said again, placing another kiss on her ass while she giggled. 
 
    “Well, you know what that means,” she said. As she spoke, Alexis shifted her weight to one knee, lifting her other leg over me. Now she was kneeling on the bed beside me, both hands on my heaving chest as she smiled down at me. Totally in control and infinitely beautiful as I lay beneath her, ready to be used in whatever way she saw fit. I didn’t know what she was talking about. But I knew I was about to find out. Whatever kinky schemes she came up with next, it was a foregone conclusion that I would go along with it. 
 
    Alexis climbed off the bed. I watched her beautiful body bend as she crouched down to the floor. When she straightened up again, I saw that she had picked up the panties she had been wearing that day. As she circled around the foot of the bed, I saw what was coming. I let out a groan as my head fell back against the pillow, and heard my girlfriend laugh at my discomfort. 
 
    “You know the rules,” Alexis giggled. “You wear panties while you eat me out to remind you of your place. A little slut who exists just to serve me. Come on. Let’s get these on you.” 
 
    Climbed onto the foot of the bed, Alexis moved toward my feet. She slipped her panties over them, pulling them up my legs. There was no point resisting her. With my hands bound beneath me, I couldn’t stop her. And really, it was hardly the first time she had put me through this humiliating ordeal. 
 
    So I let her do it. I even helped her by lifting my hips off the mattress as she pulled the underwear up around them. Alexis laughed as she pulled the panties on, the waistband pressing my cock back against my stomach and holding it in place. Once the panties were on, she sat back on her knees, smiling down at me and looking endlessly pleased with what she had accomplished. Then, as though a sudden decision had been made, she climbed off the bed again. I watched as she moved over to the dresser and picked up her phone. Fear exploded inside me as she pointed the dark lens of her phone’s camera at me. 
 
    “No, Alexis, don’t!” I cried out. But it was too late. I heard the camera click, and Alexis laughed as she stared down at the screen in her hand. 
 
    “What? You just looked so cute and helpless that I just had to take a picture. Besides, think of it as insurance. You said you would do anything. This will help make sure you keep to that. I’m not going to show anyone. Unless you really piss me off.” 
 
    With that, she climbed back onto the bed. I felt the mattress shift under her weight as she crawled slowly toward me. The phone was still in her hand, I noticed. But before long, my eyes were torn away from that to admire her beautiful body as she approached. Her big breasts hung down between her arms as she crawled on all fours toward me, her nipples hard and puckered with the heat of her desire. She was still smiling, still completely delighted with how everything was going. How easily she was reducing me to an object for her to use. And all the while, as always, my cock raged and throbbed, trapped now by her panties against my stomach and surging desperately with the need for pleasure. 
 
    But as Alexis crawled toward me, I could see that she had no intention of granting that. Instead, she straddled me again, facing me this time as she inched forward on her knees. Her pussy shone in front of my face, and the fragrance of her arousal sent another shiver of lust racing through me. With her knees on either side of my head, Alexis paused for a moment. She rose up on her knees, arching the arm that held her phone above her. From where I lay beneath her, I could see she had switched the phone to selfie mode, and that we were both in the shot. Her naked smiling up at the camera, pausing for a moment to adjust her dark hair and tilting her face to get the prettiest angle. Me, just about visible between her thighs, glaring up at her with disbelief while her pussy hovered just above my face. 
 
    “Smile, bitch,” Alexis said with a laugh she took a photo, and then another. I groaned beneath her, but I knew I couldn’t stop her. We both knew that. All I could do was cringe in humiliation and hope no one but us ever saw the photo she had taken. More leverage for a woman who didn’t need any more than she already had. 
 
    Alexis took her time. She took lots of photos, changing her position slightly with each one to get the best angle. When she was finally done, she lowered the hand that held the phone, but kept her grip on it. Turning her attention back to me, she spread her knees and lowered her pussy down to my face. Completely humiliated and yet no less turned on, I immediately began to lick, and she chuckled under her breath as I devoted myself to bringing pleasure to the woman was bringing me so much frustration and torture. 
 
    “This is the problem I have, Jim,” she said has she smiled down at me. “You say you want to fuck me, and I really believe that you do. But at the same time, you’re so obedient when I don’t let you. It’s so much fun teasing you like this. So I don’t know. I don’t know what to do. I want it all. I want to feel that cock inside me, but I also don’t ever want to let you fuck me. I want to keep you horny and frustrated and willing to do anything for me. It’s so fucking hot. Go on, lick my pussy, you little bitch.” 
 
    Those last words were spoken with a growing snarl. I could hear the sadistic pleasure dripping from her words, and it only turned me on more. I gazed up at her the way I knew she liked as I slid my tongue over her swollen lips, scooping up the juices that poured out of her. She tasted as incredible as she always did, her molten pleasure running down my throat and feeding my own ignored desire. As her pleasure grew, she stopped talking, instead moaning and groaning with sexual satisfaction. To my horror, she lifted her phone again. Smiling, she pointed its lens right at me and pressed the screen. 
 
    “Keep licking,” she growled. I heard the warning in her voice as I did as she said.She held the camera above my face for a while, and I gazed up at it helplessly. I didn’t hear the click of the camera, and as she continued to hold her phone in place, I realized she was taking a video. My cheeks burned with more shame, but I continued to pleasure her just the way she liked until she pressed the screen again and finally set her phone aside. 
 
    “God, this is so fucking sexy,” she said, her words hard to pick out through her moans and gasps. She didn’t need to tell me how turned on she was. I could feel it against my skin. I could taste it in my mouth. I could feel it on my skin, the feeling of my girlfriend about to cum in my face that until recently, had been unknown to me. Now it was something that happened every day we were together. And as Alexis reached a climax, throwing back her head and arching her back as she pressed her spasming sex against my mouth, I drank down once again the hot flood of her pleasure. I gulped it down, the taste lingering in my mouth as the juices poured out of her. I lay beneath her, used as an object for her pleasure once again while she sat above me, electrified by bliss and never more beautiful than in moments like this. 
 
    After her climax, Alexis slumped down on top of me. Rolling off me, she lay beside me on the bed, panting with pleasure. I stayed where I was, my bound hands trapped beneath me, my cock still throbbing desperately for the release she had yet again denied me. Hard to believe what she had reduced me to in only a matter of days, but sexual frustration will do that to a man. I could pleasure myself when she wasn’t around, of course, and don’t imagine for a moment that I didn’t. But it wasn’t the same. In the state of wild arousal Alexis had me in, all I could think of was her. All I could think of was sex with her, as though nothing in life mattered except that. And it was exactly what I couldn’t have. The more she denied me, the more obsessed I became with that, and with her. Her plan was working like a charm. 
 
    “Oh my God,” Alexis groaned slowly as she came back down to earth, “that was good. Good job, panty boy.” 
 
    She opened her eyes and turned her head on the pillow beside me to smile at me. In spite of myself, I smiled back. Even though I didn’t feel that way right at that particular moment, I had a lot to smile about. Even though I was a trembling ball of sexual frustration. Alexis was happy, and happiness shone out of her pretty face in a way I couldn’t ignore, and in spite of everything she had put me through and continued to put me through, it made me smile too. 
 
    “Now, remember when you said you would do anything to be allowed to cum?” 
 
    Alexis had mischief shining in her eyes again, made even more intoxicating than usual by the visible pink glow of pleasure in her cheeks. Satisfied as she was, Alexis wasn’t finished. Typical of her, and her insatiable sexual desires. Now that we had discovered these deviant pleasures, Alexis wanted to indulge in them more than ever. If what we were doing counted as sex, if my constant oral service of her counted, then we were having far more sex than we ever had before. But I was having far fewer orgasms, even while my girlfriend was having more than ever. That was the twisted equation that excited us both so much, the way her pleasure grew as mine shrank. All I was left with was desire. 
 
    “Oh God,” I groaned. “What now?” Alexis spluttered with laughter as I spoke, and in that laughter I caught the fading glow of her orgasmic pleasure from moments before still vibrating in her beautiful young body. 
 
    “Nothing crazy,” Alexis said. “I just love the way you treat me when you want me really badly. Just like every guy. They’re all great at first, and as soon as they get what they want, everything changes. Well, if you want to get what you want, you’re going to have to treat me like a princess for the rest of the day.” 
 
    “I already do, don’t I?” 
 
    “There’s always room for improvement.” 
 
    Alexis playfully slapped the back of her hand against my chest as she spoke. Then, she sat up. I could see the weariness in her limbs as she moved toward the side of the bed and swung her legs off the mattress. She stood and picked up her clothes. I was still wearing her panties, so she wore nothing underneath her yoga pants as she rolled them up over her legs. The tight fabric gripped her ass, enhancing its already incredible shape as she tugged the pants up to her waist. And she put her bra back on, carefully adjusting her big boobs back into the padded cups. She pulled on her T-shirt, also black, the V at its front showing the beginnings of her delicious cleavage. Even dressed down for a comfortable day hanging out at home, Alexis looked incredible. And predictably, my cock continued to throb as I watched her getting ready, longing for that beautiful body with every fiber of my being. 
 
    But she wasn’t done yet. Alexis had brought a bag with her, and I watched her pick it up and set it down on the bed close to my feet. Still smiling happily, she reached inside. I watched her pull out a pair of shoes. Alexis always dressed to impress, but I had never seen her wear anything like these ankle boots before. They were black patent leather, studded with tiny silver studs from ankle to toe. Laces zigzagged up the front, with zippers on the side to make things easier. The heels were slender and as sharp as daggers, and easily six inches tall. 
 
    “You like my new shoes?” Alexis asked as she held one up in front of me. “They’re sexy, aren’t they?” 
 
    “Very,” I said as she smiled down at me. 
 
    “I’m glad you like them,” she said. “I hope they keep you nice and turned on while you serve me. Now, come on. I have better things for you to do than lie here all day.” 
 
    As though it had been my idea. Circling around the other side of the bed, Alexis put her hands on my torso and rolled me over onto my side. I felt her untie my hands, and sat up. Now I was free, but only in the most meaningless sense of the word. It’s not like I was going to force myself on her. Instead, I had to earn her favors. And as Alexis made clear time and time again, the only way to do that was through complete obedience to her wild wishes. 
 
    So I stood up. And as Alexis’s new high heels clicked on the floor in front of me, I followed her toward the living room. As always, nervousness bubbled inside me at not knowing what she might do. That only increased the excitement. It only made me want to serve her more. My cock throbbed as I hurried along behind her, still pinned back against my stomach by my girlfriend’s panties. 
 
    In the living room, Alexis took a seat on the couch. She stretched out, lifting her new shoes onto the cushion as she crossed her legs at the ankle. There was nowhere for me to sit, and so I stood, gazing at her with unrelieved longing. She let me stand there for a moment, drinking in the sight of her looking infinitely sexy even in her casual clothes. I saw her eyes moving up and down my body, lingering for a moment on my cock. Then she opened her mouth to speak. 
 
    “Go get me a drink,” she ordered. I cringed at her domineering tone. But just as she must’ve known I would, I did it. I went to the kitchen and poured her a glass of soda, bringing it back to her while she sat on the couch enjoying the spectacle. She was grinning broadly, and I knew she was enjoying every ounce of the power she had. Plus, I couldn’t forget the photos she had taken. I wanted to ask what she was going to do with them, but I already knew I was likely to get an answer. And certainly not an answer that I liked. 
 
    “This is what I’m talking about,” Alexis said. “Look how obedient you are when you want me this badly. That makes me never want to fuck you. It makes me want to keep you horny and frustrated forever.” 
 
    “Please don’t do that,” I said, hating myself for my submissive tone while Alexis laughed loudly at me. 
 
    “Well, we’ll see,” she said with a smirk. “But you’d better keep me happy by doing what I want if you ever want to cum again. You can start by getting down on your knees and kissing my feet while I watch TV.” 
 
    I hesitated, but only for a moment. What Alexis was asking me to do was massively humiliating, of course. That was why she asked it. The confident look on her face seemed to suggest she had little doubt that I would do it. After all, I had done similarly degrading things to earn her favor before, and they hadn’t worked. I still hadn’t been allowed to fuck her. Every command she gave me held out the hope that maybe this would be the time she took pity on me and gave me what I wanted. 
 
    So I did it. Stepping toward her, I kneeled on the floor in front of the couch. Alexis squealed with delight, gripping her thighs as I lowered my face to her shoes. The shiny leather tasted slightly bitter, and I slid my lips over the silver studs while she laughed at me. I hadn’t realized she had even brought her phone, distracted as I was by her beauty, until the camera clicked again. I paused, and a faint frown flashed on her pretty face. 
 
    “Don’t stop,” she said. “Just a few more pictures. I want to record this day, the day I made you kiss my feet like the pathetic bitch you are. It’ll turn me on whenever I look at it.” 
 
    And with embarrassment burning in my face, I did what she wanted. I carried on kissing my girlfriend’s feet while she took photos of me performing the submissive task. 
 
    “Okay, that’s enough,” she finally said. “Get over here. No, don’t get up. You can crawl. Crawl on your hands and knees like my little submissive pet.” 
 
    Again, I did as I was asked. I crawled across the living room floor to where Alexis ordered me to stop, in front of the sofa. Then she turned. Picking up the remote control and switching on the TV, she pivoted in her seat and rested her legs on my back. I felt their weight, the shoes I had just submissively kissed stretched out in front of her now, the wicked heels pointing at the TV as she flipped through the channels. 
 
    “Maybe this way you’ll be of some use to me,” Alexis giggled. “Just lay there and be my foot rest. I’ll let you know when I have any other use for you.” 
 
    There was a pause. I hung my head, feeling shame vibrating through me. I stared at the floor in front of me, barely able to believe what was happening but equally unable to do anything to stop it. And when Alexis dug one of those sharp heels into my back, I winced in pain, jolted suddenly out of my submissive trance. 
 
    “When I give you an order, you respond,” Alexis said. I turned my head to look up at her, and saw she was no longer smiling. Instead, she looked cruel and stern and impossibly beautiful as she gazed down at me from the sofa. “From now on, you call me Princess Alexis.” 
 
    Her high heel dug into my shoulder painfully. On my hands and knees before her, I cringed in both pain and embarrassment. 
 
    “Yes, Princess Alexis,” I said. My girlfriend’s wild laughter tormented me as she settled down again with her feet on my back. 
 
    

  

 
   
    4. Another Party 
 
      
 
    She was at my house again. 
 
    Lately, Alexis had been coming over a lot. Not that I was about to complain. I wanted to be near her all the time, and having to do mundane tasks like going to work seemed like a terrible imposition to me. Every hour I spent around Alexis was a chance to earn back the pussy privileges she denied me. Even though, with every day that went by, leaving me just as horny and frustrated as before, I began to doubt that my cruel girlfriend would ever again let me fuck her. 
 
    But hope springs eternal in the heart of a sexually frustrated man. Alexis clearly loved being the dominatrix she had become, but she still dangled the hope of me one day earning my way back into her good graces in front of me. And tonight was a special night. Tonight, I had reason for more hope than usual. The chance of redemption presented itself. We were going to another party. 
 
    Alexis stood in front of the bathroom mirror. We had showered together, an unbelievably teasing ordeal as she had me apply soap to her body and clean her magnificent breasts. As the sexual tension between us grew, she had made me kneel in the shower and tongue her pussy right there and then, the free-flowing juices mixing with the warm water running down her body as I drink down the intoxicating cocktail with my cock throbbing desperately at her feet. As usual, she had given me nothing in return. Ever since that first party when I had embarrassed her in front of her friends, that had been the pattern of our relationship. Now, as Alexis reminded me, I couldn’t make the same mistake. Now, she warned me, I had to be on my best behavior. And even though dark fears tugged at me when she said that, I knew I would do as she asked. Any chance of redemption, no matter how faint, was something I had to pursue. 
 
    And now, my beautiful girlfriend was standing in front of the bathroom mirror making herself even more beautiful. Her hair shone in its sleek black bob, framing her face as she applied makeup. With nothing else to do, I watched her transform herself. Alexis was already stunningly beautiful, but the cosmetician’s art only made her more so. She layered on makeup, darkening her eyelids and elongating her eyes to give her a feline look. Her eyelashes curled out from her eyes, framing her irises that glowed like polished copper. I watched her redden her lips, rubbing them together to smudge the lipstick that drew my eye inexorably toward her mouth. She looked stunning, a naturally beautiful woman using every trick she knew to make herself even more desirable. I never could resist her, but especially not now. She seemed to know that as she finished her makeup and turned to me with a brilliant smile. 
 
    “Okay, let’s get dressed,” she said. “You can help me with my outfit.” 
 
    She walked out of the bathroom, and I stepped aside to let her pass. As she moved toward the door, she trailed one hand over my cock that stuck out rigidly from my body, already desperately throbbing in tribute to her beauty. I groaned, and Alexis chuckled under her breath. As she walked naked toward the bedroom, I followed her, my manhood projecting in front of me like a beauty-seeking weapon that I hoped she would soon want to use. 
 
    Inside the bedroom, Alexis had the bag she had brought on top of my bed. I watched her reach into it and produce some clothing. She laid it out carefully on the mattress. Lacy black underwear, a matching bra and panty set. And a black dress that looked too tiny even for her slender body. I watched as she picked up the bra and slid it over her arms, adjusting her boobs into place within the lacy cups. The bra held her breasts high on her chest, pushing them together to give her an unbelievable cleavage. My cock throbbed at the sight of her. As she turned to the panties, she hooked her finger under the fabric and lifted them before turning toward me with a smile. 
 
    “Put these on for me,” she said. “They’re for you.” 
 
    “Oh really?” I didn’t try to hide the despair in my voice, but it only seemed to amuse her more. 
 
    “Yes, really,” she said. “No one’s going to see them under your pants. And you know how much it turns me on to know you have a little secret under your clothes. Besides, wearing girly underwear makes it harder for you to be a cocky asshole. And think of it this way. If you’re wearing those, that means I won’t be wearing anything under my dress.” 
 
    My mouth gaped open. Alexis laughed, a wild sound that bubbled out of her as she enjoyed the spectacle of my obvious desire. I took the panties from her hand. Still chuckling to herself, she turned to face me fully, her hands on her hips and her feet spread. I could see her pussy underneath the black pubic hair that led my eye down to it, and my cock throbbed and raged. I pulled on her panties, struggling as I tried to stuff my hard cock inside the thin fabric. It barely fit, and my erection pushed them forward, pulling the already thin back of the panties deeper into my ass. But that was what Alexis wanted. She wanted me to look as ridiculous as possible, and to know it. 
 
    Once I had her panties on, Alexis picked up her dress. I watched her pull it on, the black fabric stretching over her body as it conformed to her unbelievable curves. As reluctant as I was to see her cover up, I couldn’t deny the way the dress looked at her. It seemed to reveal as much as it hid, the plunging neckline showing off her enhanced cleavage and the tight black fabric flaunting her hourglass shape. The hem of the dress ended well above her knee, clinging tightly to her thighs, and I knew that she would have difficulty sitting down without flashing everyone. As though she read my mind, Alexis sat down on the edge of the bed at that moment, and the dress slid high up her thighs, almost to her ass. 
 
    “My shoes are in the back toO,” she said to me with a smile. “Put them on me.” 
 
    She wasn’t asking. Her eyes sparkled as she spoke, her teeth shining between her red lips. She loved ordering me around. I stepped closer to her, smiling the perfume she had applied as I reached into the bag. As I pulled out the shoes she had brought, I felt my cock throbbing again inside her panties. They were the same shoes she recently bought, the black leather ankle boots with a wicked heel and the silver studs that she had made me kiss a few days earlier. 
 
    “I like the idea of wearing those out in public,” she said by way of explanation. “I’m going to be so turned on at this party, knowing that you were kissing these shoes just a few days ago. And so will you. Put them on me.” 
 
    Leaning back, Alexis placed both her hands on the mattress behind her. At the same time, she lifted her foot from the floor, holding one leg straight out. I unzipped the boot and slid onto her foot, zipping it up again. The sight of her toned legs tormented me, and she tormented me even more when she lifted her foot from my hand and tapped the toe of her shoe against my cock as it strained against her panties. Moving her foot slightly, she teased my swollen cock with the heel of her boot, sliding it up and down my shaft through the thin material of her panties until I was a groaning, aching mess. 
 
    “Now the other one,” she said. Bending her knee, she lowered her foot to the floor. I picked up the other shoe, but this time, she didn’t lift her foot from the floor. Instead, I had to kneel down in front of her and gently lift her foot to slide the shoe on to it. As I zipped it up, I was haunted by the darkness under her skirt, the faint triangle I could see between her thighs that only barely concealed her pussy from me. And Alexis knew it. She smiled down at me, watching my every move, reading my emotions off the expressions on my face. 
 
    “Kiss them,” she ordered at last. “Grovel at my feet before we go to this party.” 
 
    “Yes, Princess Alexis.” She laughed when I used her title, and laughed even more as I bent to do what she said. I pressed my lips to the shining leather and the metal studs that decorated it, kissing one foot, then the other. Above me, Alexis squirmed on the mattress. I knew how much it turned her on to be served like this, to be worshiped. And even though I didn’t have much hope she would let me fuck her before the party, I knew what little hope I had relied on getting her as turned on as possible. 
 
    “I guess we can afford to be a little bit late,” she said. “Come on, panty boy. Get your face between your princess’s  legs and make me cum.” 
 
    “Yes, Princess Alexis.” As always, I didn’t hesitate. As always, I was more than eager to perform this task for her. As I rose up on my knees, Alexis spread her legs, and her dress rose to her hips, her bare pussy plainly exposed. I plunged my head between her thighs, my tongue already extended and ready to taste her. As I licked her lips, I felt them swelling against my own, her juices beginning to flow. Reaching out, Alexis grabbed a fistful of my hair, supporting herself with her other hand as she rocked to the rhythm of pleasure. She held nothing back. I used every trick and technique I had learned over the past couple of weeks to get my girlfriend off. Soon, she was moaning and gasping in pleasure, her tight dress growing even tighter around her body as she panted and moaned. I felt her orgasm against my mouth in a hot burst of her fluids, and as always, I drank them down as though they were the sweetest nectar in the world. 
 
    As her orgasm swept through her, Alexis released her grip on my hair. Panting, she pushed my head away. I sat back on my knees, gazing at my goddess while fires of lust raged in my heart. Still breathless, she struggled to pull down her dress, depriving me of the sight of the pussy I could still taste in my mouth. And as I raised a hand to my face to wipe away her juices, Alexis stopped me with a word. 
 
    “No,” she said sternly. “Don’t you dare wipe that off. You’re going to this party with my cum all over your face like the slut you are. Now, go put on some clothes and let’s go.” 
 
    “Yes, Princess Alexis.” Embarrassment raged inside me, fueling my desire the way it always did. I rose to my feet, and she watched as I pulled a pair of pants and a dress shirt out of my closet and hurriedly put them on. With her beside me, I knew, no one would really be looking at what I was wearing anyway. And when I was ready, Alexis rose to her feet. Her high heels clicked on the floor of my house as she took my hand, and we walked toward the door. I couldn’t know what was coming, couldn’t have any idea of what my crazy and dominant girlfriend had planned. But I did know, as we stepped out of my house and made our way toward my waiting car, that I was in for another unforgettable night. 
 
      
 
    The party was buzzing by the time we arrived. After parking the car, I circled around it to help Alexis out of her seat, and in the darkness, I couldn’t be sure if I got a glimpse of her pussy underneath her dress or not before she stood. I followed her toward the bright lights of the house, entranced by the way her ass swayed from side to side, hypnotized by the rhythmic motions of her beautiful body as she strutted along in front of me in the shoes I had so recently kissed. I drew a deep breath as she opened the door, the buzz of the party swelling out to greet us as we stepped inside. There was no going back now. 
 
    “Hi!” 
 
    From across the room, Alexis spotted her friends. She hurried toward them, and I followed, making our way through the crowd. The girls smiled at Alexis, but I could feel their disdain as they looked at me. I hadn’t seen Rachel and Keeley since the last party that started us down this wild road. And it was impossible not to feel ashamed in front of them as they embraced Alexis. 
 
    “So good to see you guys!” 
 
    “Hi,” I said after the girls finished exchanging greetings. “I’m really sorry about the way I behaved last time. It won’t happen again.” 
 
    This was all part of the deal too. Alexis told me I had to apologize to her friends, and I knew it was better to get it over with as quickly as possible. They both looked at me as I spoke, unsmiling. Rachel was almost as stunning as Alexis was, her black hair falling in soft waves around her shoulders and clashing with the pink dress she wore that did nothing to hide her incredible figure. Beside her, Keeley wore a similarly clinging dress. Heavier than her friends, the blonde was blessed with an hourglass figure that made her weight suit her well. Her long blonde hair was parted in the middle, falling sleekly down over her shoulders. They were both attractive girls, albeit in totally different ways. That was of no use to me as I stood in front of them, feeling shame burning inside me the way it always did these days. 
 
    “He is really sorry. I made sure of that,” Alexis said beside me. The eyes of the other two women, blue and brown, moved as one toward my girlfriend, the smiles returning to their pretty faces. 
 
    “Oh really?” Keeley exchanged meaningful look with Rachel as she spoke. 
 
    “Oh yeah,” Alexis nodded. “Let’s just say, he hasn’t gotten what he most wants from me since.” 
 
    All three women laughed at that. I stared at Alexis open mouthed. Turning her gorgeous face to me, she simply shrugged. The expression on her face seemed to say, why shouldn’t she say what she said? It was no more than the truth. I thought again of those photos on her phone, tucked away in the tiny purse she carried, and my stomach flipped with nervousness. Keeley and Rachel smiled at me this time, as though they knew everything, the full humiliation I had been subjected to over the last two weeks. I told myself it was impossible. But just as Alexis had predicted, I felt incredibly self-conscious as I stood in front of my girlfriend and her friends. 
 
    “Why don’t you go get me and my friends drinks, Jim?” Alexis said. “We have a lot of catching up to do.” 
 
    “Oh, you have no idea,” Rachel said, and Keeley laughed a laugh that seemed louder than necessary. 
 
    “Okay,” I mumbled, and headed toward the kitchen. Behind me, I heard another gale of laughter from the girls, and I wondered if they were laughing at me. 
 
    It took me a while to get the kitchen given how crowded the house was. Here and there, I ran into people I knew. It was Alexis’s friends, and we hadn’t been dating long enough for me to get to know any of them that well. Keeley and Rachel and a couple of others were her closest friends, but I had met a few of these other people at different parties over the course of the last few months. Still, it was mostly strangers I was surrounded with as I stepped into the kitchen and made my way to the fridge. I poured for rum and cokes, making mine especially strong. After all, I knew I was going to need something to get through the night. And as I carried drinks back to the crowd, I saw Rachel’s eyes staring at me from across the crowded room. I gulped nervously. She was that kind of woman anyway. The kind who always seemed to have a secret no one else knew. That impression was enhanced that night, made menacing by the fact that I had so many secrets I wanted to keep to myself. And clearly, Alexis was in the mood to tease me with the possibility of revealing everything to her friends. As I rejoined the group, I wondered what they had been talking about while I was gone. Hoping it wasn’t what I thought it might be. 
 
    “Good boy,” Alexis said as I handed the plastic cups to the women. Keeley and Rachel laughed at that too. They seemed to find everything endlessly amusing. I noticed that no one thanked me as the took drinks I offered, and I took a big swig of my own, tasting the extra rum I had poured as I gulped it down, washing away the taste of Alexis’s pussy that clung to my throat. 
 
    “Did you see that Tony’s here?” Rachel said, nudging Alexis’s elbow she nodded across the room. “Looks fucking hot, too.” 
 
    “Oh yeah, there he is,” Alexis said, turning in the direction her friend indicated. I watched her raise her hand to wave at the tall man on the other side of the room, and he lifted a glass in her direction. “You’re right, he does look good.” 
 
    “I don’t know why you ever split up with him.” Rachel was looking right at me as she spoke, and now I knew for sure she was up to something. I had apologized, but it looked like she still bore some grudge against me. And as powerless as I felt, that scared me. 
 
    “Well, you know how it goes,” Alexis said. “I mean, he was really good in bed. But that’s not everything. Sorry, Jim,” she added while her friends laughed, laying a hand on my arm. “But he was.” 
 
    “You used to date that guy?” I asked, trying to keep my voice even and not show any trace of the jealousy that burned inside me. 
 
    “Yeah, for a while,” Alexis said. “He’s kind of a dick. But he really knows what he’s doing in the sack.” 
 
    More laughter. I felt like I was shrinking around these women, dwindling away to nothing while they talked about me as though my feelings didn’t matter at all. But inside Alexis’s panties, my cock was raging as much as ever. I desperately hoped my erection didn’t show, keeping my hands low to cover it while I tried to pretend there was nothing strange going on. 
 
    “So what has he done to make up to you how he behaved at the last party we were at?” Rachel asked Alexis. Alexis turned her shining eyes on me for a moment, grinning before answering her friend. 
 
    “Oh, lots of things,” she said. “He’s been really nice to me ever since. Probably because he wants to get into my panties. But he hasn’t had that yet. That depends on how well he behaves tonight, doesn’t it, Jim?” 
 
    “Yes,” I admitted through gritted teeth, my shame increasing by the minute as Alexis’s friends howled with laughter. 
 
    “Oh no, honey,” Alexis said, her silky hair shining as she shook her head. “You know that’s not how you address me now. Go on. Call me what you call me at home when no one’s around.” 
 
    I stared at her in shock. But Alexis just kept smiling. Her eyebrows climbed slowly up her forehead as she waited in anticipation. And I could feel the scrutiny of her friends as they waited, too, barely able to contain their laughter. My cock throbbed mercilessly inside my pants. She was going to make me do it. She was going to humiliate me like that. And even as I cringed inwardly, I knew I shouldn’t really be surprised. It was me humiliating her in front of the same friends that had started us down this road. I should’ve expected something like this. 
 
    “Yes, Princess Alexis,” I said. While Alexis grinned in triumph, her friends exploded in laughter so loud that I could feel other people nearby looking over at us, wondering what was so funny. My cheeks burned, the red heat of embarrassment no doubt visible on my face as I took another drink to try and calm myself. The laughter went on for long time, the three of them enjoying my embarrassment. If only they weren’t all so beautiful. That only made it worse. 
 
    “Not you as well,” Keeley said as she finally got her laughter under control. In the low neckline of her tight dress, I could see her big boobs quivering and shaking as she carried on laughing. “Where is everyone meeting these guys lately?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” Alexis asked, for once as puzzled as I was. 
 
    “Oh, we have a story to tell you,” Rachel said. “But that can wait till later. First, I want to hear more about how you made Jim pay for embarrassing you like he did last time.” 
 
    Again, Alexis looked at me. I didn’t say a word. I just looked back at her, silently begging her not to say anything more. Her tongue showed as she carefully licked her lips, then raised her glass and took a drink before answering. 
 
    “Maybe that can wait until another time, too,” Alexis said. “I think I’m just gonna go say hi to Tony. I’ll be back in a minute.” 
 
    Alexis turned, and my head turned to watch her go, carving her way through the crowd at the party. Her movements were hypnotic as her body strained the elasticated fabric of her dress, her sexy shoes shining as she strutted along on her high heels. Jealously, I watched as she approached the tall man and wrapped her arms around him while he hugged her back. Inside, I felt my nervousness grow. The last thing I wanted was have to talk to these two without my girlfriend as a buffer between us. I could feel both of them looking at me with a kind of undisguised glee. 
 
    “You were such an asshole that night,” Rachel said before taking a drink. 
 
    “I know,” I said. “I’m sorry. Believe me, Alexis made sure that I paid for it.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “Never mind how,” I snapped, but Rachel’s grin only grew wider. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” Keeley said, nudging her friend. “I’m sure she’ll tell us later. Especially after we tell her what Hannah’s been up to.” 
 
    “You remember Hannah, don’t you, Jim?” Rachel said, keeping her glowing eyes on me. “She was at that party where you made such a fool of yourself. Or maybe you were too hammered to remember.” 
 
    “No, I remember her,” I said. A vague memory of another of Alexis’s beautiful friends, the redhead. 
 
    “She didn’t come tonight,” Rachel said. “So I guess you’ll have to apologize to her another time. But I should warn you, she might make you work for her forgiveness. It turns out she’s that kind of girl.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” I asked. Rachel’s cryptic allusions were getting on my nerves, but not as much as her irritating smirk. For that matter, Keeley was smiling too, the two of them sharing a secret that they seemed intent on teasing me with the way their friend teased me with her beauty. And yet, my cock still throbbed inside my pants, still desperate for release as I stood with these two beautiful women. 
 
    “She’s a dominatrix,” Rachel said, while Keeley laughed loudly. “She makes men do whatever she says. We haven’t been seeing much of her lately because she has this new boy toy to play with. But we went to her place last week, and she showed us how she dominates her slave. Are you into that kind of thing, Jim? You like dominant women?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” I said, laughing and hoping they wouldn’t notice the way I was blushing. 
 
    “You know, if I had to guess, I would’ve picked Alexis as the one who would be a dominatrix, not Hannah,” Rachel went on. “Hannah is so sweet. Whereas your girlfriend… Well, you know what she’s like. Don’t get me wrong, I love the girl. But she has that vibe about her.” 
 
    “She definitely does,” Keeley said. 
 
    “I don’t know what you two are talking about,” I said, prompting more laughter from Rachel and Keeley. “I’ll apologize to Hannah when I see her next. But her being a dominatrix doesn’t really come into it as far as I can see.” 
 
    “Yeah, well. We’ll see.” Rachel smiled as she took another sip of her drink, and Keeley chuckled under her breath. When Rachel lowered her cup from her lips again, I saw her eyes scan the room, and a faint frown appeared on her carefully sculpted brows. 
 
    “Where’s your girlfriend gone? She said she’d be back in a minute,” Rachel said. I turned to follow her gaze. Scanning the party crowd, I realized I couldn’t see Alexis anywhere. Or Tony, her ex-boyfriend I was only just learning about. 
 
    “Maybe they snuck away somewhere for a quickie,” Keeley said, and Rachel laughed. 
 
    “Don’t say that,” I scowled. 
 
    “Why? Does that upset you? The thought of your pretty girlfriend getting railed by some other guy?” Rachel was enjoying herself immensely as she teased me. “You know, girls talk about everything with their friends. Everything. I remember how much she used to love fucking that guy. She should have split up with him way earlier than she did, but the sex was just so good, she couldn’t tear herself away. I don’t see them anywhere here now. Maybe she just had to have another ride on that cock of his.” 
 
    “Shut up,” I growled. Now my heart was fluttering with fear, fueled by Alexis’s absence as well as Rachel’s words. I turned my head this way and that, desperately looking for her so that I could prove Rachel wrong. But I couldn’t see her anywhere. 
 
    “Fuck this,” I said under my breath. Setting aside my strained cup on a nearby table, I set off through the crowd. I looked for Alexis everywhere. She wasn’t in the living room. I couldn’t find her in the kitchen. Panic bloomed inside me as I headed toward the back of the house, toward the closed doors of the bedrooms. Surely what Rachel said couldn’t be true. Surely Alexis wouldn’t do that to me. 
 
    But as I threw open the door of one bedroom, I felt horror wash over me at what I saw inside. 
 
    There she was, Alexis, sitting on the bed with her tight dress riding high on her thighs, threatening to expose her ass at any minute. And there beside her was Tony. They turned their heads toward the door as I burst in, a shocked expression on both their faces. 
 
    “What are you doing in here?” I demanded. Alexis regarded me with a cool stare, adjusting her dress slightly as she sat up straight. 
 
    “Just talking,” she said. “Talking to an old friend. Nothing you need to worry about.” 
 
    “Really?” I wanted to believe her, of course I did. Jealousy and anger raged inside my heart, and I felt my hands clench into fists at my sides. But I hadn’t caught them doing anything. Nothing except sitting on the bed together in a room with the door closed. That was enough to make jealousy burn inside my heart. 
 
    “Oh, there you are.” In my rage, I hadn’t noticed Alexis’s friends following me. Now they appeared in the open doorway behind me. I stepped further into the room as Rachel pushed past me, and Alexis stared open-mouthed at her friends as Keeley shut the door behind us. 
 
    “We have something to tell you,” Rachel said. “I don’t think we should wait.” And as Alexis stared at her friends in shock, I stared at her, enraptured by her beauty and on fire with lust for her. This night, I already knew, was only going to get stranger. 
 
    

  

 
   
    5. Serving Them All 
 
      
 
    “I can’t believe it!” 
 
    “I know, right? I mean, who would’ve thought Hannah had it in her? You should see her. She orders that little bitch boy around like she was born to be a dominatrix.” 
 
    Laughter rang out in the bedroom. Female laughter. For my part, I didn’t feel much like laughing. In fact, I felt incredibly nervous. I still stood close to the door, reluctant to venture deeper into the room as though that would make things spiral out of my control even more than they already had. But the reality, I knew, was that I was already lost. Keeley stood between me and the door, but it’s not like she was keeping me there physically. I could leave if I wanted to. And yet some strange fascination held me there. I was terrified of what might be about to happen and the secrets that were about to be exposed. But some perverse part of me wanted to stay on this ride until the end and see just how crazy things got. 
 
    I wasn’t the only one feeling out of place. Tony still sat on the bed beside Alexis, a smile on his face. But he didn’t seem to know what exactly he was doing there. Alexis could say whatever she liked, but I had no doubt that when the two of them sneaked off to be alone together in a bedroom, they knew what they were up to. Alexis is many things, but she isn’t naïve. And although her intentions weren’t entirely clear to me, his were. I didn’t need to know the first thing about the guy to know what he had been thinking about when he took my girlfriend to the bedroom. He had been thinking he was going to get to fuck her. And perhaps the only consolation I could find in the situation I was in was that now seemed a lot less likely than it had before. 
 
    “We were just saying outside that Hannah would be about the last one we would’ve picked to be into kinky stuff,” Keeley said from her position close to me. “I would’ve expected it from you before I did from her.” 
 
    “Well, it’s funny you should say that.” 
 
    Alexis’s speech was slow and languid as she turned her smiling face to me. Again, horror gripped me. Again, fear scuttled along my spine. I felt as though I were on the brink of something momentous, yet another door swinging open that I knew I would be unable to close. And still, I said nothing. As though I had been struck dumb by the magnitude of the moment. Or more likely, I thought once I had a little more time to reflect, it was because I didn’t know what I wanted. I dreaded my secret being discovered. I dreaded the humiliation of Alexis’s friends knowing about the true nature of our relationship. But some strange part of me wanted that, too. Some strange part of me craved that humiliation, craved having Alexis’s beautiful friends laughing at me. The forces that battled inside me had fought one another to a standstill, and I still didn’t know which way I wanted it all to go. So I stood there, mute as a statute, letting things happen to me instead. 
 
    “Me and Jim have been playing around with some more kinky stuff lately,” Alexis said at last. Her eyes were burning with excitement as she spoke, and as I glanced at them, I could see her friend’s were too. For now, Tony and I seemed completely peripheral, almost forgotten. It was the girls who were sharing this moment, and the girls who were enjoying it. The girls, I knew, who would decide what direction the night took. 
 
    “Really?” Rachel said. Her dark eyebrows rose higher on her brow, and her smile was as enchanting as it was unnerving. The air in the bedroom crackled now, and I felt breathless, as though I couldn’t drag enough oxygen into my lungs. Trapped inside my girlfriend’s panties, my cock throbbed relentlessly, a constant reminder of just how much this was all turning me on. 
 
    “Yeah,” Alexis smiled. “It started after that party a couple of weeks back. I wanted to punish him for his behavior. So I haven’t let him have sex with me since. And… Well, I have to say, it’s done wonders for his behavior.” 
 
    Now all eyes turned to me. Alexis and Rachel and Keeley were all staring at me, their pretty eyes glowing with exuberant joy and accentuated by the makeup they wore. 
 
    “So that’s what all that Princess Alexis stuff was about,” Rachel said. 
 
    “Yeah, exactly. I mean, I always thought that stuff was kind of weird. But the longer I denied him sex, the more submissive he got. And I couldn’t help taking advantage. I have to tell you, it’s so much fun having a man to use for your pleasure.” 
 
    “We know,” Keeley said with a giggle. “Playing with Hannah’s sex slave was fucking amazing. I can’t wait to do it again.” 
 
    “Oh, Keeley,” Alexis said, shaking her head with a rueful smile. “I never thought you would be into kinky stuff too.” 
 
    “But you’re right though,” Keeley said. “It feels fucking amazing. Besides, Jim deserves it after how he behaved at that party. Hannah’s boy toy didn’t do anything to deserve it like yours did.” 
 
    She looked at me as she spoke, and I looked back at her. I agreed with Alexis; I had never expected to hear words like that coming out of this woman’s mouth. And as I looked at her, she seemed somewhat hesitant, despite what she was saying. Still a little uncertain of herself. But the smile that shone on her glossy lips was proof of how much she was enjoying herself. It was hard to believe this was really happening to me, even as it was happening. 
 
    And from there, things only got stranger 
 
    “Well, what are we waiting for?” Rachel said. “Let’s have some fun.” Now all eyes were on her as she stepped toward the bedroom closet. I didn’t even know whose house this was, and I wasn’t sure that Rachel did either. But she didn’t seem to care. And I remained in my position close to the door, standing next to Keeley, unable to move or utter a word while I watched Rachel rummaging through someone else’s belongings. In some part of my heart, I knew what was coming. Maybe not down to the last detail, but the general shape of what the future held. But I couldn’t believe my own thoughts. I kept waiting for someone to laugh and for the spell to break and for us to return to normality. Even if I wasn’t in the least bit sure that was really what I wanted. 
 
    Rachel stepped forward. I couldn’t keep my eyes off her body, her ample curves flaunted by her tight pink dress that slid over her body with every step she took. She was walking toward me with that devious smile on her face, and distracted as I was by her raw sexiness, I barely noticed that she held a necktie in her hands, retrieved from the closet. Rachel blossomed under the attention of everyone in the room as she got closer to me, and she cast her smiling gaze in Keeley’s direction before looking at me again. Rachel stood beside me, and I felt her hand on my shoulder. 
 
    “This is the part where you get on your knees, bitch boy,” she said with a smile. Over on the bed, Alexis laughed out loud. But I barely had time to register that. With unexpected speed, Rachel lifted one foot from the floor and kicked the back of my leg. She put all her weight on the top of my calf, using her own leg to push through it and forcing my knee to bend. I fell to the floor, my knee thumping on the carpet. Alexis’s eyes were shining as she watched. With her hands still on my shoulder, holding me down now, Rachel stepped over my leg to stand on the other side of me. At the same time, I felt her grabbing at my arms as she bent down behind my back. 
 
    “Help me, Keeley,” I heard her say. At my side, the blonde woman stepped forward. She grabbed my other arm, and together, they pulled my hands behind my back. I struggled, but only a little. I was still numbed by surprise, still unsure how much I wanted to fight them. And soon, it was too late. Keeley pulled the necktie tight around my wrists, wrapping it several times around my arms to bind my hands together in the small of my back. Just like that, I was helpless. Just like that, I was on my knees in front of all of Alexis’s friends. 
 
    Over on the bed, Alexis uncrossed her legs and stood. Adjusting her dress, she stepped slowly toward me. She took her time, enjoying the power that must’ve been flowing through her as she walked steadily toward me. And of course, my cock raged and throbbed in her panties as I studied the way her body moved in her black dress, her sleek hair shining and her eyes glowing in the center of her face as she smiled down at me.  
 
    Finally, Alexis stood in front of me. She put her hands on her hips, her feet apart, the dress straining around her thighs as she grinned down at me. Keeley and Rachel stood on either side of me like guards, Rachel’s hand still on my shoulder to keep me in place. I felt completely overcome by these three women, completely at the mercy of three beauties who all clearly had a taste for dominating men. It was an unbelievable situation to be in. 
 
    “Well, this is embarrassing for you, isn’t it?” Alexis finally said. “Overpowered and dominated by my friends. This is what you get for being such an asshole at that party.” 
 
    “I said I was sorry,” I grumbled. And as my girlfriend raised an eyebrow in surprise, I quickly added, “Princess Alexis.” 
 
    “So you’ve said,” Alexis said. “But talk is cheap. And I’m still not done punishing you. Besides, I think the least you can do is make it up to my friends by making yourself useful to them.” 
 
    With that, Alexis lifted her chin, her eyes moving above my head as she looked at Rachel, and then Keeley. 
 
    “What do you think, girls?” she grinned. “How about we make Jim here our sex toy for the night?” 
 
    “Oh my God, yes,” Keeley said, her voice ringing with sheer enthusiasm as she clapped her hands together. On the other side of me, I heard Rachel’s rich laughter. My cock was straining desperately in my pants at the thought of serving the three of them. And Alexis knew that. Turning her smiling eyes back to me, she regarded me for a second. She had my consent. She knew that already. She didn’t need to break out of character to ask permission to do to me the kind of things I had only dreamed of up to that point. 
 
    “I think I should probably get going,” Tony said from the bed behind Alexis. I blinked rapidly. My fear and desire and excitement was so great that I had literally forgotten he was even there. Caught up in the beauty of Alexis and her friends, he had completely slipped my mind. I felt my cheeks prickle with new heat as I remembered he was seeing all of this. 
 
    “No, Tony, stay,” Alexis said, turning her head toward him. I watched her walk across the bedroom, her body swaying in that hypnotic way it did on her high heels as she walked back to him. “It’ll be more fun with you here. Besides, I have a few ideas I’ve been wanting to try out. And this seems like the perfect opportunity. Trust me. You’re going to enjoy this.” 
 
    Her hand was on his shoulder as she turned to smile at me again. I gulped nervously. If I was being honest, I would have to confess that I was thrilled Keeley and Rachel were there, that they wanted to play with me the same way Alexis did. But I didn’t want another man in the room. I didn’t like the possibilities his presence suggested. But I also knew that this was my girlfriend’s show. Alexis was going to do what she wanted. And that was what I loved about her. 
 
    “As for you,” Alexis said, looking right at me as she spoke. Her high heels thumped on the carpet to match the thumping of my heart as she crossed the room toward me again. This time, she bent forward as she stood in front of me, her mouthwatering cleavage threatening to spill over the top of her tiny dress. Her glossy dark hair hung around her had as she reached out and gripped my chin in one hand. At the same time, I felt Rachel’s fingers pressed hard against my shoulder. 
 
    “This is going to be the best night of your life,” Alexis said, staring right into my eyes as she spoke. “I know how much you love being used and abused. And with three of us here, you’re going to get plenty of that. You’re going to be our toy, and I know how much that turns you on. Doesn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes, Princess Alexis.” 
 
    “Of course it does. I’m going to let my friends play with you however they want. The only rule is they can’t fuck you. But if they want you to lick their pussies, that’s what you’ll do. And you’ll fucking enjoy it, too.” 
 
    “Yes, Princess Alexis.” 
 
    “And guess what I’ll be doing while you’re going down my friends and serving them however they want?” 
 
    “I… I don’t know, Princess Alexis.” 
 
    Alexis laughed. Releasing her grip on my chin, she straightened up. Her hands on her hips again, she turned to look over her shoulder toward the bed, a wild smile showing on her face as she turned back to me. 
 
    “I’m going to be fucking Tony over there,” she said, while the whole room erupted in laughter around her. “I’m going to let him have what you still haven’t earned.” 
 
    “Oh my God.” I gasped in disbelief. Even though I had suspected this was coming, even though I had feared it, it was very different to hear my girlfriend announce her evil plan. But of course, my cock was raging more than ever inside my pants. My desire for Alexis and for her friends was boiling over, and I felt almost ready to pass out with the sheer force of my need. 
 
    “That’s right,” Alexis said. “But because I’m so nice to you, I’ll give you a choice, just this once. If you don’t think you can handle that, you can leave right now. We’ll untie you and you can go back to the party. But if you do that, this will never happen again. You’ll never get to play with my friends. You’ll never get to pleasure them in any way. And something tells me you don’t want that.” 
 
    “No, Princess Alexis,” I said. Behind me, Keeley and Rachel laughed again. I could hear the wildness in their laughter, a sign of their own disbelief at what was happening. But after the story they had told of what they had done with Hannah’s slave, they should have been more prepared. This was all new to me. But apparently, for Alexis’s friends, this was the second time in as many weeks that they had teamed up to completely dominate a submissive man. 
 
    “That’s what I thought,” Alexis said. Again, she turned away from me, and again she strutted back across the room. This time, she sat down on the bed beside Tony again, crossing her long legs to make her dress slide up her thigh. I cringed as I watched her place a hand on Tony’s leg, turning her smiling face up toward him. 
 
    “Let’s have some fun,” she said. “I haven’t had any real dick in over two weeks, and I need this.” 
 
    “Okay,” Tony grinned. He was easily convinced. Then again, if she had made the same offer to me, I wouldn’t have argued either. Leaning forward, she brought her lips closer to his, and soon, they were kissing. I tried to suppress a groan of despair as I watch my girlfriend making out with another man, a man she used to date. A man whose sexual prowess she had just been bragging about. 
 
    But I didn’t have long to watch the humiliating spectacle. Rachel’s hand lifted off my shoulder, and I winced as I felt her grab a fistful of my hair. She pulled on it, and I turned my face to look up at her. Her beautiful features were transformed by a look of sadistic lust, a troubling sneer lifting the corner of her full lips as she stared down at me. 
 
    “Looks like you’re ours, bitch boy,” she said. “Now you’re going to pay for being such a pathetic little worm. Keeley, see if you can find a belt in that closet.” 
 
    “Okay.” I heard Keeley’s footsteps as she crossed the room toward the closet. Over on the bed, I heard my girlfriend making out with her ex. I could hear the soft moans of pleasure that rose from her throat as her excitement grew. But I didn’t look over. I couldn’t. Rachel still held me by the hair, and her gorgeous body filled my vision as she towered over me. 
 
    “Stand up,” Rachel said, punctuating her command with a tug on my hair. Awkwardly, I rose to my feet. In her high heels, Rachel was the same height as me, able to look me straight in the eye as she stepped closer to me. 
 
    “Let’s see what we’re working with here,” she said with a smile as she reached for the front of my pants. My cock throbbed as she unfastened my belt and pulled down my zipper and let my pants fall to my ankles. As she looked down, her eyes went wide, and I saw her press her hand to her mouth. 
 
    “Oh my God, you have him in panties?” she said, turning her head toward the bed. 
 
    Alexis managed to tear her lips away from Tony’s for long enough to smile at her friend, and at me. 
 
    “Yeah. That’s part of his punishment. He doesn’t get to wear men’s underwear anymore. I like to keep him in panties to remind him what a pathetic bitch he is.” 
 
    Everyone in the room laughed at that, Tony included. Alexis caught my eye just for a moment as she turned her face back to Tony and began making out with him again. He had his arm wrapped around her slender waist, and I noticed her hand rising higher on his leg, moving toward his crotch. She was really going to do this to me. She was really going to fuck this guy. And there was nothing I could do to stop her. 
 
    “Look at you, all stuffed in there,” Rachel said. I turned my attention back to her as she ran her fingernails over the panties that covered my swollen cock, and my eyes rolled with pleasure. “I think you should keep those on,” Rachel went on. “I think it’s funny. And since Alexis isn’t going to let you fuck anyone, you may as well keep that worthless cock tucked away while you serve us. Now, step out of your pants.” 
 
    Rachel extended one foot forward, stepping on my fallen pants between my feet. As she bent her knee and leaned forward, her thigh brushed against my throbbing cock. With some difficulty, I pulled first one foot, then the other, out of my pants as she kept them pinned to the floor. Carelessly, she kicked them aside. Then she unfastened the buttons of my shirt one by one and pulled it off my shoulders. It hung down around my bound wrists. 
 
    “Back on your knees, bitch,” she ordered. I heard more female laughter as I did what she said. 
 
    “What do you think, Keeley?” Rachel said. She was looming above me again as I looked up her from my knees, an unapproachable goddess of beauty and dark domination. “Do you want to try him out first? I know how much you love having a slave boy eat your pussy.” 
 
    Behind me, Keeley laughed nervously. But as I turned to look at her, I saw the excitement shining in her blue eyes as she stared down at me. 
 
    “I wouldn’t say no,” she said. 
 
    “Well hand me that belt then,” Rachel said. “Get to it, bitch. Make Keeley cum, and make it sexy.” 
 
    Above my head, Keeley passed the leather belt to Rachel. I tried not to think about what she intended to do with it as she folded in her fist. Instead, I pivoted on my knees to face Keeley. As I did so, glanced over toward Alexis again. It felt like a fist was squeezing my heart as I saw that she had taken his cock out of his pants. They were still kissing, but now Alexis’s hand was sliding up and down Tony’s shaft, stroking him while he thrust his hand up under her skirt. She saw me looking. Her eyes flashed like stars as she opened them for a moment and glanced across the room at me. As though my humiliation was a show put on to enhance her own pleasure. I supposed it probably was. 
 
    Meanwhile, Keeley was struggling to pull up the skirt of her tight dress. It clung to her thick thighs and big ass, but she managed it. As she pulled her panties down, she seemed unable to meet my eyes. She was far more shy than either Alexis or Rachel. Still, she was doing it. Hard to describe as shy any woman who was willing to get naked in front of her friends and have a man orally pleasure her. 
 
    “Kiss my pussy.” Keeley pointed between her legs as she spoke, to where her pink lips showed between her ample thighs. Rachel laughed out loud behind me, and I heard Alexis giggle over on the bed. Again, Keeley’s words might be those of a practiced dominatrix, but her delivery was still tentative. But I wasn’t about to argue. I leaned forward, inhaling the aroma of her desire as I stuck out my tongue and caressed her tender lips. I had never for a moment imagined I would ever do anything like this. As pretty as Keeley was, as unconventionally sexy as her wildly curvaceous body had always been, I had never imagined anything would happen between us. Certainly nothing like this. But it was happening, and it was all my girlfriend’s idea. 
 
    Above me, Keeley sighed in pleasure. She tasted so different from the way Alexis did, and her body responded differently. Still, I was getting to her. That much was immediately obvious. And not just me, but the strange situation we found ourselves in, too. As soon as I placed my mouth against Keeley’s pussy, I could see she was already wet. That this strange orgy had her wildly turned on and incredibly receptive to my technique. And as I slid my tongue up and down the tender valley of her sex, I saw her tight dress growing even tighter around her as she breathed in and out. Her eyes were closed now, her long blonde hair tumbling down between her shoulder blades as she lifted her face to the ceiling. She placed both hands on my head, just resting them there, not crushing my face against her the way Alexis sometimes like to do. The angle was awkward, but I made the best of it, ignoring the growing ache in my neck as I served Alexis’s friend. 
 
    And then Rachel hit me. 
 
    Distracted as I was by Keeley and her body, I had almost forgotten about the other woman behind me. But she hadn’t forgotten about me. A sharp slap echoed in the bedroom, and it made me jump. Keeley’s eyes snapped open, and I saw her looking behind me with an expression of wild surprise on her face. Then, the pain began. I felt it spreading over my ass like a ribbon of fire, the skin igniting as I groaned between Keeley’s legs. In a flash, I remembered Rachel and the belt she had told her friend to get. And as what had happened dawned on me in its full magnitude, Rachel swung at me again. The belt cracked against my exposed ass, and I cried out as the pain bloomed again. 
 
    “Lick it, bitch,” I heard Rachel growl behind me. “Make my friend cum while your your girlfriend fucks another man. That’s all you are to us, bitch. Just a cum dumpster and fuck toy to be used and punished.” 
 
    The belt struck again. A fresh wave of pain reignited the old ones, and before long, my whole ass felt like it was on fire. The thin fabric of Alexis’s panties offered no protection as Rachel beat me again and again. 
 
    “Please,” I begged, unable to keep myself from speaking. “Please don’t hit me.” 
 
    “Shut the fuck up,” Rachel snarled, whipping my ass again for good measure. “Your mouth is for eating pussy, not talking. And the sooner you make Keeley cum, the sooner I’ll think about not beating you anymore. Now get back to work.” 
 
    The belt struck again, and I howled at the pain. But I didn’t doubt that Rachel was serious. There was nothing to do except do as I was told. So again, I pressed my mouth against Keeley’s pussy and heard her cry out in bliss as I began to lick more vigorously. I pressed my face against her, sliding my tongue inside her, feeling the warmth of her body as her wet walls quivered against my mouth. The belt struck again, and I moaned into Keeley’s pussy, and she moaned as the vibrations traveled through her most intimate place. Again, she placed her hands on my head, and I buried my face between her heavy thighs while her friend whipped my ass again and again until I was trembling with pain. 
 
    And all the while, I listened to the sounds coming from over on the bed. Even as I licked Keeley’s pussy, I watched my girlfriend from the corner of my eye. And she was watching me, too. Still in her sexy dress, still sitting on the bed, she was leaning forward now, lying on her side with her head in Tony’s lap. His cock was in her mouth, and I groaned with a different kind of pain as I watched her lips slide up and down his shaft, gripping it tightly and make my own cock throb sympathetic desire. Tony groaned too, one hand resting on Alexis’s cheek and keeping her hair back from her face as she blew him.  
 
    But she was looking at me the whole time. Her eyes sparkled with monstrous lust as his cock bulged in her cheek. And as Keeley’s pussy spasmed against my mouth, as Rachel’s belt struck my ass again, I cried out as a new and powerful feeling swept through me. Unexpected, unstoppable, an orgasm tore through me right there, with nothing touching me except Alexis’s panties. Right there in front of them all, on my knees my face between Keeley’s thighs, I came in Alexis’s underwear. 
 
    

  

 
   
    6. Jim’s Public Humiliation 
 
      
 
    “Oh my God, did he just cum in his pants?” 
 
    I cringed with embarrassment. As the pleasure of orgasm came and went, it was immediately replaced by a deep and lasting sense of shame. But I was still on my knees in front of Keeley, still with my face buried between her thighs, and I knew that I still had a job to do. I had to make her cum. And I knew that I was close. Even though I didn’t know her body the way I knew Alexis’s, I could tell from the wild cries of passion she was making that her climax wasn’t far away. My ass burned painfully from where Rachel had struck it over and over again with the belt. At least that had stopped, for now. I was trembling as I kneeled there in front of them all, with shame and desire and pain and all kinds of powerful sensations that threatened to overwhelm me. 
 
    “No,” I heard Alexis say over on the bed, lifting her mouth from Tony’s cock for long enough to speak. “He came in my panties.” 
 
    “What a horny little slut!” 
 
    Rachel circled around me as she spoke. The leather belt still hung doubled over from her fist, the threatening weapon reminding me of the power she held. Keeley was looking down at me too, not saying anything, her eyes glassy with pleasure as she thrust her hips toward my face. While the women laughed at me, I went on licking, afraid to do anything else. But I could feel the shameful stain of my orgasm spreading in the feminine underwear I wore, and I knew there was nowhere to hide. 
 
    Above me, Keeley cried out. I felt her pussy spasm against my mouth, squeezing my probing tongue as I pleasured her. Her body went rigid, the pleasure I was giving her shooting through her like lightning. In any other time or place, it would have been a spectacle that would have absorbed all my attention. But in this particular scene, it was just one more thing among many. My beautiful girlfriend was sitting across the room next to another man, her hand still stroking his rigid cock, moving up and down it the way her mouth had been moments before. Lubricated by her own saliva. And Tony was groaning steadily as Alexis played with his manhood, smiling at me the whole while. Even after all the wild humiliations my girlfriend had put me through in the last little while, I had never imagined anything quite like this. But there was nothing I could do except endure it. 
 
    Finally, Keeley pushed my face away. Her breathing was heavy as she stumbled across the room. Alexis was still shaking from the orgasm I had given her, making it difficult to walk in her high-heeled shoes. I watched as she slumped into a wooden chair beside the closet, trying to recover herself. At least I had done that well, I reflected to myself. I had made her cum, even with everything else that was going on around me. 
 
    Rachel stepped closer. Her brown eyes were glowing with sadistic delight as she loomed above me. I was scared of her. Scared what she was capable of. She seemed every bit as dominant as Alexis had turned out to be, and maybe even more so. Rachel was clearly into these kinky games, and wasn’t the type of girl to hold anything back.  
 
    Standing above me, she threaded the end of the belt through the buckle and lowered the loop over my head. She tightened it around my neck, holding the end like a leash. I gazed up at her with a mixture of fear and desire, a cocktail I was getting more and more familiar with by the minute. Rachel glowed with obvious delight as she looked down at me, a pet on a leash for her to use in any way she saw fit. 
 
    “Turn around,” she ordered, sneering down at me as she spoke and tugging on the end of the belt. “Turn around so Alexis can see how pathetic you are.” 
 
    I did as I was told. I shuffled around on my knees so that I was facing my girlfriend where she sat on the bed, still wearing her tight sexy dress, still stroking Tony. He looked at me as though not really seeing me. I could only imagine the pleasure that was coursing through him as my girlfriend idly toyed with his cock. It felt like forever since she had done anything like that for me. 
 
    “Look at that cum stain!”  
 
    Rachel spluttered with laughter as she spoke, enjoying every moment. She lifted one foot from the floor, tapping the toe of her shoe against the wet spot on the panties I wore. It wasn’t like Alexis needed it pointed out to her. My disgrace couldn’t be more obvious. I had never before in my life had an orgasm without so much as being touched. But I had never before been as turned on I was while I went down on Keeley while being whipped by Rachel. Not to mention being forced to watch Alexis suck another man’s cock.  
 
    I could hardly believe my own feelings, my own wild desires. But there was no point denying the truth to myself. What had happened in that bedroom, what was still happening, turned me on more than anything ever had in my life up to that point. I might not want that to be true. But it was. And even as Rachel laughed at me, the toe of her shoe tracing the shape of my limp cock through my wet underwear, I felt my desire rising again. I felt my treacherous cock beginning to harden already, as though the pathetic orgasm I had already had never happened. That wild night was just to erotic for words, and my body was responding in a way I couldn’t conceal. Humiliation and disgrace had been the themes of the night, and I knew there was plenty more to go around. After all, that was what these wild and sexy women seemed to want. And to my own surprise, it was what I seemed to want, too. 
 
    “That’s hilarious,” Alexis said as she looked me up and down. My girlfriend was never going to look at me the same way again. And I was never going to look at her the same way, either. Sitting there on the bed with her hand sliding up and down another man’s surging cock, she looked unbelievably sexy to me. Beautiful and powerful and outrageously dominant, the brains behind this whole incredible scene. In a strange way, I almost admired it. Alexis was so far above me that it felt like we lived in different worlds. She was too sexy and too clever and too devious for a guy like me. In some part of my heart, I had always known that. But there was no clearer demonstration of it than this. 
 
    “I guess being treated like a bitch really gets you going, huh?” 
 
    Rachel seemed to be really enjoying having me on a leash, another visual demonstration of the wild power these women had over me and my total inferiority next to them. 
 
    “I guess so,” I said sheepishly, and all the girls laughed at me again. 
 
    “Good,” Rachel grinned. “First Hannah, now this. I swear, I’m going to have to get a submissive boy toy of my own.” 
 
    “You totally should,” Alexis grinned. “I highly recommend it.” 
 
    Alexis moved as she spoke. Releasing her hold on Tony’s cock, she turned instead. I watched speechless as she reached for the zipper at the back of her dress and pulled it down. We all watched, me and Tony and her friends, as Alexis undressed in front of us. She wore no panties beneath the dress, of course. I was wearing those. And once she shed her bra, she was completely naked except for the sexy high heels she wore. Tony stared up at her with a look of undisguised hunger on his face. She was beautiful enough, I knew, to make him forget completely where he was and what was happening in that moment. To forget everything but her and lose himself in that desire. A feeling I knew all too well. My stomach was doing wild flips as my girlfriend climbed into Tony’s lap. I watched her drape her arms around his neck and spread her legs, her knees pressing against his hips as she straddled him. I watched Alexis reach underneath her beautiful body, a body Tony didn’t deserve, to take hold of his cock and slide it inside her. 
 
    I listened to her groan. I listened to Tony moan. The air in the bedroom was suddenly filled with the sound of pleasure, the same pleasure I was so cruelly denied. I watched my girlfriend rise up and down, riding her ex-boyfriend’s cock right in front of me, and the hourglass shape of her body drove me wild with frustrated lust. I had watched my share of porn in the past, but nothing compared to this. Nothing compared to the mixed feelings of lust and fear and betrayal I felt as my girlfriend taunted me with her cheating, and I simply kneeled there and watched without a word. 
 
    “This is hot,” Rachel said frankly. “Come on. Let’s go get a better look. Heel, slut.” 
 
    I heard Keeley laugh from her chair as Rachel tugged on the belt she held. As she walked across the bedroom, I had no choice but to follow. I shuffled along on my knees, struggling to keep up with the beautiful woman who dragged me across the room like a beaten dog. Alexis turned to watch over her shoulder, her mouth echoing with cries of lust and pleasure and her eyes shining with laughter as she watched me humiliated by her friend. And Rachel positioned me on my knees right at the edge of the bed, right behind Alexis. Up close, her and Tony’s moans of pleasure were even louder. I could smell their sex, and my rejected cock throbbed mercilessly in the damp panties I wore, begging for relief that I knew was not going to come. I gazed up at my girlfriend as I watched her fuck, overcome by her beauty and wild sex appeal. 
 
    “Look at that,” Rachel purred beside me, still holding the end of the belt while her free hand gripped a handful of my hair and tilted my face toward what was going on in front of me. As though I could have looked away if I wanted to. As though I wasn’t transfixed and hypnotized by this display of total dominance and selfishness, by this wild scene that I could feel burning itself onto my memory with every passing second. “That’s how a real man fucks a woman,” Rachel said, prompting another burst of laughter that dripped with pleasure from Alexis’s parted lips. “That’s what a girl really wants. Not a panty boy like you. All you’re good for is licking pussy and worshiping superior females like the worthless specimen you are. You see Tony’s fat cock sliding in and out of your girlfriend’s pussy right now?” 
 
    “Yes,” I said in a voice that cracked with shame. 
 
    “Good,” Rachel sneered. “Keep watching. In fact, you know what you should do? You should kiss her ass while she fucks him. Go on. Kiss that sexy ass of hers. Get right up close so you can feel them fucking.” 
 
    Alexis let out a long moan of desire at her friend’s words. Clearly, this insanity was turning her on. And why wouldn’t it? She was getting to have sex, while I was limited to being humiliated. Still, as the dark stain in the panties I wore proved, that didn’t mean I couldn’t feel any pleasure from what was happening. It just meant any pleasure I did get was going to be inextricably mixed with total shame. 
 
    But these women had me completely at their mercy. Rachel pulled me closer to Alexis, using her grip on my hair and the belt around my neck to drag me closer. Soon, I was kneeling right behind my girlfriend. Between her thighs, I could see Tony’s cock sliding in and out of her pussy, and the sheen of her juices on his shaft as pleasure swelled within her. Rachel pushed my head forward, and I did what they wanted. I kissed Alexis’s ass, hearing her moan and hearing Rachel cackle wildly as I pressed my lips against her smooth skin again and again. Rachel sneered.  
 
    “That’s all you’re good for. A little asskisser who just gets to watch while his girlfriend gets fucked. Hey, Alexis. Have you ever had your asshole eaten while riding a guy’s dick?” 
 
    “Oh my God,” Alexis gasped, her voice dripping with pleasure and surprise. 
 
    “You’ll love it,” Rachel grinned. “Go ahead, bitch boy. Get that tongue in there and serve your girlfriend the way a slut like you should.” 
 
    Rachel’s grip on my head tightened. Releasing her hold on the end of the leather belt, she instead grabbed one of Alexis’s beautiful cheeks. I heard my girlfriend moan as her friend slowly pulled the soft flesh aside. I had never seen Alexis’s asshole so close to my face, and the tight hole twitched right in front of me.  
 
    I cringed like a beaten dog as Rachel pushed my head inexorably forward. This was going to happen. There was nothing I could do about it. Worse, I wasn’t sure I wanted to do anything about it. I wasn’t sure I wanted to do anything except obey. After all, these games of total humiliation excited me like nothing else. Part of me longed for this, for things to be taken to the wildest extreme they could possibly go to. And the thought of getting to touch any part of Alexis’s beautiful body, even that part, excited me. 
 
    So once again, I did as I was told. I leaned forward and buried my face in the crack of Alexis’s ass while she moaned wordlessly above me. Her ass cheeks rubbed up and down on my face, and my blind tongue found her twitching hole. I had never done this before for anyone, but I approached it the same way I approached eating pussy. I tongued her asshole and heard Alexis cry out in wild and extravagant bliss above me. Clearly, Rachel was right. Clearly, Alexis was loving this new and deviant twist. Almost immediately, I felt her asshole twitching and clenching around my tongue, and this motion was accompanied by a wild shriek of pleasure. 
 
    I knew what would happen next. With a loud cry, my girlfriend came. I heard Tony moan as her pussy gripped his cock, and I was tormented by the memory of how that felt back when my girlfriend used to have sex with me it seemed a lifetime ago. Now, just as Rachel said, I was nothing but a pathetic fuck toy to be used for selfish pleasure. Forced to watch the superior females enjoy the sex I couldn’t have. It was the wildest feeling of my life to kneel there with my face buried in my girlfriend’s ass and feel her orgasm with another man. 
 
    With a sharp tug on my hair, Rachel abruptly pulled me away. With a long moan, Alexis climbed off Tony and flopped down on the bed beside him, naked and trembling with the aftershock of powerful orgasm. I saw Tony’s cock glistening with her juices, and hurriedly looked away. He still wasn’t sated. His manhood was still hard and throbbing, just as mine was. And the air in the bedroom still crackled with wild desire. In spite of everything that had already happened, in spite of the fatigue I could feel creeping into my own muscles and the same fatigue I could see in every line of Alexis’s body, I knew the night wasn’t over yet. 
 
    “How does that feel? “ Rachel smiled down at me, picking up the end of the leather belt that hung around my neck again. “How did it feel eating your girlfriend’s asshole while she fucked another man?” 
 
    “Incredibly humiliating,” I said truthfully. Again, all three women laughed at that. Even Tony joined in. 
 
    “It should be,” Rachel said. “We’re not done yet. Alexis may have just cum, but she’s not the only woman here that needs to be served by you tonight. Do you need me to beat your ass again, or are you ready to be a good boy and do as you’re told?” 
 
    Over in her chair, Keeley giggled. I looked up at Rachel and saw the cruel smile on her face. Nothing would please her more, I suspected, then taking the belt to my aching backside again. 
 
    “No, please,” I said. “I’ll do what you say. I’ll do whatever you want.” 
 
    I cringed even as I spoke the pathetic words, hardly able to believe how easily Alexis’s friend was controlling me. But I was helpless against them. They were going to get what they wanted one way or another. There was no point making things harder on myself than it needed to be. 
 
    “That’s what I like to hear,” Rachel grinned. “Now, every woman in this room has had an orgasm except me. We need to fix that.” 
 
    “Yes, Rachel,” I said. Everyone laughed again as I lunged forward on my knees, ready to bury my face between Rachel’s thighs. But she put her hand on my forehead, keeping my head away from her while she chuckled at my pathetic submission. 
 
    “Oh no,” Rachel said, her dark curls tumbling over her shoulders as she shook her head. “Not like that. Not yet. Not while you have ass breath from eating Alexis’s butt hole.” 
 
    More laughter rang out in the room as I cringed in shame. But Rachel went on talking, eyes flashing dangerously as she looked at me. 
 
    “We need to clean your mouth out,” she said, shifting her weight from one high-heeled foot to the other. “Get up. Come on, on your feet. Come with me.” 
 
    I could feel the others watching as I rose to my feet. Rachel turned, leading me toward the bedroom door by the leather belt she held. At the door, I stopped. Rachel’s hand was on the handle. Outside, the party was still going, the house filled with strangers and people I barely knew. People who had no idea what was going on behind that closed door. People I didn’t want to discover just what these women had done to me. 
 
    “Rachel, please,” I said, and she raised her eyebrows in surprise at my resistance. Panicked, I turned to look over toward the bed where Alexis still lay naked and glowing with post-orgasmic pleasure. 
 
    “Go ahead,” Alexis said, while my heart thumped wildly in my chest. “I told you you would have to do what my friends said, just like you do what I say. I probably wouldn’t make you do this myself. But if that’s what Rachel wants, that’s what you’ll do. Otherwise, she will beat your ass, and I might never let you fuck me again. Especially now I have better men to have sex with.” 
 
    As she spoke, Alexis languidly reached out and arm and placed her hand on Tony’s thigh. He was still sitting up on the edge of the bed, still hard and ready, still uncertain of what to make of the wild spectacle unfolding in front of him. But Alexis’s words terrified me just as she knew they would. I had no doubt now that she was more than capable of doing what she said. That she might well carry out her threat and never let me have sex with her again. That she might leave me for Tony or for any of the other countless men who would’ve been happy to be her next lover. That thought terrified me more than anything else. Even more than the thought of the wild humiliation Rachel had planned for me. 
 
    “Yes, Princess Alexis.” 
 
    Female laughter rang out in the room again. Grinning, Rachel twisted the handle of the door and opened it. The noise of the party swelled around us. I drew a deep breath, trying prepare myself for something I knew I couldn’t possibly be ready for. 
 
    We stepped out into the hallway. Rachel strutted in front of me, not the least bit embarrassed to be leading a nearly naked man on a leash with his hands tied behind him. I was embarrassed enough for both of us. I kept my head down, watching Rachel’s feet. Most of the action of the party was concentrated in the living room and kitchen, and the bathroom wasn’t far to go. Still, a few people saw us, saw me being led like an animal by Rachel with a soiled pair of women’s panties covering my cock. I didn’t look at them. I tried to pretend this wasn’t happening until the dominant woman led me mercifully into the bathroom and shut the door. 
 
    “There’s got to be something I can use in here,” Rachel said as she let the belt fall from her hand and turned to the bathroom closet. She rummaged through it as though she owned the place, just as she had through the close in the bedroom to find the tie that now bound my wrists together. 
 
    “There we go,” she said as she turned to me with a smile, holding an unopened toothbrush in her hands. I watched her pull apart the plastic packaging and tossed it carelessly down on the countertop. Turning on the tap, she applied toothpaste to the brush and picked it up. Positioning me in front of the sink, she jammed the toothbrush into my mouth and began scrubbing aggressively. Clearly, she had no intention of untying me. So I stood there helplessly and let her brush my teeth and tongue until she was completely satisfied. At her command, I spat out the minty froth and rinsed my mouth under the running tap. 
 
    “That’s better,” Rachel said. “Now, I’ll just grab a drink and we can get back to business.” 
 
    “No, Rachel, please,” I implored her. “Let’s just go back to the bedroom. This is too embarrassing. I don’t want people to see me like this.” 
 
    “I bet you don’t,” Rachel laughed. “But what you need to learn is that it isn’t up to you. It’s what I want that matters. What Alexis wants. What Keeley wants. What any woman wants is more important than what you do. So get used to being embarrassed. Get used to being used. Get used to having to put up with all kinds of humiliating shit. Because that’s what we’re going to do with you from now on. You and Hannah’s little bitch boy, too. And any other submissive boy toys that we pick up along the way. Now, let’s go. The quicker we get it over with, the quicker we can get back to the bedroom.” 
 
    With that, Rachel turned toward the door. I followed behind her, my stomach churning with despair. Once again, I tried to brace myself for what was coming. And Rachel led me out of the bathroom and out into the full roar of the party. 
 
    Again, I kept my head down. But from the corners of my eyes, I could see people’s reaction to us. More than that, I could hear them. I could hear the way conversations stopped, the way people cried out in surprise or shock or laughter. For her part, Rachel seemed in her element as she led me through the house. All around me, people pointed and laughed, and I heard cell phones clicking as people took pictures and video of the wild scene. Maybe I could leave town, I thought to myself as I followed meekly behind my new mistress. Maybe I could change my name and move somewhere no one knew me, to outrun this unbelievable shame. 
 
    In the kitchen, Rachel opened the fridge. I felt the cold air making my skin prickle as she bent over, scanning the shelves. I kept my eyes on the delicious curves of her ass making her tight pink dress strain around her body as she spent longer than she needed to looking through the drinks before selecting one. As she straightened up and closed the fridge door again, a can of something in her hand, I heard a voice beside me. 
 
    “What the fuck is going on here, Rachel?” 
 
    A woman’s voice. My eyes flickered upward, and then back down. A young woman with shortish hair dyed blue and pulled to one side of her face, a nose ring glittering in one nostril as she looked at me in surprise. 
 
    “Oh, we’re just teaching this boy a lesson,” Rachel said, as though there were nothing more normal in the world. “This is Alexis’s boyfriend. But it turns out he is also a very naughty boy. So we need to put him in his place.” 
 
    Rachel spoke loudly, and I heard a ripple of laughter move through the kitchen around us. 
 
    “Awesome,” the unknown woman said, nodding in approval. “Sounds like fun.” 
 
    “Oh, it is,” Rachel said, opening the can she held and taking a drink while cameras continue to click and flash all around us. “I highly recommend it. Come on, bitch. Time to get back to work.” 
 
    Rachel turned and led me back across the kitchen. I followed at her heels, trying to resist the urge to run back to the bedroom. Not that it mattered, I told myself. Everyone had already seen my shame now. Half of them had photos or video footage. There would be no way to ever forget what these women had done to me. Even if I wanted to. 
 
    The laughter of the partygoers still haunted me as Rachel led me back into the bedroom and shut the door. But when I saw what was happening there, all thoughts of the world outside vanished. 
 
    Keeley had joined Alexis and Tony. She was lying on the bed, her tight dress gone and her full curvaceous body on display. She lay on her back, her thick legs lifted, her high-heeled shoes pointing at the ceiling as Tony lay between her thighs. He was thrusting his cock in and out of her, fucking her and making her scream while the bed bounced beneath them. 
 
    My girlfriend kneeled on the same bed, her boobs shaking and bouncing with the rhythm of their thrusts. She had an arm wrapped around Tony’s shoulders, and her mouth pressed against his as she made out with him while he fucked her friend. His hands were all over her breasts, squeezing and caressing them. And Alexis had her other hand between her thighs, rubbing her dripping pussy while she listened to her friend get fucked. 
 
    “Oh, this looks like fun,” Rachel said as she led me deeper into the room. “I think I need to get in on this. Bitch boy, get back on your knees.” 
 
    As she spoke, Rachel tugged authoritatively on the belt, and I sank obediently to the floor in front of her. Any ability for resistance I might once have had vanished completely. I was totally overcome by the moment in all its wild splendor. I was there to serve and provide pleasure and amusement for three incredible women. I couldn’t resist. All I could do was try as much as I could to enjoy it. 
 
    

  

 
   
    7. Alexis’s Best Night 
 
      
 
    Keeley’s cries of passion filled the room. In the tangle of limbs on the bed, I could only see flashes of her naked body. But her head was thrown back, her pretty features lost in a storm of golden hair. Her big boobs bounced on her chest as Tony fucked her, and her legs trembled around him. 
 
    Still, I had eyes only for Alexis. I could hear her moaning deep in her throat as she made out with Tony and touched herself, rubbing her pussy at the sheer kinkiness of what was going on. And I kneeled close to the bed, my hands tied behind my back and a leather belt as a makeshift leash around my neck while Rachel stood beside me, taking in the show. 
 
    Her brown eyes flashed maliciously as she turned to me. She was still holding the end of the belt in her hand as she began to pull up the skirt of her tight pink dress. My mouth watered as I watched her pull it up around her hips. There was already a dark patch at the front of the panties she wore underneath, proof of how much this wild game was turning her on. She pulled her panties down, smiling the whole time, and I watched her with undisguised lust, my cock throbbing inside the panties I wore as she exposed herself to me. 
 
    Letting her panties fall to the floor, she kicked them away and stepped over toward the bed. I saw Alexis smile at her friend as Rachel sat down on the edge of the mattress, her body now bouncing to the same rhythm of sex as the rest of them. She spread her legs and pulled on the belt, and I knew exactly what was required of me. I hurried forward on my knees and pressed my face against her pussy, eagerly licking and savoring the wet taste of her sex while she sighed in pleasure above me. 
 
    “This is fucking awesome, Alexis,” Rachel said, looking up at her friend. As my girlfriend tore her lips away from Tony’s, I could hear the pleasure that dripped in her voice as she answered. 
 
    “I know,” Alexis said, still brazenly rubbing her pussy even as she spoke to her friend. “I can’t believe we’re doing this. But it’s so fucking hot. We should have done this a long time ago.” 
 
    “At least we’re doing it now,” Rachel laughed. I could hear pleasure dripping from her words too, and my cock surged as I realized that I was already getting to her. Then again, the wetness of her pussy against my mouth proved that she was already very turned on. All she needed was that last push over the edge, and I was determined to give it to her. Even though my ass still throbbed from the beating this woman had given me. Even though my heart still burned with the deep humiliation she had made me endure. Maybe because of those things. Maybe, deep in my submissive soul, that only made me want her more. Discovering the submissive to myself had been the most surprising element of everything that had happened to me. Strange enough to discover that my relatively new girlfriend had this taste for power and control. But even stranger to discover in myself how much I loved it. How much I needed it. And even though I was trembling with fear and nervousness, even though I contemplated leaving town after being exposed to the other partygoers, I knew I was never going to be able to go back to the way things were. I was never going to be able to enjoy regular sex again the way I used to. I would always know what these women had done to me, and how I had let them. How I had enjoyed being used and objectified. Maybe it was better to stay and serve and simply accept that this was the way I was. The whys and how’s didn’t matter, I told myself. All that mattered was that, for whatever reason, I wanted this. 
 
    And so I kneeled between Rachel’s legs, my hands bound and a leather belt around my neck, licking her pussy while she mocked me. From time to time, I raised my eyes to look over at Alexis. She was back to making out with Tony, back to fingering herself while he fucked her friend. From my position, I couldn’t see Keeley at all, except her shaking legs draped over Tony’s shoulders. But I could hear her cries of passion. I could hear her cum as he fucked her, tearing the air with shrieks of bliss. But he didn’t stop. He seemed tireless as he kept on thrusting, like a machine devoted solely to sexual pleasure. Keeley was screaming like a banshee, as though she had never known a pleasure that could compare with this. Perhaps she hadn’t. It was certainly the wildest experience of my life, and of Alexis’s. I doubted that any of us had been in a situation quite like this before. And every single one of us shared an unexpected arousal at everything that was happening. Each one of us was caught up in something greater than ourselves, some unstoppable desire that we could barely fathom. If only I had been allowed the kind of pleasure everyone else in the room was enjoying. Then again, I told myself, if that were the case, I wouldn’t have enjoyed it so much. For whatever reason, I was getting off on not getting off. Being used and denied my own pleasure. The anticipation was everything, and every time I was denied, my arousal only grew. 
 
    Above me, Rachel moaned. Her pussy spasmed against my mouth, releasing another flood of hot juices. Soon, as I continued thrusting my tongue in and out of her wet slit, I felt her approaching orgasm. She moaned in wild delight as pleasure took her, sweeping everything else aside. For that single blissful moment, it was like she was alone in the world. As though her friends weren’t having loud sex on the mattress right beside her. As though there wasn’t a party raging outside, no doubt buzzing with the story of my complete humiliation. There was only this beautiful woman and her intense sexual pleasure, and after everything I had been through, I was still happy to be the instrument of it. Still happy that I could make Rachel cum after everything she had done to me. That alone was more than enough to demonstrate the depth of my newfound submissive nature. 
 
    Raising one foot from the floor, Rachel placed her high heel on my shoulder and roughly pushed me away. I sat back on my knees, my face shining with her juices, awaiting further instruction. My jaw ached. My neck ached. I had never used my mouth so much in my life. I had never imagined I would be ordered to pleasure three beautiful dominant women in a single evening, and certainly never dreamed I would be forced to watch my girlfriend fuck another man right in front of me. But that was my situation. An unbelievably thrilling and deeply humiliating experience that I had a feeling was going to change my life from that point forward. 
 
    Rachel turned to look at her friends. Keeley was still moaning in wild pleasure, almost overcome by the sheer intensity of what she was feeling. And Alexis was still moaning too, though not as loud as her friend. She was still touching herself, rocking her hips back and forth as she rubbed her pussy. As tireless as Tony seemed to be, every man has his limits. And as I kneeled there, my face shining with Rachel’s juices as I wondered what came next, I heard him let out a moan that echoed in the room. A moan Keeley answered with another wild shriek of her own. I cringed at the knowledge she had felt him cum inside her, that his cock finally exploded and spurted his seed into Keeley’s pussy while I was denied the same pleasure. I would’ve given anything to fuck her or any of these women, but I knew that the whole fun of the game for them was to deny me that pleasure while taunting me by giving it to someone else. Driving home my deep inferiority and reminding me just how superfluous I was. 
 
    Tony collapsed on top of Keeley for a moment. She lay panting beneath him, her arms wrapped around him. While they embraced, Alexis stopped touching herself. With a sigh, she shifted on the mattress, turning toward me. I watched nervously as she sat down on the edge of the bed next to Rachel. Both women giggled as Alexis affectionately placed her hand on Rachel’s bare thigh. There was no jealousy between them. And no hint of embarrassment at having seen one another in such intimate moments. Both women were caught up in the sheer sexiness of what was happening, thrilled to be part of this wild ride. Gazing up at them both, their gorgeous faces glowing with orgasm and their incredible bodies exposed to me, I could hardly breathe with the wild desire I felt. 
 
    “I can’t believe how submissive he is,” Alexis said. “I can’t believe he let you take him out there.” 
 
    “We didn’t give him much choice,” Rachel smiled. “He’s never going to live that one down. That’s okay. He should get used to his new role in our lives. As our personal little bitch boy. He should get used to being humiliated if that’s what we choose to do with him.” 
 
    “True,” Alexis said thoughtfully. Tilting her head on one side, she raised one foot from the floor and extended it toward me, pointing at my chest with her toes. In a flash, I knew what she wanted. And after everything I had been through that night, it didn’t seem like such a big deal anymore. Still, Rachel cackled with glee as I leaned forward and pressed my lips against Alexis’s toes, kissing her feet as I worshiped her like the goddess she was. After a moment, Rachel lifted her foot too, placing it beside that of her friend. I looked at Alexis. My girlfriend gave the slightest nod of assent. And just like that, I began to kiss Rachel’s foot too, alternating between one and the other as I worshiped both women and groveled pathetically at their feet. 
 
    “This is amazing,” Rachel said with a sigh. “It’s like he doesn’t have a will of his own anymore.” 
 
    “Once he gets horny enough, he really doesn’t,” Alexis said. “Then again, most men are like that. Isn’t that right, Tony?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Tony raised his head from the mattress as he heard his name. He gazed at Alexis from under heavy eyelids, clearly tired from his sexual exertions. Keeley still lay beside him, smiling blissfully as she savored the aftershocks of orgasm. It was as though they had forgotten I was even there. Which was fine by me. Of course, it couldn’t last. 
 
    “We were just saying how easy it is to manipulate a horny guy,” Alexis said, her dark hair shining as she turned toward him. “How all we girls have to do is get you guys turned on enough, and you’ll do anything. Just like this little bitch here.” 
 
    “I don’t know about that,” Tony said with a grin. “I mean, some guys, maybe. I wouldn’t let you treat me like that though. I mean, if it turns you on, that’s great. But that kinky shit isn’t really for me.” 
 
    “No?” Alexis smiled at him. “Have you ever tried?” 
 
    “No,” Tony said uncomfortably. The smile had fallen from his face now, and a faint frown showed as he looked at my girlfriend. 
 
    “Well don’t knock it until you try it,” Alexis said. “Jim here didn’t know he was submissive until I came along and made him into… This.” 
 
    Alexis’s foot tapped against my chest as she spoke. I kneeled in front of her and Rachel, my cheeks still burning with shame as she displayed me to everyone. 
 
    “Yeah, well,” Tony said, “you wouldn’t catch me eating a girl’s ass out while she fucked another guy.” 
 
    Laughter rang out in the room, Rachel and Alexis pressing their bodies together as they howled with glee. Keeley laughed too, exploding with wild giggles at the reminder of what just happened. But as the laughter subsided, I saw Alexis look at Rachel. I saw Rachel look back at her friend, the same wild idea shining in both their pretty eyes. Alexis turned her head again. “Keeley, I have an idea,” she said. “Get him.” 
 
    “What?” Tony asked. But the women all seemed to be on the same crazy wavelength. Keeley rose up on the bed, rolling over onto her side and sprawling on top of Tony. At the same time, Rachel turned and launched herself across the bed. The weight of the two women held him down, and they laughed as he struggled with them. He laughed too, even as he tried to free himself. He was strong, but he was outnumbered. And while he grappled with two naked women on the bed, Alexis stood and hurried toward the closet. Quickly, she returned with more ties. Once she climbed onto the bed and got on top of Tony, I knew his fate was sealed. 
 
    “Hold him down,” Alexis said, breathless with struggle. Taking one of Tony’s arms in both her hands, she pushed it back toward the headboard. I watched her wrap the tie around his wrist and bind it in place. Then, she did the same with the other arm. Tony gazed up her in surprise, struggling to believe what was happening just as I had struggled to believe it when it happened to me. And while Keeley and Rachel continued to hold him down, Alexis moved down toward his feet. Using another tie, she bound his ankles tightly together. Once he was tied up, the women climbed off him. They were all smiling excitedly at one another as they looked down at him, bound helpless beneath them. Tony’s cock was throbbing again, already hard. After having Keeley and Rachel naked on top of him, I could hardly blame him. But now a new wildness seemed to enter the air of the bedroom, now that the women had both of us at their mercy. 
 
    “You’re in trouble now, Tony,” Alexis grinned. I watched as she inched toward him on the bed, reaching out and taking his hard cock in her hand. Slowly, she slid it up and down, making him moan in pleasure and test the strength of the bondage that held him. But he couldn’t free himself. Now, he was as helpless as I was. 
 
    “What should we do with him?” That was Keeley. She seemed to have come alive again since Alexis had come up with her latest idea. And as she did, her sexual confidence seemed to grow. She still didn’t have Alexis or Rachel’s seemingly natural dominance. But she was adjusting to this new power position very quickly. And it was strangely beautiful to watch. 
 
    “Well, now we have two fuck toys,” Alexis said with a smile. “One to fuck and one to tease. It’s kind of the ideal situation. Jim can stay down there and worship our feet and our pussies while we fuck Tony here. Sound good, Tony?” 
 
    “If you want,” Tony said, barely able to believe his luck. Lifting her hand, Alexis tapped the tip of one finger gently against the sensitive head of his cock, making him grunt. 
 
    “That’s not what you call me,” she said, shaking her head. It took everything I had not to groan as I heard the change in her voice. Once again, Alexis was slipping into Mistress mode. As wildly exciting as it was to submit to her, to see her play out her dominant fantasies and desires with me, it was somehow even more erotic to see her take charge of this other man. To see that her sexual power seemingly had no limits, and that she could bend anyone to her will. In its own strange way, it made me feel a little bit better about my own situation. As pathetic and humiliated as I was, I wasn’t the only one who couldn’t resist a woman like her. 
 
    “You’ve got to be kidding me,” Tony said. But Alexis’s dark hair shone as she shook her head. Tony groaned again as she raked her fingernails along his shaft, and her friends watched with delight as my girlfriend expertly toyed with his manhood. 
 
    “No I’m not,” Alexis said. “Don’t fuck this up, Tony. You get to lie there and get fucked by three beautiful women, like a stud for our pleasure. Most men can only dream of something like that. Especially that one over there. And all you have to do is say three little words. Yes, Princess Alexis. Go on, say it. You know you want to. Just saying, and then we can have some fun.” 
 
    “I’m not saying it,” Tony said, shaking his head. 
 
    “Oh dear,” Alexis said, clicking her tongue as she shook her head again. “Then I guess you won’t get to fuck any of us. This isn’t the only cock in the room, you know. We can fuck Jim too. You know how much he would love that. And then you’ll just have to lie there and watch, just like he watched you fucking me earlier. You’ll watch us have sex, and then maybe we’ll leave you here. Let your friends find you like this. Horny and aching with blue balls, all because you wouldn’t say three little words. If that’s what you want…” 
 
    Alexis turned. I hardly dared brief as hope surged inside me. Kneeling on the bed, my girlfriend turned to face me, a beaming smile on her gorgeous face. Desperately, I hoped Tony was that stubborn. I hoped he was that stupid. I hoped that the girls would use me as their pleasure slave instead, and make Tony watch and suffer the agony of frustration that I had been going through all night. 
 
    But I’m rarely that lucky. 
 
    “Okay,” Tony said with a sigh, closing his eyes. “Okay. Fine. Yes, Princess Alexis. Happy now?” 
 
    For a moment, there was dead silence in the room. And then, all three women burst out laughing at once, their voices rising in unison at the sheer pleasure of being in charge.  
 
    “I told you,” Alexis smiled, and I felt like my heart was shattering as she turned back to Tony. “I told you I can get you to give in. But a deal’s a deal. Good choice, Tony. Come on, girls. Let’s have some fun with these boys.”  
 
    Alexis climbed on top of Tony. Again, I watched her straddle him and reach down to take his cock in her hand. He moaned in pleasure as she slid it inside herself, gazing up her with a look of undisguised lust on his face. And she began to bounce up and down, her toned thighs tightening as her knees gripped his sides. 
 
    And on the bed above me, Rachel moved too. I watched her crawling on hands and knees past Keeley toward Tony. As she got closer, he turned his head to watch her approach. He looked confused. But as she lifted one leg and straddled his face, he seemed to understand. Rachel positioned herself so that she was facing Alexis, facing Tony’s feet. And brazenly, with the total sexual confidence I had come to expect from her, she lowered her dripping pussy down onto his face. 
 
    Rachel moaned in pleasure. Tony’s face was buried underneath her as she sat on top of him, her big ass engulfing him completely. But I could see the tendons in his neck moving as he licked her, and the results were written all over her pretty face. She gripped her thighs, rocking her hips gently back-and-forth as he ate her out. Meanwhile, she looked at Alexis. 
 
    Alexis’s dark hair swirled around her face as she bounced up and down. Her movements got wilder as her pleasure grew. Soon, she was howling and moaning again, once more luxuriating in the feel of Tony’s cock inside her. Tied to the bed, he lay beneath them like an object, a toy for their use. His cock and his mouth devoted to bringing pleasure to the women who now controlled him as thoroughly as they did me. 
 
    But of course, there were three women in the room. Three dominant and beautiful goddesses to be appeased. And with Tony fully occupied, Keeley turned to me. 
 
    Her blue eyes shone as she moved toward the edge of the bed. Her huge breasts bounced with every movement she made, rising and falling on her chest as she breathed. Her wide hips spread even wider as she parted her legs in front of me. Still, even after everything that had happened, there was that shyness in her face and in her movements. But clearly, she understood the power she held. She spread her thick thighs in front of me, and I felt my cock leap uncontrollably at the sight of her pussy. It seemed like a lifetime ago that I had been forced to eat her out, but no matter how much my jaw ached, I was ready to do it again. There was just one problem. Keeley’s swollen lips were puffy with pleasure, and I could see them shining with her juices. But not just hers. Tony had cum inside her, and she hadn’t been to the bathroom since. His seed must still be inside her, and as she spread her legs in front of me, I could smell the unmistakable aroma of sex. 
 
    My stomach convulsed. No matter how much I wanted to eat Keeley’s pussy, I didn’t want this. Still, I couldn’t keep my eyes off Keeley’s fat tits and their puckered nipples as she bent forward at the waist and grabbed the end of the leather belt around my neck. The leather creaked as she wrapped it around her fist and pulled me forward. I inched closer to her on my knees, my face frozen in a grimace of disgust. 
 
    “Lick it,” Keeley ordered, her free hand pointing at her pussy. 
 
    “I… I don’t want to,” I said tentatively. 
 
    Keeley’s eyes widened. Her golden hair shone as she turned her head to look up at Alexis. Still bouncing up and down on top of Tony, Alexis turned to me, her whole body shaking with pleasure and desire and her voice quavering as she spoke. 
 
    “Just fucking do it, Jim,” she snarled. “If you ever want me to fuck you again, you’ll do what my friends say. No matter how degrading. Eat Keeley’s pussy like a good boy. That’s all you’re here for anyway.” 
 
    With that, Alexis turned her attention back to Tony. She leaned forward, placing both hands on his chest as she slammed her pussy up and down on his cock. Rachel bounced on his face as he moaned beneath them, and once again the bedroom air was full of the sound of female pleasure. Keeley’s eyes were burning as she turned her face back to me, wordlessly pulling on the belt. 
 
    I cringed. I knew I had no choice. Alexis’s words terrified me. I knew she was more than capable of carrying our threat, and nothing scared me more. I had never wanted sex so badly in my life, and the thought that she would deny me further was all the motivation I needed. Grimacing, I put my face between Keeley’s thighs and began to lick. 
 
    “Oh my God, he’s doing it!” 
 
    Keeley spluttered with delight and disbelief as I ran my tongue over her swollen lips. Above her, both Rachel and Alexis snorted with laughter. 
 
    “Of course he is,” Alexis said, her words fractured by her intermittent cries of pleasure. “He’s a little bitch. He’ll do anything to fuck me. Oh my God!” 
 
    Alexis’s words were lost in a wild shout as her latest orgasm swelled through her. None of these women seemed to care even a little that the house was still full of people, and that their cries of passion might be heard. It was like they wanted to be heard. Certainly, I knew, they wanted to be heard by me. They wanted me to know everything I was missing out on, to feel my inadequacy in the pit of my stomach. And it was working. How could it not? 
 
    And so I listened to my girlfriend cum again. I listened to her pleasure over the distant thump of the music of the party and the roaring of my blood in my own ears. I listened to it and tasted total defeat even as I tasted the strange flavor of Keeley’s just-fucked pussy. And as the mingled juices of pleasure flowed out of my girlfriend’s friend’s sex, I slurped them up as quickly as I could, trying not to taste them as I swallowed. Trying not to think about what exactly I was swallowing, and what it said about me and about my future. Because after all, Alexis was right. I would do anything just for the promise of one day getting to have sex with her again. No matter how disgusting and degrading the task she set me, I would perform it. If that hadn’t be obvious already, it certainly was now. 
 
    And even as the echoes of Alexis’s pleasure continued to ring out in the bedroom, Keeley moaned and cried above me. Endlessly turned on by the situation we were in, she howled in total abandon. I felt her pussy spasm against my lips again, and I sucked on her trembling sex while she emptied herself into me. Her juices poured out of her, the hot flood washing away the last residue of the sex she had just had. I swallowed, trying to ignore the churning in my stomach as more of her juices dripped off my chin and over my chest. Anointed by her pleasure, bathing in frustration and denial, I licked her moist inner thighs and kissed her quivering pussy and felt my cock throbbing desperately for release inside my girlfriend’s panties. 
 
    Finally, I sat back on my knees. Keeley still held the belt wrapped loosely around her fist, and she gazed at me in astonishment as she sat slumped on the mattress, trying to recover her breath. Meanwhile, Alexis climbed off Tony. Flopping down on the bed beside her friend, she lay on her stomach, her breasts pushed up underneath her and catching my hungry eyes as I stared at her. 
 
    Alexis smiled at me. Her eyes glittered. Her beautiful face was framed by her black hair, and I could see the delight that shone in her eyes. Reaching forward, she grabbed the leather belt closer to my neck then Keeley held it. And as Alexis pulled me toward her, I shuffled forward on my knees until I was right in front of her. 
 
    “This has been the best night of my life,” Alexis said she peered deep into my eyes. “Thank you for that, panty boy.” 
 
    Before I could answer, my girlfriend pulled me even closer and pressed her lips against mine. She kissed me wildly and passionately, not caring that my mouth was still dripping with her friend’s juices. And I kissed her back, my heart expanding in my chest. I couldn’t help it. No matter what she did to me, Alexis was just too sexy and exciting for me to resist. 
 
    

  

 

                
            
     
   From Boyfriend To Bitch: Parts 8-14

    8. An Agreement 
 
      
 
    For a long time, it seemed the night would never end. The hours went by, and I could feel fatigue growing inside me. But it didn’t matter what I felt, of course. And with so many other people in the room, it seemed like the wild party could go on forever. Just as one woman grew tired, another would get her energy back. As one girl sprawled sated with pleasure on the bed, another would find her desire growing all over again. It was all Tony and I could do to keep up with them. But it wasn’t like we had a choice. Now, he was as helpless as me, tied to the bed and reduced to an object for female pleasure just like I was. Still, I envied him. At least they were having sex with him. Usually two at a time, one girl sitting on his cock while another rode his face. It wasn’t only Alexis who was having the best night of her life, I knew. We all were. 
 
    But everything has to end eventually. After a while, things started to wind down. After multiple orgasms for everyone but me, the night drew to a close. We were all just too tired to go on. 
 
    I could see Alexis’s weariness as she got dressed again. Her face was shining with pleasure, but the droop of her eyelids told me how tired she was. Once she and her friends had put their clothes back on, they untied Tony from the bed. He was grinning in disbelief as he put his own clothes back on, and I couldn’t blame him. Maybe he had come to the party that night in the hope of getting laid, but I knew there was no way he would’ve imagined anything like this. Now that the game was over, he seemed more uncertain of himself than ever. But now the girls had no further use for him, he was curtly dismissed. As he stepped out of the bedroom and shut the door behind him, the women turned to me. 
 
    They untied me. I rose up off my knees, feeling exhausted. The girls chatted while I got dressed, as though nothing out of the ordinary had happened. As though all our lives hadn’t completely changed thanks to the insane actions of that night.  
 
    Once I was dressed, Alexis asked me to take her home. Before stepping out of the bedroom, I took a deep breath, trying to prepare myself to face all the people who’d seen me so humiliated by Rachel. But by the time we got going, the party was virtually over. There were only a few stragglers still hanging about, the music turned down low. Alexis giggled as I rushed her out of the house, desperate to get away from the prying eyes of strangers who had seen me reduced to a pathetic slave. 
 
    We drove home in near silence. Alexis stared out of the window, watching the city roll by. Whenever I glanced over at her, I could see a sly smile on her face. And why shouldn’t she smile? She had got everything she wanted, and then some. She had humiliated me more than I would ever have believed possible, more than I would ever have imagined I could stand. And yet I still wanted her. In fact, I wanted her more than ever. Despite all the crazy things that had happened that night, I still hadn’t been allowed to cum at any point. My cock was still raging inside the panties I still wore, stained with my earlier orgasm that felt like it had taken place in another lifetime. Alexis knew all too well the power it gave her to deny me what I wanted. She knew just how to play that card. And maybe I would have been angrier at her if not for the lust that still raged inside me. Or maybe not. All I knew was that my body was still aching for her, and everything she had put me through only made that ache more powerful. 
 
    We went back to my place. As soon as we got in the door, Alexis kicked off her high heels with a grateful sigh. Still without a word, she walked toward the bedroom, tugging at her dress as she went. Finally struggling out of it, she let it fall carelessly to the floor. Her bra followed. Completely naked, she climbed into bed, her breasts bouncing with every move she made and making my cock throb even more desperately inside her panties. But any hope I had for relief, remote as it was, was quickly dashed as she rolled over onto her side and closed her eyes. Without a word, without even saying good night to me, she seemed to pass almost once into a deep sleep. I could hear her heavy breathing as I stood in silence at the door of my bedroom, amazed how quickly sleep had taken her. Then again, after her exertions that night, I suppose I shouldn’t be surprised. 
 
    I craved sleep too. I might not have been as active as my girlfriend was during the night’s festivities, but that didn’t mean I wasn’t thoroughly exhausted. Still, there were other cravings more powerful than the need for sleep. And now that Alexis was unconscious, now that there were no other women lording their power over me, I was finally free to do what I needed to do. 
 
    I headed to the bathroom. The events of the night replayed themselves over and over in my mind, and I didn’t even need to try to remember everything that had happened. I didn’t need to fantasize; the reality of what my life had become was more erotic by far than anything I would have been able to imagine. Visions of Keeley and Rachel and most especially Alexis, taunting me with their beauty and with how close and yet unreachable they were. My own inadequacy burned inside me, my rejection by the women fueling my wild desire for them. My cock burst out of Alexis’s panties as I pulled them down, already fully erect. I moaned as I closed my hand around my shaft and began to stroke. In a matter of seconds, I brought myself to orgasm, and growled like an animal as the pleasure swelled inside me. I shuddered with the force of my release, all the pent-up need flowing out of me in hot spurts of semen as I fired them into a tissue. 
 
    The pressure was off. But my lonely orgasm left me somehow hollow. It dulled the edge of desire, and I could feel my ability to think clearly returning now that my monstrous lust had lessened. But it didn’t satisfy me the way I longed for. It wasn’t the same. No amount of masturbation compared with the real thing, and that's exactly what Alexis and her friends relied on. The fact that I needed them. Not to cum, but to be fully satisfied. There was no escaping that truth. 
 
    My cock soft at last, I pulled off my girlfriend’s panties and left them on the bathroom floor. Shedding my other clothes, I walked toward the bedroom and lay down beside her. She was fast asleep, and her breathing didn’t alter its rhythm even a little as I climbed into bed beside her. Dead to the world. With all the wild thoughts that were swelling in my mind, it seemed impossible that I would get to sleep myself, no matter how tired I was. But sleep came and took me anyway, even as I was lying there thinking about its impossibility. Worn out and temporarily satisfied, at least as much as I was going to get, I passed out of thought and into sleep just as Alexis had done. 
 
      
 
    When I woke up the next morning, there was a moment I wondered if it were all a dream. Surely that hadn’t really happened last night? Surely Alexis and her sexy friends hadn’t joined forces to dominate and humiliate me in such a kinky and public way? Surely I hadn’t been forced to watch my girlfriend cheat on me with her ex, and enjoy sex with him while I was bitterly denied? Surely that couldn’t be true? 
 
    But as I climbed up out of a deep sleep, feeling my cock already hard and raging, I replayed the events of the night before in my mind and realized with a sinking sensation that it was all real. It was true. Alexis and her friends really had done that to me, and I had let them. I had loved it. Now the whole world knew the nature of our relationship. Everyone knew that Alexis owned me, that she used her beauty to tease and deny me and make me submit the most outrageous humiliation. I was never going to be able to live it down. Lying in bed that morning, my eyes still closed as I tried to process everything that had happened, I felt like I was embarking on a new life. Not one I ever would have imagined for myself. But the one I had to deal with all the same. 
 
    I had no idea how I was going to navigate our relationship from this point forward. All I could do was play it by ear. Then again, I knew, it would be Alexis who determined where things went and how they got there. That was one perk of submitting to her, I had to acknowledge. The only real decision I had to make was yes or no. To allow her to do this to me, or not. Once that choice was made, my sexy, dominant, beautiful girlfriend took care of everything else. 
 
    Alexis was already awake. I could feel her stirring beside me. And she seemed to know that I was awake too, even though my eyes were still closed. Maybe a change in my breathing had tipped her off, or a movement I made. But almost as soon as I regained consciousness, I felt her press her body against my side. As though she had been lying there waiting for me to wake up. 
 
    I opened my eyes. There she was in all her glory, the most beautiful girl I had ever seen wrapped up in my blanket to hide her gorgeous nakedness from me. She was still wearing last night’s makeup, a riot of colors smeared across her face after a long sleep. Her dark hair hung messily around her face, gathering here and there in strange clumps, so different to how sleek and silken it had been the night before. But she smiled at me, and her eyes glittered with that intoxicating mischief they so often had these days, and I felt my heart lurch. Even like this, first thing in the morning after a long night, Alexis was absolutely radiant. In the strange new world we had entered where beauty was power, Alexis was unbelievably powerful. She was coming to understand that for herself more and more. 
 
    “Good morning,” she said to me. 
 
    “Morning,” I said back. She leaned over to kiss me, her soft hair tickling my skin as she did, and I kissed her back. Her hand on my chest, she withdrew her lips from mine, still smiling. Her eyes were studying my face again, the way they so often did. She was trying to guess what I was thinking. Even though I barely knew myself. 
 
    “There was some night last night, huh?” Alexis said. 
 
    “That was fucked up,” I said. Again, her pretty eyes scanned my face 
 
    “But fucked up in a good way, right?” she asked. “Sexy fucked up.” 
 
    “Yeah, it was sexy,” I admitted, and saw her smile grow in front of me. “You are incredible. But… I can’t believe we did that. I still feel weird about it.” 
 
    “Honestly, me too,” Alexis said. I could feel the warmth of her body as she snuggled in closer to me, lifting one leg under the blanket to drape it across my lap. “I never cheated on anyone before. If you can call it cheating. But it was so fucking hot. Just… The look on your face. Knowing that you wanted me so badly, and that you couldn’t have me, but I could have all the sex I wanted to. It was fucking amazing, Jim. I mean it. That was the best night of my life.” 
 
    “I’m glad you enjoyed yourself,” I said, letting a hint of bitterness into my voice. But Alexis merely laughed. She rested her head on my shoulder for a moment, smiling up at me from under strands of her clinging dark hair. 
 
    “You didn’t enjoy it then?” she said. I could hear the smile in her voice as plainly as I could see it on her beautiful face. There was a challenging tone to her words, a hint of skepticism. She was right, of course. Underneath the blanket, my cock was raging, and my mind swam with memories of the night before in all its wild debauchery. Of course it had been sexy. Of course it had been fun. Of course, it had been torture too, in a certain sense. One of the hardest things I had ever had to endure. But that made it mean something. That made it feel powerful and profound in a way sex rarely did. That made it feel like something else, as though we to had discovered something beyond sex. Something even more exciting and thrilling and dangerous and powerful. 
 
    “I did,” I said, letting out a long sigh as I spoke. Admitting the words to her was no harder than admitting them to myself. But it was true. I had loved every torturous, crazy, humiliating moment of it. I had loved watching Alexis cum with another man. I had loved being led around on a leash by Rachel in front of a bunch of strangers. I had loved being forced to pleasure her friends while they laughed at me. I had loved it all. 
 
    “That’s what I thought,” Alexis said. Still lying at my side, she moved, and I groaned as I felt her hand reaching under the blanket and closing around my cock. “Look at this,” Alexis said, smiling at me and kissing my cheek. “Look how horny you are. Are you thinking about me, or about my friends?” 
 
    “You,” I said, then paused. “And them. All of you,” I admitted, while Alexis laughed. 
 
    “Are you thinking about me fucking Tony?” 
 
    “Well, now I am,” I groaned as her hand continue to slide up and down my cock. I knew what she was doing, of course. I knew as well as she did. That once she got me worked up to a fever pitch of desire, she could get me to do anything. But that didn’t mean I wanted her to stop. Now that we had admitted what we really wanted, it felt like a great weight had lifted. There was no more pretense. I wanted to be in her power, to feel her take charge and manipulate me the way she did so well. And clearly, that was what Alexis wanted too. 
 
    “Good,” Alexis grinned, kissing me again. “I want it to turn you on when you think about me with other guys. I want you to find it sexy when I cheat on you. That way, I can do it again.” She giggled as she spoke, a sound that made something wild tremble inside me. 
 
    “You’re going to do it again?” 
 
    “Maybe,” Alexis said. “If the opportunity presents itself. I mean, you can’t argue with the results. It turned me on so much. So much, in fact, that I think I need you to fuck me right now.” 
 
    That got through. I turned my head toward her, and she laughed out loud at the expression on my face. 
 
    “Are you serious?” 
 
    “Yes,” Alexis said, planting her lips on mine for another kiss before lifting them away to speak again. “I feel like I’ve punished you enough for embarrassing me at that party. I mean, look how badly I embarrassed you. Let that be a lesson to you not to disappoint Princess Alexis from this point forward. But for now, you can consider your pussy privileges restored. You’ll need to keep making me happy if you want to keep having sex with me. You’ll need to keep being a good boy and doing exactly as you’re told.” 
 
    Alexis’s words were cut off with a sudden shriek as I rolled on top of her. She laughed out loud as I pinned her down on the bed, ripping away the sheet that covered her. Her beautiful body was naked beneath me at last, her slender shoulders in my hands as I held her down. But Alexis wasn’t trying to go anywhere. She smiled up at me with a look of pure delight in her face. A look of pure joy and excitement at what was about to come. At what she had turned me into. She could see just how badly I wanted her, and it turned her on to know it, feeding the fuel of our mutual desire. 
 
    I thrust my hips forward. The swollen head of my cock pressed against her lips of her pussy. Lunging forward, I plunged it roughly inside. I snarled like an animal as I felt her brief resistance give way, the warm walls of her sex parting as I invaded them. Alexis groaned in pleasure, the noise torn out of her as though it was she and not me who had been forced to go without sex for what felt like a lifetime. Her eyes closed, her mouth open, her lips still showing the color of last night’s lipstick as she groaned in pleasure. She was such a gorgeous slut, and as I stared down at her face, I could barely believe this was my girlfriend. As pleasure coursed through me, surging and raging until every nerve of my body felt lit up with it, I felt that it was worth paying any price to be with her. Worth letting her treat me the way she did. With letting her have sex with other men right in front of me. Worth groveling at the feet of her friends and being used by them as a submissive sex toy whose own pleasure counted for nothing. It was all worth it for moments like this, when Alexis lay beneath me, her gorgeous body soft and yielding and open to me at last. 
 
    I fucked her. Rocking my hips back-and-forth, I plunged my cock in and out of her streaming pussy. And as I did, I felt her own pleasure growing. Soon, her free-flowing juices lubricated my pumping manhood, and we both sighed in pleasure as my shaft slid easily in and out of her body. She raised her knees on either side of me, her feet tangling in the sheets as she thrashed and moaned.  
 
    She never looked more beautiful than she did when she was overcome with pleasure. And even while I stared down at her, lost in the beauty of her bliss, I remembered how she looked the night before with another man’s cock inside her. I growled, gritting my teeth at the memory even as pleasure swept through me, and Alexis screamed underneath me, her pussy spasming wildly around my cock. I remembered it all. I remembered everything, and flashes of our activities the night before invaded my consciousness over and over again, merging with what was going on at the moment until I could barely tell memory from reality. Her evil plan was working. Already, my sexual pleasure was becoming tangled up with the idea of watching my girlfriend fuck other men. Already, I was starting to find the idea unbelievably erotic. Whether I wanted to or not. As always when it came to things with me and Alexis, I didn’t seem to have any choice. 
 
    But there was more than that, too. As Alexis opened her eyes for a moment, gazing up at me in wild surprise, her voice rising in a series of ascending screams and squeals of pleasure, I realized something else. I was fucking my girlfriend harder than I ever had before, and giving her pleasure unlike any we had had in the past. Alexis was a girl who liked a good solid pounding, and I had never wanted to give her one more than I did at that moment. Partly, it was the denial, the two weeks of suffering when I hadn’t been allowed to do this to her. But partly, it was Tony. Partly, it was the memory of the sounds she had made while she fucked him the previous night. I was competing with him, I realized. Trying to give her more pleasure than he had, to show her that I was worth more than him. That I could make her cum just as well or even better than he did. I had never considered myself a competitive person, but now, nothing seemed to matter more than that. And Alexis was the recipient of my jealousy and rage as I buried my cock deep inside her beautiful body over and over again, driving it like a weapon deep into her and making her scream with wild abandon. 
 
    She came. I felt her pussy clenching tight around my cock, and I groaned as I tried to resist the urge to ejaculate. Meanwhile, Alexis screamed deafeningly in my ear, her fingernails digging into my shoulders as she gripped them for support. I grunted as I felt her teeth bite my shoulder, as though the force of her pleasure had reduced her to an animal. Screaming wordlessly, thrashing and biting, giving into the most primal of urges as her orgasm tore through her. 
 
    But I held out. It wasn’t easy. Especially after my long period of denial. But I tried to regulate my breathing, trying to prolong this moment of almost unbearable bliss. I managed it. I managed to hold back my own orgasm until Alexis’s had been and gone, racing through her like a train and leaving her sprawled and panting beneath me. 
 
    Then, I started fucking her again. 
 
    Her moans seemed to come from somewhere deep inside her now, a new edge to them as she spluttered and gasped. As another wave of pleasure gripped her, she raised her arms to grip my shoulders again. But this time, I grabbed her wrists and force them down onto the mattress, pinning her arms on either side of her head. She moaned even louder, thrusting her hips forward, trying to take me even deeper as I plunged my cock in and out of her. I could feel her wetness growing, could feel the spreading stain on the mattress beneath us. My bedroom rang to her cries of pleasure and my own grunts and growls. 
 
    She came again. If anything, this orgasm was more powerful than the first one. She screamed herself hoarse, thrashing and trembling as much as she could while I held her down. And this time, I couldn’t resist. The wild spasming of her pussy drew my orgasm out of me, milking my cock from base to tip until it exploded inside her. Collapsing on top of her, I inhaled the smell of last night’s perfume as my cock pumped away, filling her with an orgasm that felt like it had been a long time coming.  
 
    As pleasure spurted out of me, I felt hollowed out, as though it had ripped away everything else. For a while, I was no longer thinking of anything. No longer thinking of Alexis or Tony or the wild events of the night before. Not even thinking of myself. Just lying there on top of her, breathing, existing. Feeling the glow of contentment that follows a powerful orgasm spreading through me and filling me with wordless pleasure. 
 
    Finally, I rolled off her. I sprawled on the mattress beside her, my chest rising and falling, my now-limp cock clinging wetly to my thigh. 
 
    “Oh my God,” Alexis groaned beside me. She rolled over on her side to face me, pressing her thighs together with her hands between them. Her body was shaking still with the force of orgasm, and in a wave of affection, I wrapped my arms around her, holding her close. 
 
    “Oh my God,” she whispered again. “That was amazing. That was the best sex we’ve ever had.” 
 
    “Yeah it was,” I acknowledged. Already, as my senses slowly returned, I could guess what that would mean. That the crazy night we had spent doing kinky things had woven this magic spell over us. That without that, we wouldn’t have had the powerful orgasms we had just shared. It was more ammunition for Alexis, more reasons she could use for why we should do something like that again. And even as my emotions warred inside me, I knew I didn’t hate the idea. I feared it. It made me deeply nervous to imagine serving Alexis and her friends again, and even more nervous to think of her fucking another guy. But even in the afterglow of pleasure, I couldn’t shake the ideas that echoed in my mind. I couldn’t deny how much they excited me. 
 
    “I love this,” Alexis said. “I love that we can be so open with each other. I love that we can be honest about what turns us on. And that what turns us on fits together so perfectly. You like giving up control, being dominated, being used. And I fucking love doing that to you. I love teasing you. I love making you beg. It’s so fucking sexy to me.” 
 
    “Yeah it is,” I said, my arm still wrapped around her as she trembled in my embrace. 
 
    “This is going to be amazing,” Alexis said. Finally, she raised her head from my shoulder, and I relaxed my grip on her as she leaned back. Her face was shining once again with that intoxicating smile, that mischievous grin that told me she could do anything she wanted to me. I was never going to argue. I couldn’t resist. Alexis was dead right about that. The strange games we played turned me on far too much me to ever say no to her, no matter what demented idea she came up with next. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” Alexis said, as though she had read my mind. “I’m definitely going to make you suffer sometimes, because I think it’s hot. But he’s just a boy toy to me, a cock for me to play with. I never had anything like this with him. I never had anything like this with anyone. I might fuck other men, but I’ll always come back to you.” 
 
    Her words seemed at odds with the tender moment we were sharing. But somehow, to me in that moment, it all made sense. Leaning my head toward her, I kissed her lips, and she kissed me back. She might be my Princess, my mistress, my dominant goddess who made me suffer like no one else ever had. But in that moment of abandon after the best sex we had ever had, I felt nothing but affection for this wild woman who so completely owned me now. 
 
    

  

 
   
    9. Getting Ready For An Adventure 
 
      
 
    “Yeah. Yeah, okay. Sounds good. Yeah, I can’t wait. Okay, see you then. Bye.” 
 
    Alexis set down her phone with a long sigh, still holding it in her hand as she sat sideways on the sofa. I was just coming back from the kitchen with a drink. She was wearing jeans and a T-shirt, her bare feet up on the cushion beside her. Nothing out of the ordinary. Like we were just a regular boyfriend and girlfriend spending the weekend together at my place. But I saw the gleam in her eye, and recognized the smile on her face. I didn’t know who she had been talking to, but my stomach flipped nervously as I wondered. Alexis had already proved that she was capable of just about anything. 
 
    Since that wild night at the party, not much it happened. I hadn’t seen any of Alexis’s friends, and I was dreading running into them again, even though I knew it was bound to happen. It was bad enough that my girlfriend knew what she had turned me into, a submissive sex slave for the pleasure of her and her friends. But at least Alexis liked me. To Keeley and to Rachel, I was nothing more than that submissive guy their friend was dating that they got to boss around and humiliate whenever they wanted. Still, there was no denying that the thought of seeing them again excited me, too. 
 
    In the meantime, Alexis and I had been having more sex than ever. Now that my pussy privileges had been restored, to quote her memorable phrase, I had been taking full advantage. And we were both spurred on by the memories of that night and by the change in our relationship. We couldn’t keep our hands off each other. That had been more or less true even before we discovered these kinky games. But now, it was more true than ever. Even as she sat there wearing casual clothes, I felt my desire growing just at the sight of her. Of course, that was partly because I was wondering who she had spoken to and what she was planning, too. 
 
    “Wanna have some fun tonight?” she asked. 
 
    “What kind of fun?” Alexis laughed at my wariness, a deep throaty laugh that bubbled out of her. 
 
    “Sexy fun,” she said. “You know, the kind where I boss you around and you do exactly as you’re told by me and my friends.” 
 
    “Your friends too?” 
 
    “Of course,” Alexis grinned. “The girls haven’t seen you since the party last week. Besides, Hannah wasn’t there. You’ve apologized to my other friends, but you still haven’t apologized to her.” 
 
    I gulped. I remembered all too well what these apologies turned into. I remembered, too, the news we had learned about Hannah on that wild night. That she had enslaved her boyfriend and made him serve both Keeley and Rachel. It was what inspired our own debauched evening, as though Alexis didn’t want to be outdone by her friend. And I remembered Hannah. I remembered how beautiful she was. If she was dominant the way Alexis was, I knew I wouldn’t be able to resist her. Already, without knowing the details, I knew the general thrust of how the night would go. These women would humiliate and torment me with their beauty, and I would let them. Because I wanted them to. Because already, I could feel my cock swelling inside my pants at the thought of what Alexis had planned. 
 
    “I guess so,” I said. “I mean, do I have a choice?” 
 
    “Not really,” Alexis grinned. “But let’s face it. Even if you did, you’d want to do it. You know you can’t get enough of submitting to us. And you think Hannah’s pretty, don’t you?” 
 
    “Very pretty,” I said. “How come all your friends are hot?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Alexis giggled with a shrug. “Just the way it worked out, I guess. Still, it wouldn’t matter if they weren’t. You would have to serve them anyway, just because they’re my friends. I wonder if that would be even more humiliating for you. Having to serve a woman you weren’t attracted to just because I said so.” 
 
    Alexis’s eyes flashed again as she spoke. Just her words were enough to change the feel in the room, enough to bring delightful darkness into the air even on this bright afternoon. I sat down on the sofa beside her, and she laid her feet in my lap, her obvious excitement shining out through her skin like a barely concealed light. 
 
    “I don’t know about that,” I said. I really didn’t. I wondered myself. Lately, I felt as though I knew no more about my own sexual preferences than Alexis did. Maybe less. After all, she had guided me into this wild world, and I wasn’t sure I would ever have discovered how much I loved it without her. Crazy to think that this was new to her too. That she had no more experience here than I did. That she was feeling her way through this strange exciting labyrinth, and with more pressure on her than I had. She was the one who had to direct everything. I just had to do as I was told. But she was so good at it. A natural dominatrix. Sometimes, when I thought about how far we had come, I couldn’t help feeling something like awe at what Alexis had managed to become. 
 
    “Well, lucky for you, you don’t need to find out, because all my friends are gorgeous,” she said. “And you’re going to see just how gorgeous they are tonight when you’re serving us like the little bitch boy you are.” 
 
    As she spoke, Alexis lifted one foot from my lap, pointing her toes. After a moment, I took in my hand. She giggled as I lowered my lips to it and kissed the top of her foot. Lowering it back into my lap, she pressed her heel against my cock, using her foot to traced the shape of it in my pants. She was deliberately turning me on, knowing that it would make me more compliant with her wishes. And I didn’t care. I wanted it. Whatever made it easier and more exciting to get through the night. 
 
    “So who’s coming?” 
 
    “Hannah. Rachel. That’s it. Keeley can’t make it.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said. Not that it mattered. Whether it was all of her friends or only Alexis herself, I knew I wouldn’t be able to resist whatever wild scheme she had in mind. 
 
    “Can we do it here?” 
 
    “Sure,” I said. Again, it didn’t make a lot of difference to me. Whether I was teased and humiliated at my place or at Alexis’s didn’t make a lot of difference. The outcome would be the same either way. 
 
    “Good,” Alexis beamed. “Now, you need to be on your very best behavior. I want to impress Hannah with how well I’ve got you trained. You were pretty good last week, but I want you to be even better this week. Even more submissive. You’re to address me properly and do everything me and the girls tell you to do. Do all that, and you’ll get rewarded. Fail to do it, and you’ll be punished.” 
 
    Alexis moved on the sofa as she spoke. Lifting her feet out of my lap, she rose up on her knees. I turned my head as she moved toward me, resting one hand on my shoulder. Her dark hair hung around her face, framing her twinkling eyes as she grinned at me. She leaned on the word punished, drawing it out as though she enjoyed the way it felt on her lips. And those lips called to me, soft and pillowy as they smiled at me. I leaned toward her and kissed her, and she kissed me back. 
 
    “Are you turned on right now?” she asked a soft voice. “Does the thought of serving me and my friends again excite you?” 
 
    “You know it does,” I said, and she laughed. 
 
    “Good. It should. As we both know, the hornier you are, the more obedient you’ll be. Which is why I probably shouldn’t let you cum before they get here. On the other hand, I’m pretty turned on myself.” 
 
    Lifting her leg, Alexis straddled me, sitting in my lap as she draped her arms over my shoulders. We kissed again, and I felt her breasts pressing against my chest. My cock surged underneath her, and I knew that she could feel it, rising against the crotch of her jeans. 
 
    “Maybe it would be motivating for you to know what you can look forward to if you serve me properly,” Alexis said, her eyes moving over my face at close range. “Come on. Let’s go to bed. And after you fuck me, we’ll decide what we’re going to wear.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said.  
 
    Laughing, Alexis climbed out of my lap and held out her hand. I took it, rising to my feet. I followed her to the bedroom, taking her in my arms once we got inside. I kissed her neck, feeling the heat of her body against my lips as I brought my mouth down toward her chest. She sighed happily, reaching for the front of my pants even as I reached for hers. We undressed one another, our mouths feasting on each others bodies, unable to shed our clothes quick enough as our excitement grew. As she pulled down my boxers, my cock sprang out, hard and ready, and I felt the moan rose in her throat under my lips as she wrapped her hand around it. Her pussy was wet already against my fingers, the promise tonight held exciting her just as it did me. I rubbed my hand back-and-forth, making her moan in pleasure as she tugged on my manhood. She lay down on the bed, and I climbed on top of her. But Alexis’s eyes blazed as she gazed up at me, and she placed her hand on my shoulder. Pushing me away, she rolled over and climbed on top of me, straddling my lap. My cock was underneath her, pressed back against my stomach as she sat on top of it, the shaft between her wet lips. 
 
    “I want to go on top,” she said. 
 
    “Yes, Princess Alexis,” I said, making her howl with laughter. She began to move her hips back and forth, rubbing her pussy against my shaft, grinding on top of it. Already, pleasure was blooming inside me, just as I knew it was inside her. 
 
    “That’s right,” Alexis snarled in a voice that dripped with excitement. “You’re going to be a good little bitch boy for your Princess, aren’t you? You’re going to show my friends how badly you want me and how you’ll do anything I say. Especially Hannah. I hear her slave is really submissive to her, and I want to show her that I can dominate a man just as well she can. Can’t I?” 
 
    “Yes, Princess Alexis,” I groaned. Alexis smirked triumphantly. Sitting there on top of me, her black bob swaying around her shoulders with the movements of her body, she looked every inch the dominant beauty she was. Reaching down between her legs, she took hold of my cock, already shining with her juices. We both moaned in pleasure as she slid it inside herself, sinking all the way down onto my hips so that I was fully inside her. Then, leaning forward, she placed her hands on my chest and began to move up and down. The toned muscles showed in her thighs as she lifted herself up and lowered herself back down, her breathing growing erratic alongside mine. 
 
    “Fuck, I love it when you call me that,” she said. 
 
    “Yes, Princess Alexis.” 
 
    “You’ll do anything to fuck me, won’t you? You’ll kiss my feet and grovel in front of my friends and eat their assholes on my command, all in the hope of getting this. All in the hope of sticking your dick inside my perfect pussy.”  
 
    “Yes, Princess Alexis. God, you’re so beautiful. I’ll do whatever you say. I promise.” 
 
    “That’s what I like to hear,” Alexis grinned. “You know it turns me on to watch my friends dominate you. This is going to be so much fun. God only knows what Hannah’s going to do to you. And you know what Rachel’s like. She’s nasty. She loves bossing you around. She’s probably going to get a slave boy of her own pretty soon. Imagine that. Imagine all of us having a submissive boy toy to fuck with. That will be so much fun.” 
 
    “Yes, Princess Alexis.” There was nothing more she needed from me. Just my compliance and my submission. My cock buried inside her and my voice telling her what she needed to hear. Calling her Princess, reminding her of her exalted status in comparison to me. I could feel her pussy spasming wildly around my cock, and I knew she was getting close. The pure anticipation of what lay ahead was driving her to a peak of pleasure, and soon, I heard her cry out. I groaned at the feel of her pussy tightening around my shaft, spasming and gripping my manhood as she came. And I came too, releasing all my desire in a hot flood as my cock throbbed inside her. Alexis cried out as she felt me cum, feeling my orgasm deep inside her. As her own climax came and went, she smiled down at me, her motions slowing and finally coming to a stop as she sat on top of me. 
 
    “That’s what good boys get,” she said. “And you know what bad boys get. They get their pussy privileges revoked. So be a good boy tonight if you want to keep fucking me. Because you know I can find lots of other man who will do it instead.” 
 
    “I know, Princess Alexis,” I groaned in shame. 
 
    “Good. Now let’s go get cleaned up and then think about what we’re going to wear.” 
 
    With a final sigh, Alexis climbed off me. I watched her get out of bed and walk toward the bathroom, her naked body calling to me with every swaying step she took. As she vanished from my sight, I listened to the bathroom door close and the water begin to run in the pipes. Lacing my fingers together behind my head, I lay back, staring at the ceiling. I could still feel the afterglow of pleasure radiating through me, but now that my desire had found an outlet, my nervousness grew. Alexis was clearly very much in the mood to be a demanding bitch. And she was right about Rachel, too. If anything, she was worse than Alexis when it came to humiliating me. 
 
    Hannah was an unknown quantity. But from what I had heard of the wild story Keeley and Rachel told, she sounded every bit as crazy and dominant as the rest of them. Not only were all of Alexis’s friends gorgeous, but it seemed they all had a taste for control, too. Or maybe it was just that one encourage the other. Maybe it was just that once they saw all the perks of being in charge, they wanted it for themselves. I couldn’t blame them for that. For Alexis, it was a pretty sweet deal. That I would fall over myself to serve her, even in the most embarrassing and humiliating ways. No wonder her friends had grown to like it too. 
 
    It was going to be a wild night all right. But as I lay there, remembering how things had gone last time, I knew I couldn’t wait. I was intensely nervous about what was going to happen. But Alexis was right. Alexis was always right. I wanted this. 
 
    The water shut off. I lay there in silence, waiting my turn, while Alexis did whatever it is she does in the bathroom that takes so long. I wasn’t complaining. After all, I enjoy the results. My girlfriend looks stunning even on a casual afternoon at home. And when she tried to impress, she was incredible. I knew that the more beautiful she looked, the more power she would have over me. But I welcomed it. 
 
    And when Alexis finally emerged from the bathroom, stepping naked back into the bedroom with her skin soft and warm from the shower, I felt my cock begin to rise again. 
 
    “Wanna help me pick something out?” Alexis grinned at me over her shoulder as she moved toward the closet. Recently, she had begun leaving some clothes at my place. It just made sense, given how much time she spent here. And some of the clothes she kept here, I knew, were mainly for my benefit anyway. I sat up in the bed as I watched her look over the limited selection of outfits she had to choose from. 
 
    “Something sexy,” I said. Alexis chuckled as she turned to smile at me over her shoulder again. 
 
    “Of course,” she said. “How about this?” 
 
    Lifting a hanger from the rod, she turned to hold something up against herself. A low-cut top that she intended to pair with some tight jeans. I had seen her wear that top before, and knew it would give her some impressive cleavage. And the tight jeans showed off her curves. But I wanted more than that. After all, we weren’t going out for a walk in the park. If we were going to have another strange session of domination and submission, the least she could do was look like the goddess she would become. 
 
    “Do you have anything more…” I didn’t finish the sentence as I climbed out of the bed. Alexis smiled as I walked toward her, my cock already half hard again. Peering into the closet, I slid a few hangers on their racks. I knew I had found what I was looking for when I saw the red dress. I lifted it out of the closet and held it out toward Alexis, seeing her eyes shine as she looked it up and down. 
 
    “Oh, that,” she said. “Yeah, that is pretty hot.” 
 
    “No panties underneath,” I said, and she grinned at me. 
 
    “Naughty boy,” she grinned. “I don’t want to flash my friends.” 
 
    “What’s the difference? Rachel’s seen you naked plenty.” 
 
    “True. Is it going to turn you want knowing I’m not wearing any panties under this dress?” 
 
    As she spoke, Rachel reached out and took the dress from me. Setting aside the previous outfit she had chosen, she held the dress against herself, looking at it critically. I knew how that vibrant red fabric would hug her body, how it would flaunt every curve. How the asymmetrical neckline that matched the asymmetrical hem would show off her gorgeous breasts. The dress was long, coming down to her knees and even slightly below. But it made up for that by being clingingly tight, and I knew Alexis would look absolutely incredible in it. 
 
    “Yes,” I said truthfully, making Alexis laugh again. 
 
    “You’re so predictable,” she said. “Okay, I’ll wear it. But what shoes shall I wear with it?” 
 
    “Those ones.” I didn’t even hesitate. Alexis giggled again as I pointed at her black patent leather ankle boots with the vicious heel and the silver studs all over them. The same sexy shoes she had worn to the party last week. 
 
    “My mistress shoes,” Alexis said. “You really like those, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “They are hot, I’ll give you that. But they’re not very comfortable.” 
 
    “Nobody’s asking you to run a marathon. It’s not like I’m going to be comfortable tonight.” 
 
    “Yeah. But that’s you. You don’t deserve to be comfortable.” Alexis laid a hand flirtatiously on my arm as she spoke. A new idea seemed to pop into her head, and her eyes flashed as she smiled at me. 
 
    “If I wear those shoes, you know you’re going to be kissing them, right?” she said. “Right in front of my friends, too. I want them to see you worshiping me.” 
 
    “Yes, Princess Alexis.” I didn’t even hesitate. After all, she had made me do far more embarrassing things than that. 
 
    “All right. I’ll wear them. But now, I get to choose what you’re going to wear. And if I’m not wearing panties under this dress, don’t you think someone should?” 
 
    “I… I don’t know, Princess Alexis.” 
 
    Obviously, Alexis could make me wear whatever she wanted. And if she wanted me to wear her panties again, she knew that I would. But uncharacteristically for my dominant girlfriend, she seemed momentarily undecided. Her eyes traveled up and down my naked body, and the look on her face told me she was planning something. 
 
    “Maybe we’ll try something different tonight,” she said. “I’m getting tired of you stretching out my panties anyway. Yeah, I know what we’ll do.” Setting aside the dress, she turned toward the closet again. I don’t wear neckties very often, but I have a couple just for special occasions. As she pulled one off the shelf, my heart beat a little faster in my chest. Smiling, Alexis stepped toward me. 
 
    “Remember when Rachel tied you up with a tie?” She said softly, 
 
    “Of course, Princess Alexis.” 
 
    “That was so hot. Seeing you dominated by other women just does something for me. I guess it’s kind of like when you watch me getting fucked by other guys.” I winced at her words. They were meant to hurt. Alexis giggled. But I forgot about the pain at once as she wrapped her hand again around my cock and slowly began to stroke. 
 
    “Look how hard this gets you,” she said, shaking her head as though she still couldn’t quite believe what we had discovered about one another. “I want my friends to see that, too. We might not use your cock tonight. But they should still see it and see how much you love being our little bitch. It’s like a little present for them.” 
 
    I grunted as I felt the silken material of the tie against my skin. Alexis was wrapping it around my shaft, circling again and again. As she pulled it tighter, I groaned. But I didn’t try to stop her. Not even when she wrapped another end of the tie around my balls, pulling my sack up and tying it in a tight package along with my cock. Finally, bringing the two ends of the tie together, she tied it in a bow on top of my constrained manhood. 
 
    “There,” she said with a giggle, patting the tightly wrapped package and making it bounce slightly. “All wrapped up in a pretty little bow. That’s what you’ll wear. And that’s all you’ll wear.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Of course,” Alexis chuckled. “I want them to see it. I want you to answer the door like that. I want you to serve us naked with a nice bow on your cock to remind you of your place in our lives. It will give the girls something to laugh about. After all, that’s what you’re here for. Our amusement. Now, you can help me put this dress on, since you love it so much.” 
 
    “Yes, Princess Alexis.” I could feel my submission growing by the minute. It was always easy for Alexis to take charge, and once she did, I could practically feel my ability to resist disintegrating by the minute. The more excited she got me, the less I was able to refuse her. And as embarrassing as it would be to serve her and her friends like that, I already knew I would comply. Just for the hope of getting to fuck her afterward. And for the raw joy of being denied in the meantime. 
 
    Alexis picked out a push-up bra that gave her an unbelievable cleavage. I helped her pull the tight dress on over her body, adjusting the clinging fabric to every mouthwatering curve. As promised, she wore no panties underneath. She sat on the bed while I picked up her mistress shoes and dropped to my knees. One after the other, I slid the shoes onto her feet and zipped them up. All the while, my girlfriend smiled down at me, enjoying my servitude and growing more and more into her dominant role. 
 
    “Kiss them,” she ordered, pointing down at the floor. 
 
    “Yes, Princess Alexis.” I couldn’t resist. Placing my hands on the floor, I lowered my head and pressed my lips against the shiny black leather and silver studs of her high-heeled shoes. I kissed each one, demonstrating my total devotion to the gorgeous goddess that sat above me. As I raised my head again, I could see desire burning in her beautiful eyes. 
 
    “This is going to be so good,” Alexis said. “I want you to be just that humble with my friends too. Worship them the way you worship me. Serve them like it’s me giving you orders.” 
 
    “Yes, Princess Alexis.” 
 
    “Okay. We should go to the living room. If we stay in here, it might get too tempting to fuck you again. Come on. Come with me, bitch boy.” 
 
    I watched Alexis rise to her feet and turn to walk out of the bedroom. On the way, she stopped by the closet again. I watched her pull out a narrow leather belt and wrap it around her slender waist, fastening it in place. The black of the belt matched her shoes and set off the vibrant red of the dress while also accentuating her hourglass figure. And she could claim the shoes were uncomfortable all she wanted, but she walked in them as though she were born in high heels. Her swaying stride made her ass move from side to side, straining against the clinging red fabric that covered it. Rising to my feet, I hurried after her, my bound cock and balls bouncing ridiculously in the tie she had wrapped around them. 
 
    In the living room, Alexis sat down on the couch and sprawled out. She looked every inch the dominant goddess as she ordered me to bring her drink, and I readily complied. I already knew from that moment on, that would be the pattern of the night. I was there to serve, to entertain, to worship and to submit. And she was there to tease and taunt, to revel in the power she had over me and demonstrate to her friends just how much she had me whipped. 
 
    “They’ll be here soon,” Alexis said with a smile. “Are you excited, slave boy?” 
 
    “Very excited, Princess Alexis.” 
 
    “You should be. It’s such an honor for a boy like you to serve three beautiful goddesses like us, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Of course, Princess Alexis.” 
 
    “So pathetic.” Alexis smiled as she took a slow sip of her drink, relaxing back into the couch cushions. I just stood there in front of her, awaiting further orders. Somehow, I knew it wasn’t my place to sit down anymore. It was my place to wait and serve in any way I was told. And my cock throbbed inside the tight tie she had wrapped around it, a constant reminder of the power her beauty gave her over me. 
 
    When the doorbell rang, I nearly jumped out of my skin. 
 
    “That’s them,” Alexis smirked at me. “Go answer the door, bitch boy. Let my friends see what I’ve made you into.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    10. Mistress Hannah 
 
      
 
    My heart was pounding as I stepped toward the door. I knew what awaited me, more or less. Not the details, maybe, but the general scheme. After all, it’s not like I had anything left to hide from Rachel. She had been present at the most humiliating moment of my life, when I passively watched while my girlfriend had sex with another man. There was no way I could ever even hope to hold my head up around her. And even if Hannah hadn’t yet seen my newfound submissive side, I had no doubt she had already heard about it. Just like I had already heard about her adventures with her new boy. Clearly, this was an extremely open-minded group of young women.  
 
    I tried to tell myself that people do stuff like this all the time, that it’s not so unusual. That it’s all just a game. A fun activity to spice things up in the bedroom. But it didn’t feel that way. It felt far more serious and far more important than that. I felt again the strange feeling of plunging over some precipice, of launching myself into the unknown as I went to the door of my house wearing nothing but a tie bound tightly around my cock and balls. 
 
    When I opened the door, there was silence. Just for a moment. And then, as expected, the women on the other side burst out laughing. Rachel was standing there, looking as lovely as ever, brown eyes glowing like polished copper framed by the dark tresses of her hair. This time, she wore a light blue dress, as tight and revealing as so many of the other dresses I had seen her in. After all, she had the body to pull it off. She looked amazing, and she seemed to know intuitively, just as Alexis did, that the better she looked, the harder this ordeal would be on me. I knew Rachel well enough by now to know that was what she wanted. 
 
    Hannah stood beside her. We had met before, and I would have to have been blind or dead  not to notice how attractive she was. Her red hair hung like a waterfall of fire around her shoulders, held up on one side of her head by a short braid. She wore a black T-shirt tucked into a pair of jeans, the dark fabric straining against her breasts. The denim clung jealously to the curves of her beautiful body before disappearing into the top of a pair of high-heeled leather boots. Her look was casual, but still incredibly sexy. Then again, I reflected, a woman like Hannah could wear a garbage bag and still look sexy. I was in the presence of three gorgeous goddesses, and I should have been feeling like the luckiest man on earth. But I knew too much about what lay ahead of me. I knew too much about these women to feel safe. Whatever was going to happen that night, it would be exactly what they wanted. That much was guaranteed. 
 
    “What did I tell you?” 
 
    Rachel’s eyes flashed as she spoke, her pink tongue curling over her shining white teeth as she smiled. She was talking to Hannah, but she never took her eyes off me. Instead, those eyes moved up and down over my body, taking in the humiliating spectacle as I stood cringing before them. And Hannah giggled at the sight of me, but she didn’t seem in the least bit surprised at what confronted her. Just as I suspected. These wild women had come prepared. 
 
    “Come in, please,” I said, stepping aside to make room for them. Still smiling, the girls stepped into my home, and I shut the front door behind them. More than ever, I could feel the tightness of the tie bound around my genitals as I followed them into the living room, watching the way their clothes strained over their perfect round buttocks. Alexis didn’t choose friends based on their physical beauty, but if she had, I reflected, she couldn’t do much better than these two. 
 
    Alexis stood. Tearing my eyes away from Hannah and Rachel, I turned to watch my girlfriend rise from the sofa, her bright red dress clinging to her in all the right places. The girls embraced one another, female excitement crackling in the air as they exchanged greetings. There was no need to pretend. We all knew what they were there for. And what I was there for. 
 
    “I have to say, I’m impressed,” Hannah said, turning her enthralling smile on me for a moment. “I didn’t know you had this kind of thing in you.” 
 
    “Are you kidding me?” Alexis laughed. “You’re the one I could never see being a dominatrix. Rachel, sure. Or me. But you were always so sweet.” 
 
    “Yeah, to be honest, I didn’t see this coming myself,” Hannah admitted. “Things just kind of – turned out that way. Sometimes it still seems pretty crazy to me. But I can’t argue with the results.” 
 
    “I know, right?” Alexis giggled. “I was nervous at first too, but then I started realizing all the benefits. Bitch boy, go get my friends some drinks.” 
 
    Alexis turned to me as she said those words, and her friends laughed. I could feel all three sets of their eyes on me as I turned without a word toward the kitchen. I knew what Alexis wanted. My complete obedience. My total submission. My willingness to do whatever she said and prove to her friends just how much power she had. And in a strange way, I wanted to give her that. I wanted to please her, and not just sexually, although I would have jumped at the chance for that too. But for now, I knew that was off the table. Whatever deviant delights these women had planned, I knew they wouldn’t spend much thought for I wanted. Paradoxically, of course, that was exactly what I wanted. For them to use me however they saw fit. 
 
    In the kitchen, I opened a bottle of wine and poured three glasses. My straining cock continued to test the bonds Alexis had placed it in. Already, the sensitive flesh felt slightly bruised, but I didn’t dare loosen the tie. That would make Alexis furious. And the memory of all the sex we had been having lately, of all the physical pleasure we had been giving one another, danced in my head, keeping me committed to doing as I was told. Alexis was more than capable of reward as well as punishment. Making her happy with the best thing I could do to make sure I eventually got what I wanted. So, alone for a moment in the kitchen away from the smiling eyes of my pretty tormentors, I renewed my resolve to keep doing as I was told. After all, it wasn’t like I never enjoyed any of it. 
 
    By the time I carried the wine back to the living room, all the girls were seated. I remembered how it had been that night when Rachel and Keeley and Tonya were in those seats, discovering my submission for the first time. Now, it was a far more experienced group that watched me so intently. Alexis had turned out to be a natural dominatrix. And if what I had heard of Hannah’s exploits was true, she was every bit as dominant as my girlfriend. And of course, Rachel was no slouch in that department either. As each one of them took a glass of wine from me without a word of thanks, I felt nervousness flutter in my heart, and desire grew in the pit of my stomach. This felt like some seriously deep water, and yet I welcomed it. 
 
    “Where are your manners, bitch boy? Get on your knees in the presence of superior women.” 
 
    As she spoke, Alexis pointed to the floor in front of her. I knew what to do. 
 
    “Yes, Princess Alexis,” I said as I dropped at once to my knees. My movements were accompanied by the familiar sound of female laughter, the three of them enjoying my disgrace the way I knew they would. They only looked more beautiful now that I was looking up at them from my lowly position, their beauty enhanced by their power as they sipped their wine and decided my fate. 
 
    “You’ve got him well-trained,” Hannah said, and I saw Alexis’s beaming smile at her friend’s compliment. It made my heart flip in my chest. 
 
    “Thanks,” Alexis said. “I could say the same to you.” 
 
    “Yeah, but in my case, it was different,” Hannah said. “Alister was already trained when I got him.” 
 
    “That’s what I heard,” Alexis said, leaning forward in her seat as she spoke. “So how did all that go down?” 
 
    “Well, he was locked in chastity,” Hannah said, grinning herself while her friends laughed out loud. “Some other woman already owned his cock. Elizabeth. She’s this incredible pro dominatrix. She just travels around the country using men. These guys can’t pay her enough to take control of them, to make them serve her. It’s amazing.” 
 
    “But doesn’t it feel weird having another woman own your boy toy?” 
 
    “It did at first,” Hannah said. “When I saw that thing locked onto him, I nearly left right there and then. But I was intrigued. And yeah, I guess I was a little jealous. It felt like he already had a girlfriend. But once I got to know a bit more about it, I realized it wasn’t like that at all. She’s not his girlfriend. She’s nothing like that. Just his mistress. And she already had him ready to submit to a woman. It made things a lot easier for me.” 
 
    “Didn’t you go and stay with her for a while?” 
 
    “Oh my God, yes!” Hannah laughed as she spoke, slapping her hand against her thigh encased in tight denim. “She trained me how to dominate men. She let me practice on her slaves. Honestly, it was amazing. So empowering to learn how to make a man grovel at your feet. I’m telling you, the woman’s a genius.” 
 
    “I don’t know if I could handle it,” Alexis said, shaking her head to make her dark hair shine like silk. “Sharing him with another woman, I mean. I want to be the only one that owns him.” 
 
    “But don’t you share him with other women all the time?” Hannah said. “I mean, what are we doing here?” 
 
    “I guess,” Alexis said, tossing a sly smile in my direction for a moment before turning back to her friends. “But it’s different. I like watching other girls play with him. But I’m the only one who owns him.” 
 
    “Each to their own, I guess,” Hannah said with a smile. “It’s hard to explain. But I don’t really mind that Elizabeth owns him too. We share ownership of his cock. But I’m the one who has his heart.” 
 
    “Awwww,” Rachel said, and all three women burst out laughing. In the kinky drama we were all involved in, any kind of words of love sounded out of place. But even though Hannah was smiling along with the rest of them, I got the feeling she meant it. And I could understand that. My relationship with Alexis was still too young to get into those weeds. But what I felt for her was far more intense than anything I had felt for any other woman. And partially, that was the nature of the sex we were having, the games we were playing. They heightened everything to a fever pitch, casting everything in blinding light and impenetrable shadow. But often lately, I found myself wondering if that was the full story. If that was all there was to it, or if there was something else at work. Really good sex makes you feel something beyond the physical, whether you want it to or not. And as well as desire unlike any I had ever known, I had feelings for Alexis that went beyond that. 
 
    “Hannah’s boy toy has his cock locked away.” 
 
    Alexis was talking to me now. Leaning forward in her seat, she looked straight at me, her dark hair shining on either side of her face as she watched me like a panther. 
 
    “He doesn’t get to cum without her permission. He can’t even get a hard on. He just has to serve and beg and worship just for the chance to ever have any pleasure. Isn’t that right, Hannah?” 
 
    “That’s right,” Hannah said, grinning at me. She was sitting with her legs crossed, and as she swung one foot in the air, I saw a silver chain fastened around her ankle on the outside of her boot. A tiny key dangled from it. She saw that I was looking at it, and her smile grew deeper. 
 
    “That’s the key,” Hannah smirked at me. “Right now, he’s with Keeley. She’s boyfriend sitting him while I’m here. Making sure he doesn’t get into any mischief. Although with his cock locked away, it’s not like he can do much without me.” More laughter from the watching women. Hannah’s fiery red hair trailed over one shoulder as she turned toward Alexis. 
 
    “Do you ever think of locking him in chastity?” she said, tilting her head in my direction as though it wasn’t obvious who she was talking about. 
 
    “Not really,” Alexis said, while my heart vibrated in my chest. “I mean, I get it. It would be kind of fun. That’s the whole reason we discovered this, by the way. I wouldn’t let him fuck me, and as he got more desperate, he got more submissive. So I can see the logic. Keep them locked away, and who knows what they’ll do for release? But it seems kind of mean. Doesn’t it hurt them?” 
 
    “Sometimes,” Hannah said, while Rachel laughed beside her. “But they can handle it. Besides, don’t act like you’ve never hurt him before. That’s not what Rachel told me on the way over.” 
 
    Rachel laughed again, and Hannah laughed with her. I could remember all too well the painful blows of the belt as Rachel had whipped me while they forced me to watch Alexis with another man. Maybe Alexis wasn’t as interested in physical pain, but she certainly had no problem dealing out the emotional kind. And her friends were only too happy to help. 
 
    “Well, sometimes he deserves it,” Alexis said. 
 
    “Exactly,” Hannah smiled. “They all deserve it. And even if they don’t, it helps to teach them their place. That’s what Elizabeth taught me. Sometimes you punish them for something they’ve done. And sometimes, you punish them just for existing. Just for being men. Just because it’s fun. I mean, that’s what this is supposed to be, isn’t it? Fun for us. And fun for them if they like it. But if they don’t? Who cares?” 
 
    All three women laughed again. My knees were aching as I waited there on the floor to see what came next. I could feel the sexual tension crackling in the air. I knew that all this talk was a way for them to get in the right mindset, to get into character. Not that they needed much help in that department. But I felt very small and helpless as I kneeled there in front of them, with no say in whatever might be about to happen to me. The exhilaration of giving up control filled me as I waited to see what would happen. 
 
    “You’ve already tied up his cock and balls nicely,” Hannah said, her eyes flickering down my body for a moment. “It’s only a small step from there to proper chastity. What do you think, Jim? Would you let your girlfriend lock up your cock and balls and wear the key to your manhood like I do?” 
 
    As she spoke, Hannah raised her foot even more, making the key catch the light as she shook her foot. The high heel of her sexy boot pointed at me, and I gazed up her, totally enraptured by her beauty. It wasn’t at all difficult to understand why a man would submit to her, why he would consent to be owned so completely by a woman like her. She was bright and cheerful and funny, but underneath that, I could sense the steel in her. The unassailable confidence that makes a man like me weak for a woman like her. And in her own way, I knew that Alexis was right. The thought of being locked away like Hannah’s boyfriend was terrifying to me. To surrender that kind of control to a woman, to never even be able to get an erection, let alone have an orgasm. But it wasn’t so very different from what I had now. Masturbation always felt like a terrible compromise, a way of relieving the endless sexual pressure of wanting my girlfriend so badly, but not a method to achieve anything like the satisfaction I wanted. Alexis already did control my cock. That much was obvious. Going a little further down that road wouldn’t fundamentally change anything between us. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I said carefully, feeling all three women watching me intently. “It sounds kind of hot. But I don’t know if I could handle it.” 
 
    “You never know until you try,” Hannah grinned, her eyes flashing. “Did you ever think you would enjoy kneeling naked in front of three pretty girls and being treated like their bitch?” 
 
    “No,” I admitted, while the women laughed again. 
 
    “Exactly,” Hannah said again. “And yet here you are. And look how hard that cock is. You fucking love this, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “That’s Mistress Hannah to you, sweetie.” 
 
    I hesitated for only a moment. I could feel Alexis’s burning eyes on me, silently commanding me to give her friend what she wanted. And after all, it was hardly any more humiliating than anything else they were going to put me through. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah.” Hannah seemed to shift in her seat, growing more comfortable as I gave in to her. From what I’d heard, she was used to this power position. Used to being worshiped, just like Alexis was. 
 
    “I think you should lick her boots,” Alexis said suddenly. “Go on, Jim. Crawl over to Mistress Hannah on your hands and knees and lick those sexy boots to show her you know your place as a man.” The women laughed at that. But I knew it was no joke. 
 
    “Yes, Princess Alexis.” At once, I began to crawl forward on my hands and knees. My cock surged underneath me, tied tightly and uncomfortable as it strained against the bondage it was in. Reaching Hannah’s feet, I lowered my head and ran my tongue over the slick leather of her boots. She beamed down at me like the sun, pressing her thighs together as she watched me debase myself. I licked and kissed her feet, making the leather shine with my saliva, the key right in front of my face now, reminding me of the fearsome power this woman held. Somewhere out there, there was a man like me, completely in thrall to his beautiful girlfriend. The thought that Keeley was with him, still part of this wild game, made my cock throb again. And I kept licking Hannah’s boots as the girls clinked glasses, celebrating their unassailable power over the men in their lives. 
 
    “It’s crazy that we both discovered this independently, kind of at the same time,” Hannah said above me. “Maybe it’s just natural. Maybe as women get older, we realize the power we have. Or you get sick of taking bullshit from men. Either way. I’m glad we discovered how easy it is to totally own a guy.” 
 
    “I know,” Rachel said beside Hannah. “Now I feel left out. I need to find a little slave boy that I can abuse and dominate.” 
 
    “You will,” Hannah said. “I used to think this kind of thing was weird and super rare. But Elizabeth taught me otherwise. There are millions of men out there who would be happy for the chance to worship the ground you walk on. Isn’t that right, bitch boy? Don’t you love submitting to Rachel too?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah,” I said between licks of the dominant woman’s boots. “She’s very beautiful and very sexy, and it’s an honor to serve her.” 
 
    “I bet it is,” Hannah grinned. “Stop.” 
 
    With that, she placed one foot on my shoulder and pushed me gently but firmly away. I sat back on my knees, staring up her. I could feel Alexis watching, drinking in every moment of seeing her friend dominate me. She loved this, I knew. She loved to have me watch her have sex, and she loved to watch me submit to other women. It was a strange pattern we found ourselves in, but it worked for us. That was all that mattered. 
 
    “This really turns you on, doesn’t it?” Hannah said, still smiling down at me. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah.” 
 
    “Good. It should. Go get a chair from the kitchen and bring it in here.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah.” 
 
    I didn’t even hesitate. Already, a word from Hannah seemed like as much of a command as it would if it came from Alexis. She didn’t need to threaten or yell or be stern. She was smiling the whole time, totally enjoying everything that was going on. But I felt incapable of disobeying her. And it wasn’t just because I wanted to please Alexis anymore. It was because Hannah was beautiful and powerful in her own right, a woman worthy of worship. 
 
    Feeling the women’s eyes on me, I rose to my feet and made my way toward the kitchen. I came back carrying a wooden chair in my hands and set it down in the living room, facing the sofa. Uncrossing her legs, Hannah rose to her feet. I heard her boot heels echoing like gunshots in the room as she walked slowly toward me. Her hand was warm on my shoulder as she placed it there and pushed me down, making me sit in the seat. Trailing her fingers over my bare shoulders, she circled around behind me. 
 
    “I need something to tie him up with,” Hannah said. My cock throbbed mercilessly between my legs as I watched Alexis rise from her seat, adjusting her vibrant red dress. As she walked toward me and Hannah, I saw her reach for the belt around her narrow waist and unfasten it. She stepped behind me too, and, holding the belt in both hands, lowered it down over me. My arms were pulled tight against my sides as she buckled the belt around me. Simple, but effective. Just like that, I was rendered helpless. 
 
    “Nice,” Hannah said. She stepped around in front of me, and I looked her up and down, my desire roaring and raging inside me and growing by the minute. Bending over, her red hair hanging down around her head, she reached a hand toward my surging cock. Then she paused for a moment, looking up at Alexis. 
 
    “May I?” she asked. 
 
    “Go ahead,” Alexis said, running her hand affectionately through my hair as she spoke. As Hannah untied the tie and unwound it from around my cock and balls, I groaned with relief. The tightness of the tie had left deep marks up and down my shaft, and my cock surged even more as Hannah wrapped a soft hand around it and began to slowly stroke. With her other hand, she draped the tie over the back of my neck, letting it hang over my shoulders. But I barely noticed. Already I was breathless, overcome by the sensations of pleasure that were racing through me. 
 
    “That feels good, doesn’t it, slave boy?” Hannah teased, staring deep into my eyes as she spoke.  
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah.” 
 
    “Of course it does. I bet you would do anything to cum right now, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah.” 
 
    “Of course you would. That’s what makes you boy so easy to control. You have to know you don’t deserve an orgasm yet, don’t you? You don’t deserve to cum in the presence of gorgeous women like us.” 
 
    “No, Mistress Hannah.” 
 
    “Good. I’m glad Alexis has taught you your place. Which is licking our boots and groveling at our feet and worshiping the ground we walk on. Isn’t that right?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah.” 
 
    “What would you do to be allowed to cum right now?” 
 
    “Anything, Mistress Hannah. Anything you like.” 
 
    The women laughed, delighted with the desire they could hear in my voice. Alexis was standing behind me now, both hands on my shoulders as she held me down in the chair while I squirmed and her friend teased me. 
 
    “I never get tired of hearing that,” Hannah said. “I love driving guys like you crazy. You know what I love the most? Not letting them cum.” 
 
    With that, Hannah stood back. I gasped as she took her hand abruptly away from my cock, leaving it surging and throbbing in the empty air. I was breathless with desire as I stared up her her, a deep rage building inside me and sexual frustration flooding my brain. And Hannah just stood there, smiling down at me, her hands on her hips in her tight jeans, endlessly pleased with what she had just done. 
 
    “Look at your face!” Hannah laughed, throwing back her head and letting the happy sound Feil my living room. “You look like you could kill me right now. Or like you just really, really want to fuck me.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Hannah.” 
 
    “Well, too bad. I already have a submissive boyfriend, and even he almost never gets to fuck me. Instead, we’re going to use you as our tease toy.” 
 
    Hannah raised her eyes from my face to look over my head at Alexis. Then, she turned her head to look at Rachel, still sitting on the couch, her eyes glowing with sadistic delight as she watched me. 
 
    “We’ll let him cool off for a little while,” Hannah said, taking charge of the scene as though she were the unacknowledged leader of the group. “Then one of you can take a turn. The game is to get him as close to coming as possible without actually doing it. First one to make him cum loses.” 
 
    “Oh my God, Hannah,” Alexis said behind me. I could feel her hands gripping my shoulders more tightly as she spoke. “You really did learn a lot from that pro dominatrix.” 
 
    “Yeah, I did,” Hannah said, smiling again as she looked down at me. “But really, guys like this aren’t complicated. All they want is to cum. Or more than that, what they want is to not be allowed to cum by superior women like us. So let’s give this little bitch boy what he wants. By the end of the night, he’s going to lose his mind because of our teasing. You’re never going to forget the night you met Mistress Hannah, are you, bitch?” 
 
    “No, Mistress Hannah,” I growled. My cock was still throbbing and surging, still raging between my legs as I looked up at this beautiful and dominant goddess. She was right. It was shaping up to be another unforgettable night of submitting to my girlfriend and her friends. 
 
    

  

 
   
    11. Hannah’s Game 
 
      
 
    I was a twitching ball of wild desire. Just what the girls wanted me to be. They all knew what it did to me. They all knew what gave them their fearsome power. And as Hannah stepped away from me, smiling with delight at what she had reduced me to, Alexis stepped forward. 
 
    I gazed up at her. I watched her close her hand around my cock. I breathed in through my nose, sucking down lungfuls of air as though it might help me. Gently at first, Alexis ran her hand up and down my shaft. At the same time, she leaned over me, her black hair hanging down around her face and her bright eyes sparkling with delight. 
 
    I grunted. I groaned. Slowly, her hand picked up speed. It began moving more quickly over my throbbing manhood, and I felt my desire swelling inside me once again. It didn’t take much. After all, the simple fact of the situation I was in was enough to have me vibrating with desperate lust. Not to mention the work Hannah had already done on me with her own hand, bring me right to the brink of orgasm before letting me cool off again. 
 
    And Alexis planned to do the same. Plus, she had the advantage of knowing my body far better than her friend did. Before long, I was moaning and groaning where I sat in my seat, the leather belt straining as it held me to the chair. I could feel all three of the women watching me intently, savoring my sexual torture like it was a fine wine. And of course, that only added to my desire. That only made me crave the sweetness of release all the more. 
 
    I was gasping and groaning, and the sound of my frustration filled the living room, harmonizing with the delighted giggles of the girls. My orgasm boiled inside me, like a hidden sun in the depth of my guts. I felt right on the edge of pleasure. And Alexis knew it.  
 
    Suddenly, she snatched her hand away. I roared as the stimulation stopped, my hard cock throbbing and surging in the empty air to no avail. The pleasure I so desperately craved was gone, and even though the need for it still burned inside me, without her hand around me, I couldn’t get what I wanted. 
 
    The women laughed my helpless plight as I thrust my hips forward, as though fucking the air could bring me release. Alexis stood in front of me, her hands on her hips, her bright red dress displaying her beautiful body as she looked down at me. I felt ridiculous, of course. I felt totally humiliated. Just like I was supposed to. And as Alexis turned and stepped away from me, her gorgeous round ass making the red fabric strain over her body, her friends cheered and applauded. 
 
    “That was close,” Hannah said. “He really looked like he was about to cum.” 
 
    “He was,” Alexis said with a smirk. I watched her reach the couch, turn, and sit back down, retrieving her glass of wine and taking a sip. “I’d give him a little bit of time before we touch him again. Though of course, looking at us isn’t helping.” 
 
    The girls laughed again. But Alexis was only speaking the truth. Each of them was gorgeous in her own way, and staring at the three of them, I could feel my need for sex boiling inside me. I wanted them all, singly or together, and knowing I couldn’t have them, knowing I was helpless before them, only made them even more attractive to me than they otherwise would have been. It was a hopeless position to be in, but I couldn’t bring myself to even wish to be anywhere else. Yes, I wanted to fuck them. I wanted to fuck them all. But I would take whatever I could get. Whatever they were willing to give me. Even this cruel and teasing game, being completely at their mercy and completely denied my sexual pleasure, was better than nothing. 
 
    “It’s your turn next, Rachel,” Hannah said as she sipped her wine. Still very much in control of everything that was happening. It took a strong woman to take charge of this group, I reflected. Both Alexis and Rachel loved being in control, loved being dominant. But Hannah’s experience with the mysterious Elizabeth seemed to give her some kind of seniority in these matters. The other girls, dominant as they were, seemed content to follow her lead. And why wouldn’t they be? They were all having fun. The wild smiles on their beautiful faces and their frequent bursts of giddy laughter told me that. My heart was pounding in my chest as I waited. Rachel was many things, but shy was not one of them. Without physical stimulation, my need for orgasm was slowly subsiding, but my desire remained. I was still primed and ready to erupt. 
 
    “That’s not really fair,” Rachel said, still smiling even as she protested. “You guys already got him close. It’s not going to take much to make him cum now.” 
 
    “Then don’t give him much,” Hannah shrugged. “Just take him to the brink without going over. Edge him. That’s what it’s called. It’s a skill, like any other. A skill you can learn with practice.” 
 
    “What happens if he cums?” Rachel asked. As she spoke, her brown eyes flickered just for a moment toward me, the only indication that I was there at all. That I was a sentient being with feelings and emotions of my own instead of just a toy for the women to use. 
 
    “Well, we didn’t decide a forfeit,” Hannah said. She smiled as she turned toward Alexis, and I could almost see the gears working in her beautiful head. “I think… Whoever makes him cum has to fuck him. What do you think, Alexis? Do you mind if one of us ends up fucking your boyfriend?” 
 
    Alexis paused before speaking. The bulge of her tongue showed in her cheek as she turned toward me. Her eyes glittered as she looked me up and down. I hardly even dared to breathe, as though even the slightest movement from me would jeopardize this wild new promise. Sex with these women was all I wanted, and in the depths of my frustration and despair, it had seemed I was never going to get it. Now, Hannah held out this slender hope, and silently, I begged Alexis to go along with her. 
 
    “Okay,” Alexis said. “He’s watched me fuck someone else, so I guess I can handle it.” I tried not to show my deep inner gratitude as Alexis stared right at me. I didn’t want her to know how badly I wanted sex, and how much it thrilled me to think of getting in from either of her beautiful friends just as much as it did from her. But I suspected she knew. She would have to. After all, she knew just how gorgeous her friends were. And she knew exactly how turned on I was. It made her smile as she once again lifted a glass to her painted lips. 
 
    “There you go, Rachel,” Hannah smiled. “Your turn. Don’t let him cum unless you want to fuck him. But make it sexy.” 
 
    “Okay,” Rachel giggled. Setting down her glass, she stepped toward me. I watched her approach, her gorgeous body swaying provocatively from side to side with every step. I could remember only too well what she had put me through at the party, how she had beaten my ass with a belt and given me bruises that still hadn’t completely faded. Now, she would be taking a different kind of liberty with my body. And as she stepped up close to me, I inhaled the smell of her perfume and the warmth of her body. My cock twitched in anticipation, and I wondered how I could possibly hold out. Or why I would even want to. What Hannah described as a punishment for the girls was the greatest reward for me. The only question in my mind was which of the three of them I wanted more. 
 
    Rachel began to stroke my cock. Just as I had expected, she showed no shyness or hesitation. She turned her head from side to side as she manipulated me, looking at me one moment, then at the friends the next. They were all laughing, sharing a good joke as I squirmed and moaned to Rachel’s touch. Just as she had predicted, I didn’t need much. In no time at all, I could feel orgasm rising inside me again. And the temptation to let go was overwhelming. If it meant I would get to fuck her, that only made it sweeter for me. I tried not to think about that, knowing it would push me over the edge. Knowing that imagining the things I would do with her beautiful body, the revenge I could get on her for what she had done to me, would be unbelievably sweet. Still, it wasn’t what I wanted. Not the thing I wanted most, anyway. I realized with a dull sense of shock that I wanted to hold out. As much as I wanted Rachel, as much as I wanted orgasm, I didn’t want it like that. 
 
    Still, Rachel knew exactly what she was doing. It didn’t take long before I was moaning and groaning again, my cock throbbing desperately in her hand. Just when I thought I was about to lose control, when all my plans were on the point of shattering and being washed away by a great wave of pleasure, she let go. She stepped back, her high heels echoing on the floor, and the girls howled in laughter as I sat twitching and moaning in a prison of my own desire once again. 
 
    “You know, for a minute there, I thought you were going to let him cum,” Hannah said. “I thought maybe you wanted to lose. Maybe you were going to throw the competition so that you could fuck Alexis’s submissive boyfriend.” 
 
    “Hardly,” Rachel snorted as she stepped back toward the sofa. “I only fuck real men.” The women laughed again as I cringed in shame. But it wasn’t like I could argue with what they said. In the position I was in, it was hard to feel like much of a man. I was a plaything for their amusement, and my pleasure depended entirely on their fickle whims. 
 
    “It’s not so bad,” Hannah said, her jeans tightening around her legs as she crossed them and turned toward Rachel. “The nice thing about a submissive guy like this is that you can tease him and tease him and wind him up so much that when you finally let him fuck you, he just goes crazy. He’ll fuck you like he might never get to have sex ever again. He’ll fuck you like he has something to prove. Isn’t that right, Alexis?” 
 
    “Yeah, that’s right,” Alexis said, sitting on the other side of Hannah. “And it’s even better when he’s watched you with another guy. Then he really has something to prove.” 
 
    All three girls laughed at that while I cringed in shame, feeling my cheeks prickle with the heat of embarrassment. What Alexis was saying was hard to hear precisely because it was true. Because I knew we had had the best sex of our relationship and of my life, at least, after her adventure with Tony. Because I had been trying to reclaim her gorgeous body, to prove to her that I could fuck her the way she wanted. And yet here I was, once again helpless and dominated, completely in the control of three superior women. I was just lucky there wasn’t another man there, or else I didn’t doubt my girlfriend would betray me once again. 
 
    “I’ve actually never done that,” Hannah said thoughtfully, turning toward Alexis. “Cuckold him, I mean. That’s what Elizabeth called it. She says I should. She definitely does. She loves making her slaves watch her have sex online. She says it drives them crazy, and I can see that it does. But I don’t know. Doesn’t it feel like cheating?” 
 
    “In a way,” Alexis said slowly. “I was hesitant to do it for that reason. But I just got so turned on, I couldn’t help it. I mean, that night was so fucking sexy, wasn’t it?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Rachel giggled from the other side of the couch. 
 
    “But he was okay with it. I mean, I wouldn’t say he enjoyed it. But it fucking turned him on. Didn’t it, Jim? Didn’t it get you hot and bothered watching me fucking Tony?” 
 
    Again, all eyes turned toward me. As bad as it had felt being ignored and talked about as though I were an object, this felt even worse. I cringed under their stares, my cock still throbbing and raging as proof of my deviant desire as I sat in front of them as though I were on trial by three beautiful judges. 
 
    “Yes, Princess Alexis,” I finally said, watching a sly smile spread across the three faces in front of me. “It was really hard to watch. But it was sexy. You looked so beautiful having sex with him. And it drove me crazy seeing him get what I wanted.” 
 
    “Good boy,” Hannah said approvingly. “He’s quite eloquent for slave. A lot of guys just get all monosyllabic. They just say yes Mistress, no mistress. Or just grunt and groan. Which is fine, in a way. It’s not like they are there to talk anyway. But it’s kind of interesting to know what he’s thinking.” 
 
    “I think we already know exactly what he’s thinking,” Rachel said, making the other women laugh. 
 
    “True enough,” Hannah said, uncrossing her legs and setting down her wine glass on the coffee table in front of her. “They’re only ever really thinking about one thing, aren’t they? So simple. That’s what makes them so easy to control.” 
 
    I watched her slide to the front of the cushion she sat on and stand. Her leather boots creaked as she made her way around the coffee table toward me. It was her turn again, and clearly she had decided the time was right to toy with me again. As I watched her coming, I felt my resolve weakening. I wanted to hold out for Alexis. I wanted to fuck my girlfriend, and to show her that it was her I wanted the most, even out of her beautiful and dominant friends. But Hannah was unbelievably gorgeous and undeniably sexy. I wanted this dominant woman badly too, and by her own rules, she would have to comply. 
 
    Hannah stood at one side of the chair I was tied to. Reaching down, she closed her hand around my cock again. I moaned at once, feeling her soft skin against mine as she began to stroke. Meanwhile, she smiled across the room at her friends. In no time at all, desire was surging inside me. I squirmed where I sat, panting and groaning while this wild woman played with my manhood like it was her own personal toy. 
 
    “Careful, Hannah,” Rachel said from the couch, her brown eyes flashing as she spoke. “You said you’ve never cheated on your boyfriend. But if you make him cum now, you’re going to have to.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about me,” Hannah said with a smile. “I know what I’m doing. I know just how far can take these boys without going too far. Like right… About… Now.” 
 
    As she spoke, Hannah stroked my cock more vigorously than ever, making me moan and gasp. Then, as she said now, she released her grip and stepped away. I let out a loud cry of despair as the stimulation stopped. I wanted to save my orgasm for Alexis, but in the heat of the moment, my desire for pleasure won out. I wanted Hannah to make me cum, and it was exactly at that moment, when I abandoned myself to it, that she stopped trying to make me. She was right. She really did seem to know what she was doing. And as she strutted proudly across the living room to rejoin her friends, I sat trembling and shaking and gasping with disbelief at what they were doing to me, and how easily these goddesses were controlling me and toying with me for their own amusement. 
 
    “I guess it’s my turn next,” Alexis said. Her wineglass was empty now, drained long ago. She had been enjoying the show, savoring my humiliation and sipping her wine. But this time, there was hardly a break. No sooner had Hannah sat down than Alexis stood, adjusting her tight dress as she rose to her feet. And I stared at my girlfriend in astonishment as she approached. Pleasure was still tingling inside me, my desire still raging as my cock throbbed between my legs. And watching my sexy girlfriend stride purposefully toward me did nothing to alleviate it. Still, the other girls didn’t say a word. And as Alexis stood beside me, I watched Hannah rise to her feet again. Her boots echoed on the floor of the living room as she approached, taking up a position on the other side of me. 
 
    “No way he’s not going to cum this time,” Hannah said as she smiled across me at her friend. “He’s going to have a hairtrigger now.” 
 
    “We’ll see.” Smiling at her friend, Alexis swept her dark hair back behind one ear and bent down to take my manhood in her hand. I groaned loudly as she closed her fingers around her. She began to stroke, and immediately, my cock surged in her hand. I was breathless as I gazed up at her smiling face, my mouth open and echoing with my grunts and groans of pleasure. Hannah was right. I needed so little to take me over the edge. And Alexis watched my face as she stroked my cock, saying nothing, only smiling. My heart surged with hope as I wondered if this was her intention. Certainly, it was mine. I didn’t even try to hold back any longer. I let myself go, and the orgasm that swelled inside me, rising like electricity from deep in my guts to crackle along the length of my shaft in her hand was one of the most powerful I had ever had. Throwing back my head, I almost screamed in the pleasure of release, squeezing my eyes shut and abandoning myself to everything else. 
 
    Lost in pleasure, I was barely aware of what was going on around me. But even through the noise I was making as I gave in, I heard Hannah step in close. I felt the vibration through the wooden chair I sat in as she slammed her foot down on the edge of the seat, dangerously close to my emptying balls. I opened my eyes to see what was happening, and watched my exploding cock spurting my cum all over Hannah’s shining boots. Alexis was still stroking me, milking me of every last drop of pleasure, and she kept my manhood pointed at her friend’s foot. The hot splatter of my seed shone white against the dark leather, and Hannah grinned down at me, her hands on her hips as she watched. 
 
    By the time Alexis released her grip on me, I was completely drained. My cock fell back against my thigh, tamed by her skillful hand. She straightened up, clasping her hands in front of her. Meanwhile, Hannah stood above me like a conquering hero, one foot still on the edge of the seat in front of me, anointed with my semen. As my desire cooled, there was a sinking feeling in my stomach as I wondered what would happen next. After all, these women were never going to make things easy for me. That much I knew for certain. 
 
    “Another thing Elizabeth does when she lets slaves cum,” Hannah said slowly, looking at me even as she spoke to her friends. “She makes sure they recycle. She makes them swallow their own load. She says it helps keep them in a submissive mind state even after they’ve had an orgasm. Otherwise, they can get all defiant and ashamed. This way, they stay submissive. So come on, bitch boy. You need to clean up your mess if you want me to let you fuck your girlfriend.” 
 
    With that, Hannah raised her foot from the seat in front of me. The heel of her boot cracked authoritatively on the floor as she set it down. Both Alexis and Rachel were laughing loudly, and the wild edge in their laughter told me they could barely believe what was happening. But I could. And even though my stomach churned at the thought of what she wanted from me, I knew how little choice I had. And beyond that, I knew I wanted the reward Hannah offered. I didn’t stop to wonder what gave her the authority to decide whether I could have sex with Alexis or not. I just knew I had to keep them happy. All of them. 
 
    Standing behind me where I sat on the chair, Alexis unfastened her belt. As she raised it, she freed my arms. But instead of lifting over my head, I felt her tightening it around my neck again. Another leash, just like the belt Rachel had used to leash me at the party. Alexis kept hold of the other end of the belt, and I rolled my shoulders, trying to work some flexibility back into my arms after being tied for so long. But I didn’t try to free myself any further. There was no point. And even though my last orgasm was so recent, my cum still cooling on Hannah’s boot, I felt my cock twitch slightly at the feeling of being leashed by my beautiful mistress. 
 
    “Down on your hands and knees, slave,” Hannah ordered, pointing at the floor. As she issued her command, I felt Alexis tug lightly on the belt. I knew what she wanted. I was still expected to bow to the will of her friends. I felt their burning eyes watching me as I did just that. Sliding off the seat, I crouched down on the floor in front of Hannah, on hands and knees with the belt around my neck and my girlfriend standing close behind me. No doubt watching this outrageously humiliating spectacle as I lowered my face to the floor and began to lick her friend’s boot. 
 
    Hannah cackled in delight. Alexis spluttered with laughter. Over on the couch, Rachel howled in joy. And I cringed as I licked the leather, tasting my own juices as I moved my mouth over Hannah’s boot. I licked them up as quickly as I could, swallowing them down and trying not to taste them. The humiliation was intense, but I knew the only way past it was to go straight through. To do what these crazy women wanted. After all, there was no point trying to cling to any shreds of dignity in front of them. They had already seen how far I would go for them. 
 
    “Amazing,” Rachel said as she watched. 
 
    “Isn’t it awesome?” Hannah said, turning her head toward the other woman. “They really hate it. Which is what makes it so much fun. Especially when they know they’re going to have to do it, and they still cum anyway. It’s such a mind fuck. Elizabeth’s so good with that stuff.” 
 
    While Hannah spoke, I finished my unpleasant task. Her boot was shining with my saliva now, and every trace of my explosive orgasm was gone. I cautiously raised my face from her feet and felt the belt grow a little tighter around my neck, the leather creaking as Alexis wrapped it around her fist. 
 
    “Well, the rules are the rules,” Hannah said, turning back to Alexis. “Even if I think you kind of wanted to throw this contest. Go ahead. Take him to bed. He’s earned it.” 
 
    “Come on, Jim,” Alexis said. From below, I watched her high-heeled shoes move past me, the belt growing tighter between us. “Heel,” Alexis ordered, while the other women laughed. I knew what she wanted. I stayed on my hands and knees, crawling across the floor behind her like a well-trained pet. The laughter of Rachel and Hannah followed us as Alexis led me out of the living room, down the hallway, toward the bedroom. By the time we got inside, my cock was already raging again, already hard and swollen between my legs. The thought of finally getting to fuck my girlfriend was enough to get me going again only minutes after my last orgasm. 
 
    “Get on the bed.” 
 
    Alexis’s eyes sparkled as she spoke. I might be about to get what I wanted, but clearly, the game wasn’t over. Clearly, she intended to stay dominant and in control even now. That was fine by me. I climbed onto the bed, the belt hanging loose around my neck now as I rolled over and lay on my back. My excitement only grew as I watched Alexis reach for the hem of her dress and pull it slowly up, the vibrant red fabric clinging to her thighs and hips until she finally pulled it up to her waist, revealing her pussy. She climbed onto the bed beside me, and I hardly dared to breathe. 
 
    Lifting one leg, Alexis straddled me. She sat down in my lap, her pussy pressed against the underside of my cock so I could feel her unbelievable wetness. At the same time, she leaned forward and removed the belt from around my neck. 
 
    “Give me your hands,” she ordered, her voice soft. “Palms together. Yeah, like that. That’s it.” 
 
    Wordlessly, I did as I was told. I pressed my palms together and held my hands toward her, and Alexis looped the belt around my wrists, pulling it tight. Holding the end of the belt in her left hand, she reached down with her right and took my cock in her hand. Rising up, she guided it into herself, both of us moaning in pleasure at the tightness of her wet walls around my shaft as she impaled herself on me. With a long moan, Alexis sank down on top of me until I was fully inside her and she was smiling down at me, still holding the belt, her eyes glowing with pleasure and desire as she looked down at me. 
 
    “I’ve been waiting for this for a long time,” she grinned. “What a fun night this has been. God, I love watching you submit to my friends. Now, you just lie there while I fuck you. You know how much I love to tease you, but I have to admit, you earned this one.” 
 
    “Thank you, Princess Alexis,” I moaned, and Alexis laughed. The muscles showed in her toned thighs as she began to bounce up and down, her breath growing short just as mind did as pleasure swamped us both. 
 
    “That’s right, I am your Princess,” Alexis said in a voice that dripped already with pleasure.” And don’t you forget it.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    12. Being Used 
 
      
 
    Alexis’s beautiful body moved on top of me. I gazed up at her in astonishment as sexual pleasure flowed through my body. There was always, at moments like this, a mild sense of disbelief. Our relationship was still sufficiently new that I was still sometimes caught by surprise that a woman like her would be with a guy like me. Just on looks alone, Alexis was out of my league. But combine that with her dominant side and her kinky sexual imagination, and it’s no wonder I often felt overwhelmed by her and barely able to believe my good fortune. Especially at times like this, when she was fucking me so hungrily. The way her body moved entranced me, the pleasure she was feeling showing on her beautiful face as she stared down at me from under half-closed eyelids. Her teeth shone as she bit her lip, and moans of pleasure rose from her slender throat. She was completely in her element, completely absorbed in the wild pleasure she was feeling. And she never looked more beautiful than at these moments. 
 
    She still had my hands tied with her belt, clasped in front of me. I couldn’t reach out and take her body in my hands the way I wanted to. And that little bit of denial only added to my pleasure as my girlfriend rode my cock. She was still wearing her dress, and I could see her breasts bouncing slightly underneath the red fabric as she rolled her body on top of me. But below the waist, she was completely uncovered, and the feeling of my cock buried inside her streaming pussy was pleasurable beyond imagination. I was thankful now for the organism she had just given me by hand, outside in front of her friends. Because it meant it would take a while before I could cum again. I wanted this to last. Partly to please my mistress, but also because I didn’t want the experience to end. I was enjoying myself far too much. 
 
    At times like this, the outside world seems to disappear. But of course, it doesn’t really. Life still goes on, and the world doesn’t stop spinning just because two people are having sex. And so life went on outside my bedroom too, even though I forgot about it. At least until I tore my gaze away from beautiful Alexis to see that her friends had entered the room. 
 
    Hannah came first. Her eyes were shining as she stepped through the door, fixed on me and my girlfriend as she grinned with delight. Rachel followed, smiling just as much as Hannah was as they watched Alexis fuck me. I saw them first. Alexis had her back to the door, and didn’t notice her friends immediately. But soon, she must’ve noticed something in my wandering attention. Because she turned her head toward the door and saw her friends watching us, and let out a short burst of laughter that soon turned into another moan of pleasure. I groaned too as I felt her pussy clenched tightly around my cock, and I knew the incredible truth. Having her friend watch us was turning my girlfriend on. 
 
    “Looks like you guys are having fun in here,” Hannah said. Stepping further into the bedroom, she stood by the side of the bed, her arms under her breasts. Rachel stood beside her. I looked at them both, my cock surging inside Alexis at the sight of them. Having to watch Alexis fuck Tony had been the most thrilling kind of torture. Now, in a way, the roles were reversed. And this was anything but torture. This was the wildest joy to have Alexis’s sexy friends watching while she rode my cock. I could barely believe this was happening to me even as I was in the middle of it. 
 
    “Yeah,” Alexis said in a voice that was thick with pleasure. “You know how it is. It’s fun torturing a submissive boy like this. But sometimes, a girl just really needs a cock inside her.” 
 
    Alexis’s friends laughed at that. The air in the bedroom was crackling, and I knew something else was about to happen. Something no doubt wild and sexy and unbelievably erotic. I could only hope it wouldn’t be too painful or humiliating. But I already knew that no matter what, I would go along with it. When submitting to Alexis and her friends meant pleasure like this, why would I ever say no? 
 
    “I’m glad to see you’ve still got him tied up” Hannah said. I heard the dull thump of her high heels on the floor as she stepped toward the bed. Her tall boots creaked as she climbed onto the mattress, her already tight jeans growing even tighter around her body. My heart raced as I looked up at her, dividing my attention between Hannah and Alexis, torn between one beauty and another. Kneeling at my side, Hannah reached out and gently took the belt from Alexis’s hands. Alexis gladly let her have it. Groaning, she leaned forward, placing both hands on my chest, her fingernails digging into the skin. I moaned as she began to pump her hips up and down more forcefully, making my body bounce on the bed. Alexis’s face was mostly hidden by the dark curtains of her hair hanging down on either side of her head. But she was still absolutely beautiful as she gave in more and more to her rising pleasure, not seeming to care even a little that we had an audience. Or enjoying that fact. Enjoying being watched by her friends as she fucked me, once again using me like a toy for her sexual pleasure. 
 
    Hannah pulled my bound hands over toward her side of the bed. Shifting, she sat down on the mattress. Still holding the belt, she turned so that she was lying at a right angle to me. Possessively, she draped her legs across my chest, crossing her feet at the ankles as she rested her boots on me. I could see her sly smile as she watched me, holding the belt, enjoying the spectacle of me being used by my girlfriend. I couldn’t suppress my moans of pleasure as my cock surged inside Alexis’s body, delighted with this new turn of events. And Alexis carried on fucking me like she meant it, bouncing wildly up and down on top of me now as pleasure took her over completely. I could feel her pussy spasming wildly around my shaft, and her hot juices poured out of her to anoint my cock and balls. Pleasure was coursing through my body too, of course. But I felt like I could go on all night. I felt like the orgasm I had already had would keep any others at bay for a long time, and I welcomed it. Just the feel of Alexis’s pussy on my cock was more than enough for me. Especially coupled with everything else that was going on in that room. 
 
    Still lying down close to me, Hannah uncrossed her legs. Slowly, she lifted one boot toward my face. As she continued smiling at me, still holding the belt wrapped around my wrists, I knew what she wanted. The thin heel of her boot hovered just above my mouth, and I raised my head from the mattress to kiss her heel. Hannah cackled with laughter at my show of submission, and above me, Alexis moaned in pleasure. I felt her body trembling as an orgasm approached, her pussy growing tighter and wetter around my cock by the minute. Almost possessed, completely absorbed in wild pleasure as she made the bed shake to her frantic movements. She was fucking me hard, and my lips bounced against Hannah’s boot as my body rocked. These women never wanted to let me forget my place, not even for a moment. Even in the throes of pleasure, it seemed, they would remind me that I existed to serve them. But I wasn’t going to complain. That strange twist in my soul that Alexis had shown me insured that these humiliating reminders only made my sexual pleasure greater. 
 
    Seemingly happy with my performance, Hannah bent her knees and drew her feet away from my face. Still holding the end of the belt, she rose back up onto her knees. I stared up at her, my body still bouncing wildly as Alexis howled in pleasure, slamming herself down into my lap again and again. 
 
    “Isn’t this hot, Rachel?” Hannah said, turning her head to look at her friend over her shoulder. 
 
    “Yeah, it is fucking hot,” I heard Rachel say. 
 
    “Well, you don’t need to be shy in front of me,” Hannah said with a giggle. “Alexis might be using this slave’s cock, but his mouth isn’t busy. Get on up here, pretty girl.” 
 
    I moaned in disbelief at what was happening. And I could not believe it all I wanted, but that didn’t change the reality. It was happening. And as Hannah shifted closer to the head of the bed, I watched Rachel approach. Her eyes were glowing the way they always did at these moments, when she was about to dominate me again. I watched her climb onto the mattress beside Hannah, her blue dress clinging tightly to her gorgeous body and fueling my monstrous lust as she approached. Rachel, I already knew, was anything but shy. And as she reached for the hem of her dress, smiling down at me the whole while, I knew what was coming. I welcomed it. My mouth was practically watering at the thought of being used this way, of servicing two women at once. An unbelievably thrilling experience that I wouldn’t say no to even if I could. But knowing that I couldn’t was all part of the game. Part of what made it so exciting for all of us. I was an object to be used by them, and that was all I wanted to be. 
 
    Rachel crept closer to my face. I watched as she pulled up her minidress just as Alexis had, without bothering to remove it. She pulled down her panties, the thin fabric stretching over her gorgeous rounded thighs as she struggled out of them. Hannah helped her, leaning down behind her friend and using her free hand to untangle the underwear from Rachel’s high heels. Then, Rachel climbed on top of me. She turned so that she was facing Alexis, her round ass filling my view and almost engulfing me as she sat down on my face. In the warm darkness beneath her, my questing tongue found her pussy, and I groaned in pleasure as I tasted Rachel’s desire. She groaned too, sliding her hips back and forth as she rubbed her pussy over my face. Dominant. Aggressive. Selfish. It only made me want her even more. And distracted as I was by Alexis’s wild movements on top of me, by her dripping pussy spasming and clenching in orgasm, I did my best to please the other woman too, licking and kissing Rachel’s pussy while she sat on my face like a queen on her throne. 
 
    Alexis screamed. Her cry of wild passion split the air in the bedroom, and I could hear it even between Rachel’s lovely thighs. More importantly, I could feel it, the explosive contraction of her pussy around my cock and the hot flood of her juices pouring out over me. I could feel Alexis’s body trembling on top of me, her howls torn apart by her breathlessness as though she couldn’t get enough air to scream the way she wanted to. Her fingernails raked my chest, and I groaned in an intoxicating mixture of pain and pleasure into Rachel’s streaming pussy. Her moans of pleasure, though not as loud as Rachel’s, harmonized with my girlfriend’s passionate cries. The whole room rang to this wild duet of female pleasure, and my heart swelled at the thought that I was the cause of it as my cock continued to surge and throb inside Alexis’s beautiful body. I might be just a tool for them to use for sexual pleasure. But I was going to make sure that they never forgot how much pleasure I could give them. I knew that was my best chance at having more experiences like this one. 
 
    Trapped beneath Rachel’s body, I could see nothing. The weight of her body and that of Alexis kept me pinned to the bed. I couldn’t move. I couldn’t talk. I couldn’t see. I had never felt more thrillingly objectified that I did in that moment. Still, I was conscious of at least a little of what was going on around me. I could feel movement through the springs of the mattress I lay on, and I suspected Hannah was up to something. That impression was confirmed when I felt her remove the belt from around my wrists. I heard Rachel sigh as I reached up and gripped her thighs with my hands. Not to get her off me, but to pull her down more forcefully onto my face. And to feel her soft skin and the toned muscle of her body with my hands. 
 
    But that didn’t last long. Hannah had other ideas, and I was in no position to fight them. Soon, I felt her take my right wrist in both her hands and pull it toward the side of the bed. I didn’t try to fight her. Not even when I felt her slip something over it, something that suddenly grew tight as it pulled my arm out to one side. She was tying me down. Of course she was. These women seemed to love nothing more than having a man at their mercy, and I was more than excited to be that man. I heard Hannah’s footsteps on the floor of the bedroom as she circled around the bed. When I felt her take my other wrist in her hands and pull it toward that side of the bed, I wasn’t in the least bit surprised. Soon, my left wrist was tied just as tightly as my right, my arms pulled out to either side and rendered completely useless. I lay there in a strange kind of heaven, helpless and immobile with nothing to focus on except eating Rachel’s pussy. So that’s what I did. 
 
    By now, Rachel was moaning and groaning on top of me. I was getting to her, the movements of my tongue and lips bringing her mounting waves of pleasure as she ground her sex against me. Meanwhile, I felt Alexis’s weight shift. I groaned in an echo of her own sigh as my dripping cock slid easily out of her pussy. I could feel her juices cooling on my skin in the empty air of the bedroom, just as I could feel the mattress shifting under her moving weight. I felt the bed sink a little lower, and suspected Hannah had climbed onto the bed too. My heart pounded with anticipation as I wondered what would happen next, even as I continued to tongue Rachel’s quivering pussy and swallow the warm juices that spilled out of her. 
 
    “Hi,” I heard Hannah say in a loud voice down near the foot of the bed, and it took me long moments to realize that she was talking to somebody not in the room. “Just thought I’d check in and let you know that we’re having plenty of fun here without you. Aren’t we, Alexis?” 
 
    “Mmm-hmmm,” I heard my girlfriend reply. At the same time, I groaned a deep growl of lust into Rachel’s pussy. I felt something warm and wet sliding along my shaft, and I shivered with pleasure knowing that it was Alexis’s tongue. She was licking the juices of her own orgasm off me, and she was doing it in front of an audience. 
 
    “I’m teaching my friends all about what it’s like to have a submissive boy toy,” I heard Hannah say. “I bet you wish you were here. But I’m sure Keeley is treating you well. Or I guess that’s Mistress Keeley to you. Anyway, slave boy. Don’t have too much fun without me. I’ll see you when I get home.” 
 
    There was a brief pause, and then I heard Hannah and Alexis burst out laughing. In the fog of lust I was lost in, my thought processes weren’t at their best, but the mention of Keeley tugged at my brain. Slowly, the memory returned to me. Hannah had left her own submissive boyfriend in Keeley’s care. It didn’t sound like there had been any response, and I suspected what I had just heard was her recording a video message for him. I trembled at the thought that I had been in that video, my face covered by Rachel’s dripping pussy but my cock fully displayed. Not to mention my girlfriend, teasingly licking it for the camera. There was nothing these women wouldn’t do, no wild idea they seemed unwilling to follow through as far as it took them. It was incredible. And I could imagine all too well how Hannah’s boyfriend, who I had never met, would feel to get a message like that. To see his gorgeous girlfriend toying with another man. Hannah hadn’t fucked me, and the closest we had come to sex was her stroking my cock in the living room. But I suspected her boy toy wouldn’t know that. I suspected he would be terrified that his beautiful Mistress was cheating on him. And if he was anything like me, he would be secretly thrilled by that terrifying idea. Meanwhile, I urgently hoped that Hannah would cheat on him with me. I would take anything a woman like that was willing to give me. 
 
    But I had other things to concentrate on. Up above me, Rachel was mewling in pleasure, her pussy spasming wildly against my mouth. I knew she was close, and the spasming movements of her body told me to keep doing what I was doing. Not that I had a lot of choice. I was trapped underneath her, and the weight of Rachel’s beautiful body was pressing my head back into the mattress now. She was thrusting her hips back-and-forth, grinding her pussy over my face, humping my mouth while I frantically tried to get a few licks in here and there. It didn’t seem to matter to her. Now it was Rachel’s fingernails that were digging into my chest, her weight on top of me as she thrashed and moaned. I didn’t know what Hannah and Alexis were up to, but the thought that they were watching the spectacle made my wet cock throb in the empty air.  
 
    And then, Rachel came. Her loud cry erupted in the bedroom as her juices poured out of her. I swallowed them in a hot flood as she anointed my face, the excess running down over my cheeks to wet the sheet beneath me. I felt her body tense, and suddenly relax, all her sexual energy released like a pent-up electrical charge finally relieved by a storm. As Rachel collapsed on top of me, I breathed in air that tasted of her liquid pleasure. She sprawled on my chest, and I could see her pussy spasming right in front of me, her thighs shining with the same juices that coated my face. I could feel her rapid breathing too, my cock tingling at the feel of her hurried breath as I lay helpless and horny beneath her. 
 
    With a groan, Rachel rolled off me. She sprawled on the bed beside me, recovering herself. I raised my head to see Hannah and Alexis kneeling on either side of me down by my hips, the same domineering smile on both their beautiful faces. I turned my head to see that Hannah had used a couple of belts to tie my wrists to the frame of my bed, and I flexed my arms, testing the bondage she had put me in. The girls laughed as they watched me, enjoying my helplessness, knowing I wouldn’t be able to free myself and that I would have to depend on them to release me whenever they saw fit. Until then, I remained a captive toy for their pleasure. And my cock continued to throb and surge at that powerfully erotic thought as I waited to see what they intended to do with me next. 
 
    It was Hannah that moved toward me first. Shuffling on her knees over the mattress, she came closer to my head. Finally, she stopped next to my outstretched arm, placing one hand lightly on my chest as she smiled down at me. The fiery glow of her red hair matched that of her eyes, and as she raised her other hand, I realized she had something small concealed in its palm. In front of my curious eyes, she uncurled her fingers to reveal a couple of tiny blue pills. 
 
    “You know what these are?” she said in a soft voice. Down by my feet, I could feel Alexis watching me, bubbling over with excitement as she watched her friend toying with me. 
 
    “No, Mistress Hannah,” I said, not forgetting the appropriate way to address this dominant woman. 
 
    “They’re boner pills,” Hannah said, while Alexis laughed and Rachel gasped. “I mean, clearly you don’t have a problem getting hard. At least when we’re around. But I often find the biggest problem with men is that once they cum, they’re pretty useless, at least for a while. If I give you these, that wouldn’t be the case. You’ll stay hard, and we won’t need to worry about whether you cum or not. You’ll be like…” Hannah’s shining eyes moved to one side, and she squinted slightly as she searched for the right words. When she turned her gaze back on me, her face was shining in a broad smile once again. 
 
    “A human dildo,” she said at last, while Alexis and Rachel burst out laughing at her words. “Just a nice hard cock for us to play with and use. Or not use, as we see fit. Here’s how I see this going down.” 
 
    Shifting her weight slightly on her knees, Hannah swept her hair back from her face as she spoke to me. 
 
    “You’ll stay in here,” she said. “You’re tied to the bed, so you’re not going anywhere until we decide to release you. Thanks to these pills, you’ll stay nice and hard and ready to fuck whenever we decide. And we’ll just have fun. We’ll have some drinks and watch TV out in the living room, and maybe if you’re lucky, one or more of us will decide to come in and fuck you. Then again, maybe we won’t. Maybe we’ve had enough for the night. The point is, it’s completely up to us. All you get to do is lie here and be rockhard and frustrated and grateful for anything we decide to give you. How does that sound?” 
 
    “Amazing, Mistress Hannah.” 
 
    “Wow,” Hannah said, turning to address her friends with a smile. “Did you hear that? He didn’t even hesitate.” 
 
    “I knew he wouldn’t,” Alexis said. “He loves being used. It’s like his favorite thing. Isn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes, Princess Alexis.” Again, I didn’t hesitate. Using the titles these women awarded themselves had become second nature to me. And there was no point denying the truth. Hannah’s plan sounded incredibly demeaning and frustrating, but these women knew as well as I did that that was what got me going. Of course it would be torture to lie there bound and erect knowing there were three such beautiful women outside and not being able to do anything about it. But that was exactly the kind of teasing and frustration that thrilled me like nothing else. And maybe I would be lucky. From the way sexual tension continued to crackle in the air of the bedroom, I had reason to hope that I would. Lying tied to my own bed and used as a sex toy by these three women sounded like the best night of my life. There was no way I was going to argue with Hanna’s devious plan. 
 
    “Okay then,” Hannah said with a smile. “Take your medicine. Open up.” 
 
    Without a second thought, I opened my mouth, and Hannah slid the tiny pills inside. I’ve never had much trouble swallowing pills, and they were small enough that I didn’t need water. I swallowed them at once, and Hannah smiled down at me as she momentarily pressed her hand over my mouth as though to stop me from speaking. But I hadn’t even tried to say a word. Turning to her friends, she laughed, and they laughed with her. All of them completely delighted with the human dildo they had turned me into. Just as delighted as I was. 
 
    “Well, I guess we don’t need to worry about whether he comes or not anymore, girls,” Hannah said. “But don’t forget the number one rule. If he comes, he has to eat it. No matter where it ends up. Does anyone want to do the honors?” 
 
    “Fuck yeah,” Alexis growled. Her wild lust took me by surprise as she smiled at me with a predatory grin. She had just had a powerful orgasm, but that only seemed to make her want more. Hannah watched as Alexis got on her hands and knees and climbed on top of me again. Settling down on top of me, she guided my cock back into her wet pussy. Then she placed her hands on my shoulders, the fingernails digging into my skin as she pressed me down onto the bed. Her dark hair hung around her like the main of some dangerous jungle cat, and her eyes sparkled with malevolent desire. Again, she began sliding her pussy up and down my cock, and almost immediately, I felt the wet walls start to spasm around me. Almost immediately, she began to moan in pleasure. And again, her friends watched, their own faces lit up by desire as they watched my girlfriend fuck me. 
 
    Pleasure soared inside me, too. I love this aggressive side of Alexis, and having an audience of beautiful women only made things more enticing. And I knew what was coming. Hannah had been more than clear. Once I came, I was going to have to clean up my mess. But with the wild desire I felt, it was easy not to worry too much about paying that price. Besides, it wasn’t like I had a choice. Alexis was riding up and down on top of my cock faster and faster, and pleasure was exploding inside me. She cried out, her pussy spasming and tightening once again as an early orgasm swept through her. And I groaned, the belts that held my arms stretched out to either side creaking as I struggled against them. It wouldn’t be long, I knew. Soon, I would be spurting my cum deep inside my girlfriend’s beautiful body. And then, I knew, she was going to feed it to me.  
 
    And then, who knew? Then, if what Hannah said was true, I would remain hard and ready to be used by these wicked women for the rest of the night. It was an unbelievable turn for events to take, even after everything Alexis and I had already done together. But as I felt my orgasm rising inside me, I felt glad after all that I had embarrassed her at that party that felt so long ago. Without that, none of us would be here. 
 
    

  

 
   
    13. Alexis Makes A Threat 
 
      
 
    “Whoa! Take it easy, Jim!” 
 
    But I wasn’t going to take it easy. I couldn’t take it easy. I’d been pulled out of sleep by wild desire, my brain burning with dreams of sex and memories of what I had been through. As soon as I woke, my cock throbbing and raging with desperate desire, I practically threw myself at Alexis. She woke up to find me on top of her, pawing at her, desperate with desire. And despite her weak protest, she wasn’t exactly upset about it. I could see the smile shining in her eyes as she gazed up at me. As I tore aside the blanket to reveal her beautiful body, her eyes were glowing. She knew what her beauty and her dominance did to me. And she loved it. She loved this, the reactions I couldn’t suppress, the lust I didn’t even try to hide. Nothing made Alexis feel sexier than knowing that she drove me crazy. And there was no better proof of that than me throwing myself at her before either of us had even fully woken up. 
 
    I love it when my girlfriend is demanding and dominant. But sometimes, I can’t hold back any longer. This was one of those times. I climbed on top of her, my hands gripping her arms as I pinned her down onto the bed. And Alexis grinned up at me, her brown eyes glowing, lit from within by her blooming desire as she felt my rigid cock pressing against her body, seeking entrance into her. 
 
    Alexis gasped as I entered her. Her eyes closed for a moment, her face contorting as her body accommodated me. The tight snugness of her pussy made me groan with pleasure as I felt warm walls clench around me. And as I began to slide my cock in and out of that beautiful body, I could feel my girlfriend’s spreading wetness. Alexis loved to be in charge; there was no doubt about that. But having me take her like this first thing in the morning, without a word, without even asking, was clearly doing something to her as well. And it was definitely doing something to me. Already, I could feel desire raging and surging inside me as I fucked her desperately. 
 
    Alexis moaned in pleasure, the sweetest music in the world to me. It spurred me on, making me drive my cock even deeper and more forcefully inside her. And with every moan and gasp she gave, I felt a jolt like electricity running through my body. My breath grew shorter by the minute, just as hers did, and soon, we were both trembling and moaning with wild pleasure. So simple, after the complex games we had been playing recently. So primal. Such a relief to give in to lust, without any need for Alexis’s crazy ideas and wild schemes. And even as I fucked my beautiful girlfriend, endless wild visions of other women galloped through my brain. My nights with Rachel and Hannah had ended only hours earlier, but I knew that I was never going to forget what happened, not in a lifetime. The wild thrill of being completely at the mercy of three beautiful and kinky women was more than I had ever dreamed of experiencing in my life. Once, I had never even known that I would want such a thing. But now, it filled my burning brain while I fucked my girlfriend, the memory of last night’s pleasure enhancing this morning’s as I drove my cock in and out of Alexis’s beautiful body. 
 
    I tried to hold back. As selfish and demanding as I was feeling for once, I still wanted to please her. I wanted to see her cum. And so I did my best to resist the wild explosion I could feel building inside me, battling against my own body for the sake of pleasing her. And finally, it worked. Alexis let out a loud cry the seemed almost torn from her by some erotic force that made me whimper in desire against her neck. I felt her pussy tighten around my shaft, and her orgasm fueled mine, pushing me over the edge so that we both came together, losing ourselves in wild cries of ecstasy and deep moans of bliss. As the spasm passed, we both lay there for a while, motionless and silent, trying to get our breath back. When I finally lifted my face from Alexis’s shoulder, I could see her smiling at me. Her cheeks were flushed with pleasure, and her eyes glittered. My sexy girlfriend wasn’t even trying to hide the fact that she was thrilled with what had just happened. 
 
    “I guess I should have expected that,” Alexis said as she grinned at me. “I guess I can’t tease you like that all night and not expect to get fucked afterward. Silly me.” She laughed out loud as she spoke, and I laughed too. Honestly, it felt good to laugh. The events of the night before had been so wild and thrilling, and yet so serious. The fun of the kinky games of domination and submission we played, I knew, was to treat them like they were real. In a way, they were. I really did want Alexis that badly. Her power over me was no lie. She and her gorgeous friends really could get me to do just about anything for the promise of sex. But after all, there’s what happens in the bedroom, and then there’s real life. And although the two may overlap a lot, though one may color and influence the other to a huge degree, there is a dividing line between them. Alexis was my mistress, my Princess, my sexual superior. That was a simple fact. But she was also my girlfriend. And over time, that side of our relationship seemed to become more important. The times when we were a regular couple enjoying each other’s company without the need for whips and chains and humiliation. I loved those moments too. I loved it all, all the many facets of this incredible woman. How she could be a sneering dominatrix one moment and an affectionate girlfriend the next. All part of the intoxication of being with a woman like her, I supposed. All part of what kept me coming back, time and time again, no matter how hard it could sometimes be. No matter how hard Alexis and her friends made it. 
 
    I rolled over onto my side, and Alexis moved her warm body closer to me. She wrapped her arms around me, and I wrapped mine around hers, holding her tight. She felt so small in my embrace, so much smaller than the gorgeous goddess who seemed to tower over me as she dominated me for her kinky pleasure. It was impossible to keep up with her. Impossible to predict what she would do next. Impossible not to feel thrilled that at any moment, I might see another new side to this fascinating woman. And as we lay like that for a while, embracing one another and basking in the afterglow of sexual pleasure that made us feel closer than ever, I could feel my heart glowing. Because the truth is, the different sides of Alexis touched different parts of me. I didn’t have to choose. I could have the cruel and sexy goddess at whose feet I worshiped, and the affectionate girlfriend she was in the moments she wasn’t making life difficult for me. Alexis was many different things, and I loved her for it. But I loved her for it because I guess I am to. Because her multiple facets of character connected with my own in a way that never happened for me before with any other person. Because her darkness and her light correspond so neatly with mine that it became hard to separate one from the other. 
 
    “God, that was amazing last night,” Alexis said at last. The understatement of the year in my opinion. 
 
    “You are amazing,” I said, and Alexis giggled as she nuzzled her face against my chest. 
 
    “You weren’t so bad yourself,” she said. “But how about Hannah? I told you she was amazing.” 
 
    “She is,” I said carefully. “She’s really sexy. Not as sexy as you, though.” 
 
    “I’ll tell her you said that.” 
 
    “Well no, don’t do that,” I said, and Alexis laughed. 
 
    “Are you scared of my friend?” she asked, her eyes burning with delight as she raised her head a little from the pillow to smile at me. 
 
    “I’d have to be stupid not to be a little bit, wouldn’t I?” 
 
    “I suppose so.” 
 
    As she spoke, Alexis traced her fingertips over my chest. I was still basking in the satiated glow of post orgasmic pleasure, but everywhere she touched me, I felt like her fingers were drawing sparks. 
 
    “You know, she keeps her boyfriend locked up in a cock cage,” Alexis said, her eyes on my chest now as she spoke. “Like a chastity belt. He can’t get out until she decides. Don’t you think that’s hot?” 
 
    “I think it’s crazy,” I said, and Alexis giggled again. Now her eyes rose toward my face, shining as she looked right into my eyes. 
 
    “You mean you don’t want me locking your cock away? Are you scared of that, too?” 
 
    “Yes,” I admitted, and Alexis burst out laughing. Her dark hair shone as she threw back her head, last night’s makeup smeared on her face but not taking anything away from her extravagant beauty. Between my legs, my spent cock twitched. I knew about Hannah’s boyfriend, of course. I knew about the insane chastity he apparently consented to. And Alexis was right. It scared me. She and her sexy friends already had more than enough power over me, and it was my desire for them that gave them such power. I could already guess how much more powerful they would become if Alexis literally owned my sexual pleasure. 
 
    “I bet I could give I wanted to,” Alexis said. “It’s like when I revoked your pussy privileges. That was basically the same thing. The only difference would be that you couldn’t touch yourself. I would know that you couldn’t have an orgasm without me. Which is only right, really, isn’t it? I mean, I’m your girlfriend. You shouldn’t be having sex of any kind with anyone but me. Not even yourself.” 
 
    “This coming from a woman who made me watch her fuck her ex.” 
 
    Once again, Alexis burst out laughing. She slapped her hand against my chest as though she never heard anything more hilarious. From my point of view, it was a little more difficult to see the funny side. Perhaps the most remarkable thing, though, was that I wasn’t really mad at her for fucking Tony in front of me. As much as I hesitated to admit it even to myself, it only made her more desirable. To see how cruel she could be, to see what a slut she could become if she wanted to, plucked at every string of my desire for her. And even though I lived in fear of her doing it again, there was a part of me – and not a small part, either – that longed to see such a thing again. 
 
    “Yeah, but that’s different,” Alexis said, not entirely convincingly. “I’m a princess. I get to do whatever I like. You’re a submissive boy toy. You get to do what you’re told.” 
 
    At her words, my cock swelled rapidly. I could feel it hardening already between my legs, still dripping with her juices. And I knew she would notice. Alexis was deeply attuned to my desire and my physical responses, and she knew exactly how to use them against me. Once again, I was struck by just how helpless I was against her. She didn’t need cuffs and chains. She didn’t need her friend’s help. All she needed was her beauty and her devious mind, and I was falling under her spell all over again. Even as one part of my mind bridled at the injustice of what she was saying, the other found itself in agreement. She was a princess. She was a goddess. She was my sexual superior in every possible way. And she deserved pleasure. A body like hers deserves to be fucked often and well. That I could be even just one of the men who got to do it, even just occasionally, seemed like the wildest fortune of my life. As though to even ask for exclusivity from her was pushing my luck too far. Another new experience for me. And probably for her too. Alexis’s confidence and comfort level with the games we played often made me forget that she was finding her way through this thrilling new world just as I was. 
 
    “Doesn’t sound very fair,” I said weakly. 
 
    “It isn’t,” Alexis grinned. “Life isn’t fair. Some of us are born women, and some of us are born pathetic little men. So pretty girls get to fuck, and chastity boys get to serve. That’s just the way it is. You can’t deny it works better that way.” 
 
    I had no idea what exactly Alexis thought worked better that way, and I didn’t ask. Already, she was moving on top of me. Her eyes were still shining, fixed on mine, as she rose up onto her knees and then lowered her head down toward my body. I groaned as she took my half-erect cock in her hand, and groaned even louder as she ran her tongue along the stiffening shaft. She didn’t care that she could taste her own juices on my skin. She didn’t care that my cock had just been inside her. Steadily, smiling all the while, she licked me back to full hardness until I was groaning and trembling in her hand, my cock rising up above me like a flagpole that she held in her hand. Or perhaps more like a lever she could use to make me do whatever she wanted. 
 
    “See?” she said, brandishing my cock in her hand like a weapon. “You love this. And so do I. Nothing gets me wetter than thinking about all the mean things I can do to you. And you love it when your Princess is cruel, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Princess Alexis,” I said with a sigh, and Alexis chuckled under her breath at my capitulation. It was just that easy for her. All she had to do was touch me with her hand or her tongue, and I was ready to give her anything. And as my pleasure grew, the thought of her cheating on me again became less horrifying and more thrilling. The thought of being forced to submit by her and her friends started to make more and more sense. Alexis’s words echoed in my head, and as she closed her lips around my cock, slowly sucking while she lowered her head from tip to base and back again, I watched her in wonder, unable to deny her superiority. She was right. Pretty girls like her get to fuck. Guys like me should consider themselves lucky if a woman like Alexis or her friends even touches us. 
 
    “That’s enough,” Alexis said, suddenly pulling her mouth away from my surging cock. I cried out in protest, and Alexis beamed as she smiled down at me. 
 
    “What?” she asked, feigning innocence. “You didn’t think a princess like me was going to let you cum in my mouth, did you?” 
 
    “I… I hoped you would, Princess Alexis,” I said as humbly as I could manage, making her laugh again. 
 
    “No, no,” Alexis said. Sitting down on the bed beside me now, supporting the weight of her upper body on one hand, she shook her head, the tangled mess of her dark hair swaying around her gorgeous face. “I don’t think so. I think you already had more than enough fun last night. I don’t feel like making you cum right now.” 
 
    “Please, Princess!” I begged. Almost unconsciously, I reached toward my cock, taking the shaft in my hand. Scowling, Alexis reached out and grabbed my wrist, pulling my hand away. 
 
    “See? That’s why boys should be locked in chastity. You can’t control yourselves. You know that cock belongs to me now. And I don’t want you using it when I’m not around. You can’t be trusted.” 
 
    “Yes I can,” I panted, ready and willing to say just about anything to get what I wanted. As Alexis knew only too well. 
 
    “Well, we’ll see,” Alexis said at last. “We’ll see if you can control yourself. Because I have a good mind to lock your cock away just like Hannah does with her boyfriend. To own it completely. To wear the key to your manhood like jewelry, the way she does. I mean, don’t you want that for me? Don’t you think I should have what my friends have?” 
 
    “Yes, Princess Alexis,” I said with a struggle. “But… That sounds so hard.” 
 
    “Well, it would be hard, for you,” Alexis said with a shrug. “But that’s the point. A real slave boy suffers for his mistress. Like Hannah’s boy toy does. I don’t see why she should have a better slave than I do.” 
 
    “She doesn’t, Princess Alexis,” I said. Alexis paused for a moment. She looked me up and down, smiling slyly, enjoying all over again my obvious desperation and submission. She had turned the tables so quickly, so easily, it was enough to make my head spin. And I wasn’t restrained this time. It was just her words that kept me enthralled to her. 
 
    “Okay,” she said at last in a soft voice. “Consider yourself on probation. I want you to be the perfect slave boy for your mistress. As you know, that means being the perfect slave for my friends too. I want them to see how badly I have you pussy whipped, and that I don’t need a chastity device to keep you in your place. But if you displease me at all, you know what I’ll do. I’ll buy a cage and lock up your little cock tomorrow. And you’ll never have another orgasm again without my permission.” 
 
    “Yes, Princess Alexis.” As always, her words wove a spell over me, coupled with her extravagant beauty and her deviant sexiness. The thought of being locked away like that was terrifying. But as always, Alexis seemed to see into my head and heart and put her finger on some of the strangest quirks of my sexuality that I was barely aware of myself. For all the fear it brought me, what she was proposing did sound incredibly sexy. I remembered Hannah and the key she wore around her ankle, as though it was some insignificant trifle. I knew exactly what it represented. And I had seen for myself just how sexy it made her, to parade around openly displaying her ownership of a man’s cock in front of me and her friends. The thought of giving Alexis that power was an unbelievable thrill, glowing darkly inside me like the opposite of light. 
 
    “Good,” Alexis smiled. “Now, because you’ve been a good boy, I’m going to allow you a reward. I’m going to let you have another orgasm, even though you don’t deserve it. But I’m not going to let you fuck me again. Get up. Off the bed.” 
 
    My cock swayed from side to side as I moved, wordlessly yielding my own bed to my dominant girlfriend. As I climbed off the side of the mattress, Alexis shifted, positioning herself in the middle of the bed and propping herself up with a pillow. Completely naked, she still looked every inch the princess she had declared herself, haughty and regal and completely in command as she smiled at me. 
 
    Slowly, she parted her legs. The vision of her pussy shining between her thighs haunted me as she languidly raised one foot from the mattress. Bending her ankle, she pointed her toes at me. 
 
    “Get over here and kiss my foot,” she said. “You may touch yourself while you worship your Princess. But don’t you dare cum without my permission. You need to understand that your orgasms belong to me now, whether I put you in a cage or not.” 
 
    “Yes, Princess Alexis.” I was so horny and ready for orgasm that I didn’t even question her rules. I climbed onto the bed again, my cock swaying ludicrously in front of me as I advanced toward her. Gently, I took her raised foot in my left hand. Alexis watched with a bright smile as I lowered my face and kissed the top of her foot. Meanwhile, I curled the fingers of my right hand around my cock and began to stroke. Yes, it was deeply humiliating, just the way Alexis intended it to be. To be kneeling there in my own bed kissing her feet and jerking off, found unworthy of sex with her. But as Alexis knew all too well, that only made it more exciting to me. And soon, I was moaning and groaning against the skin of her foot as I continued showering her with kisses and rubbing myself to a pathetic orgasm. 
 
    “See? You know your place, don’t you?” Alexis said. Her voice dripped with sadistic pleasure, and I watched as one of her hands drifted between her thighs. She raised her hips a little from the bed, and my eyes went wide as I watched her running her fingers over her pussy. I couldn’t take my eyes away. And she seemed to enjoy having me watch, teasing me with her body as her pleasure echoed in a series of little gasps she gave. 
 
    “That’s all you get,” Alexis said, her eyes half closed now, her face shining with obvious lust. “You just get to jerk off and look at me. And consider yourself lucky you even get that. If I lock your cock away, you won’t even be allowed to do that much. You’ll have to beg me every day for an orgasm of any kind, and it will be totally up to me whether I give you one or not.” 
 
    “Yes, Princess Alexis,” I mumbled into her toes. The heat was rising in the room, the sexual tension crackling between us as we both touched ourselves in front of one another. I could feel another orgasm surging inside me, but I remembered my girlfriend’s orders. Once again, I found myself fighting against my own body, trying to hold back the most natural reaction in the world. 
 
    “Please may I cum, Princess Alexis?” I humbly asked. Alexis’s smooth brow creased as she frowned. 
 
    “Already? Absolutely not,” she said. “See, there’s another reason I should lock you up. You cum too quick. A man shouldn’t even think of having an orgasm until his woman is completely satisfied.” 
 
    “Yes, Princess Alexis,” I mumbled against her foot as I went on kissing. 
 
    “I didn’t say you could stop stroking, did I?” 
 
    “No, Princess Alexis.” 
 
    My mind was in turmoil. I was doing my best to hold back, but having her in front of me, her voice dripping with cruelty and sexual pleasure, was pressing all my buttons. I had no idea how she expected me to keep touching myself and yet not cum. It seemed completely impossible. But Alexis never worried too much about whether I was capable of following her orders. After all, she got so much pleasure out of punishing me for disobeying, I often suspected she deliberately gave me orders she knew I wouldn’t be able to keep. Still, I tried, my whole body bristling as I rubbed my cock and tried not to cum, tried not to give into the orgasm that throbbed and raged in the pit of my stomach. 
 
    “This is so funny,” Alexis said. “Both me and Hannah have pathetic little slave boys, and I bet Rachel’s going to get one soon too. Maybe even Keeley. Won’t that be fun? When we all have a slave boy to play with? Maybe even more than one. I think women like us deserve to be served by multiple men, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Princess Alexis,” I moaned, and my cock leapt in my hand. The vision she was conjuring up was all too much. I didn’t know which I found sexier: the thought of her fucking another alpha man and denying me the same privilege, or the thought of her training and dominating other slaves the way she did with me. The vision of my girlfriend as a mistress of many slaves, a gorgeous queen ruling over a harem of men, sent shockwaves of desperate desire through me, and I felt dizzy and breathless as I kneeled in front of her. 
 
    “Please, Princess Alexis,” I moaned, showering her foot with humble kisses as though that might help persuade her. “Please, I’m about to cum!” 
 
    “I bet you are,” Alexis laughed. And from the sound of her voice, I suspected she wasn’t far behind. Her hand was almost a blur between her legs now, moving rapidly up and down on her pussy as she thrust her hips toward it. She was as lost in desire as I was, her body responding to her hand just the way my was to mine. The only difference was, she didn’t have to hold back. That was something only I had to deal with. 
 
    With a groan, Alexis lifted her foot out of my hand. Swinging it down onto the mattress, she stared at me, her eyes ablaze with lust and cruelty. With one hand still busily working on her pussy, the other pointed at the foot I had just been kissing. 
 
    “You may cum on my foot,” Alexis said haughtily, “but then you’ll have to lick it up. Every drop. From now on, you’re going to eat all your orgasms. There has to be a price for that kind of pleasure. Now, go ahead. Make your little worship puddle on my foot and show me how pussy whipped you are.” 
 
    “Yes, Princess Alexis,” I moaned. Just as she knew I was, I was too far lost in lust to even think of protesting. The promise of an orgasm eclipsed everything else, including the shame of knowing what I would have to do afterward. My cock exploded in my hand, and I moaned loudly as I spurted my cum all over Alexis’s foot. 
 
    She moaned too spasm. If her orgasm earlier had set off my own, now it seemed the other way around. Feeling my cum splash against her foot seem to push her over the edge, and she howled in pleasure as her pussy spasmed around her invading fingers, her fragrant juices shining as they pooled on her shaking thighs. As my semen splashed against her skin, she moaned and thrashed in the bed in front of me, a vision of beauty and sexual dominance that I could never get enough of. 
 
    Finally, the moment passed. Alexis opened her eyes and smiled to see me kneeling at her feet, my cock limp and drained, my orgasm cooling on her foot. Her eyes sparkled malevolently as she looked at me. 
 
    “Go on then, slave boy,” she said. “Lick up every drop. Then we’ll find some other way you can serve me.” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    14. A Kinky Double Date 
 
      
 
    I stood in the shower, hopeless and desperate. Not that that was anything new. In fact, so often these days, those were the best words to describe me. That, and deeply turned on. Because Alexis was in the shower with me, her beautiful naked body shining under the water cascaded over her and plastered her dark hair to her neck. Last night’s makeup had finally been removed, and her clear face showed her natural beauty as her warm eyes smiled at me.  
 
    She had ordered me into the shower with her, telling me she didn’t trust me not to jerk off again the moment her back was turned. And to my shame, I had to admit she was probably right about that. The events of that morning alone were sexy enough to drive me wild, but combined with what had happened the night before, it was almost more than I could take. All I had to do was pick a single moment of the night. Being forced to eat Rachel’s pussy or having Alexis ride me or being tied to the bed and force-fed Viagra by Hannah and used as a sex toy by both Alexis and Rachel throughout the night until all the women were completely satisfied. Every moment of it kept me trembling with desire.  
 
    It was late when Hannah and Rachel had finally gone home, and Alexis and I had fallen into a deep and exhausted sleep. But my desire woke me up again in the morning, and we were straight back into our kinky games of dominance and submission. Alexis didn’t need her friends around to help her keep me in line. All she needed was her beauty, her body, and her incredible imagination. 
 
    My cock was raging in the shower. But Alexis mostly ignored it. From time to time, some part of her body would brush against it, her hand or her thigh or her beautiful ass, and I would tremble in desire. She would giggle. But for now, it seemed she was getting enough out of a thrill out of keeping me denied. After all, that was what had started us down this road. Sometimes, I suspected there was nothing my girlfriend loved more than withholding sex for me. And it worked like magic to make me do what she wanted. There was no denying that. 
 
    But there was plenty of denial for me as Alexis finished showering and turned the water off. I stepped out of the shower and handed her a towel before drying off myself. As she dried, Alexis looked at me, her eyes traveling up and down my body, lingering for a while on my throbbing cock. She giggled. 
 
    “See? You can’t even control yourself,” she said, shaking her head. “We can’t go out with you all hard like that. You’re not exactly making the case for me not to lock you in chastity. After all, Hannah’s boyfriend can’t even have erections unless she unlocks him. You see how that’s better? Much less embarrassing for a horny boy like you.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t say having my cock locked away by you is less embarrassing,” I said, and Alexis laughed. 
 
    “Well, you’re not sticking that thing in me again,” Alexis said. “So I suggest you find a way to put it away. Otherwise, I have to say, I’m seeing more and more logic behind locking it up forever.” 
 
    I growled under my breath as Alexis chuckled again. She wasn’t exactly helping the situation, and of course, she knew that. The more she talked about locking my cock up, the harder I got. And talking to her naked wasn’t making things any easier. As always when I was around her, I was a trembling ball of desire, and there was no way I could simply will my cock to soften. All I could do was follow her as she headed back to the bedroom and began to get dressed. 
 
    “Put some clothes on,” Alexis ordered as she struggled into her own clothes. “We’re going to Rachel’s place.” 
 
    “We are?” 
 
    “Yes. We are.”  
 
    Alexis’s eyes glowed as she smirked at me, pulling a T-shirt over her head. All of Alexis’s friends scared me. She did too, in her way. Because I knew the power they had over me. I knew how helpless I was to resist any of them. But Rachel was the cruelest of them all. I still remembered how she had led me on a leash through a party full of strangers, completely humiliating me in front of people I sincerely hoped I would never see again. 
 
    Rachel was every bit as naturally dominant as Alexis, and maybe even more so. But on top of that, I suspected she didn’t even like me. Alexis’s cruelty was kept in check by the fact that she really did care for me. And even Hannah, the most outrageously dominant of them, didn’t seem to have the same sadistic streak that Rachel did. Rachel loved being in charge, and she didn’t care who knew it. It scared me. But after all, we both knew that Alexis called the shots. Not just in the bedroom, but out of it. And I remembered her words about the chastity device. That I needed to be the perfect slave for my girlfriend if I didn’t want her to lock my cock away. We both knew she could do it if she wanted to. We both knew how easily Alexis could get me into a position where I would do anything for her. Including even that. Including surrendering my manhood to her completely. In fact, the idea thrilled me as much as it repelled me. But if I wanted to remain with what little freedom I had left, I had to serve my Princess in any way she saw fit. And if that meant we were going to hang out with Rachel, there was nothing I could do about it. 
 
    So I got dressed. I pulled on some underwear and a T-shirt and stuffed my throbbing cock into a pair of jeans. I saw Alexis eyeing the obvious bulge of my erection that refused to go down. But she didn’t say anything. Instead, she made me come to the bathroom with her and watch her do her makeup. Again, she didn’t trust me to be alone. Then, we got into the car, and I drove us across town to Rachel’s house. Alexis sat smiling beside me in the passenger seat the whole way over, and my cock throbbed and raged as my heart fluttered, wondering what the next phase of this crazy game would be. 
 
    Rachel met us at the door of her house. I had never been to her place before, but it was a big house she shared with several roommates. Her dark eyes flashed when she saw me, and she greeted me dismissively, saving all her warmth for Alexis. 
 
    Turning, she led us through the house, toward her own room. I followed along behind the two women, my eyes shifting from Rachel’s incredible ass shaped and sculpted by her tight yoga pants, and Alexis’s, straining the seams of jeans so tight they seemed painted on. Ridiculous even to be in the presence of two such beauties, let alone knowing how easily they controlled me. Impossible, too, to keep my cock from throbbing inside my jeans, that same bulge of desire showing as I followed Rachel into her room. When she shut the door behind her, she turned at once to me, her eyes flashing. She tossed her head to make her long dark hair roll over her shoulders. She placed her hands on her hips, looking me up and down as though I was something she had just stepped in. 
 
    “Get down on your knees in my presence,” Rachel snarled. Instinctively, my eyes darted toward Alexis. Standing beside her friend, Alexis was smiling a tight little smile, pressing her pink lips together and practically bouncing up and down on the spot with glee. Without a word, she gave a faint nod. And, trying to suppress a sigh, I did as Rachel said. As I kneeled on the floor in front of them, the two women towered above me, literally as well as figuratively. Even dressed down as they were, beauty and authority radiated off both of them. There was absolutely no way my cock was going to be getting soft anytime soon. 
 
    “I hope you had fun serving us last night, slave,” Rachel said, the same sneer in her voice as she spoke. “You’ll be serving us today too, but in a different way. Now, kiss my feet and show me the proper respect.”  
 
    She snapped her fingers as she spoke, pointing to one outstretched foot. Beside her, Alexis giggled. She always did love seeing me submit to her friends. In its way, it was the distorted mirror image of the way I felt about watching her with another man. At least, that was how I explained it to myself. Alexis wasn’t in the least bit jealous about it. If anything, it just seemed to turn her on more. 
 
    Leaning forward, I placed my hands on the carpeted floor of Rachel’s bedroom. Her feet were bare, and I bent over them, pressing my lips to one in a humble kiss. Alexis chuckled again, but Rachel didn’t. She just watched, high and haughty, staring down at me as though it was her obvious right to dominate men like me. Maybe it was. Certainly, that’s how it felt in the hushed space of her bedroom away from prying eyes. And my heart soared in my chest as I wondered how I would be serving these women today. After all, Rachel scared me. She was incredibly beautiful and naturally dominant, and lately, it seemed like that was everything I wanted in a woman. 
 
    “I hope he’s going to behave himself,” Rachel said, turning toward Alexis for a moment. 
 
    “He will,” Alexis said, looking at me. “I told him he has to be on his best behavior. Otherwise, I’m going to lock up his cock like Hannah does with her slave boy.” 
 
    “You should anyway,” Rachel said, flashing a smile at my girlfriend. “I think it’s awesome. I think all men should have their cocks locked away and the key given to a woman who will use them responsibly.” 
 
    “You might be right about that,” Alexis shrugged. “The jury’s still out on this one. I mean, if Hannah gets to wear some guy’s key around her ankle, why shouldn’t we? I’m still deciding whether to do it.” 
 
    “Well, if he was mine, I definitely would,” Rachel said, turning her sadistic smile on me. “I don’t think any of them should be allowed to go free.” 
 
    “Well, I guess when you have a slave of your own, you can treat him however you like,” Alexis said. Her eyes shone as she looked at me. “We’re going on a double date today,” she said to me. “Rachel met this guy online, and we’re going to meet him.” 
 
    “And he has absolutely no idea what he’s in for,” Rachel laughed, and Alexis laughed along with her. 
 
    “Is he submissive?” Alexis asked. 
 
    “He thinks so,” Rachel said, rolling her eyes as she spoke. “Inexperienced, I guess. That’s kind of what I wanted. Some of these guys who are into this stuff go too far. And, oh my God. You wouldn’t believe how many of them there are out there. I was fucking flooded with matches.” 
 
    “I’m not surprised,” Alexis said. “You’re gorgeous.” 
 
    “Yeah, but this was different,” Rachel insisted. “Way more than when I’ve online dated before. Plus, it was kind of… Nice. I mean, sure, some of them are weirdos. But they’re so respectful. It’s all Mistress this, Goddess that. No shitty messages just saying ‘sup’ and a dick pic.” 
 
    Both women laughed at that. But I didn’t doubt that it was a laughter born of experience. They were both beautiful, and I’ve heard what the Internet is like for women. Especially women who look like them. There probably wasn’t a single day of their lives that they didn’t get hit on by someone somewhere, and I could only imagine how exhausting that must be. I had never considered it before, but in a flash in Rachel’s bedroom, it dawned on me what part of the appeal of a submissive man must be women like this. 
 
    “A slave boy is a lot of work though,” Alexis wanted. 
 
    “That’s okay,” Rachel said dismissively. “I want what you have. What Hannah has. I probably won’t be as nice as you two are to him. The way I see it, they all exist purely to serve us and make us happy. That’s what he’s going to be doing. Maybe even tonight.” 
 
    My heart swelled at that. After all, that was what kept me there, on my knees in my girlfriend’s friend’s bedroom. The hope that I might get what I wanted, at least in part. The hope I might be allowed to serve these incredible women sexually as well as in every other way they had planned. 
 
    But for now, they seemed content to ignore me. 
 
    “What are you going to wear?” Alexis asked, and both she and Rachel stepped away from me. I stayed kneeling on the floor, awaiting further instructions, but for now, it seemed I wasn’t required. 
 
    “Well, that’s what you’re here for,” Rachel said. “I need some opinions. I went shopping and bought a few things, but I’m not sure what to go with. Like, I want to look hot, obviously. But with, like, a slight dominatrix vibe. We are meeting in public. I don’t want to show up looking like the mistress of the night.” 
 
    “Okay, let’s see what you’ve got.” 
 
    Rachel led Alexis toward her bed, where shopping bags were piled high. I watched through glazed eyes as they opened one bag after another, giddy as schoolgirls as they admired Rachel’s purchases. An ever-growing array of close spread across the bed, and before long, both girls were trying on this or that garment. With so much skin on display, I could feel my cock throbbing and aching for release inside my jeans. But I remembered Alexis’s words. I was on probation. What tattered remnants of my freedom still remained were on the line. The slightest infraction, I knew, would see Alexis lock my cock away. So I kneeled and watched in silence, waiting for a chance to be useful to them again. 
 
    “Oh, look at this,” Alexis said in admiring tones. I watched as she opened a box and lifted something out. 
 
    “Isn’t it awesome?” Rachel said. “But I don’t know. I don’t think it suits me. You should try it on.” 
 
    “Really?” Alexis smiled at her friend. But already, her hands were fussing with the outfit she held, opening fasteners and spreading it out on the bed. I watched breathlessly as Alexis lifted her T-shirt over her head and tossed it aside. Then her bra came next, shed without even the slightest trace of self-consciousness. After all, with everything we had all been through recently, there was no point any of us being coy in front of each other. Even from across the room, I could see my girlfriend’s nipples slightly swollen with excitement as she pulled the garment on. It was made of black leather, and as she wrapped it around herself, I realized it was a corset. Alexis smiled at me over the swelling cleavage in the top of the corset as she slid the fasteners into place all along the front. Then, she turned. Running her hand through her shining dark hair, she stood with her back to me and turned to look at me over her shoulder. 
 
    “Lace me up,” she ordered. 
 
    “Yes, Princess Alexis.” 
 
    Rachel chuckled under her breath and my ready compliance. But I paid her no attention. Instead, I rose to my feet and walked across the bedroom, my hands trembling slightly as I reached toward my girlfriend. She already had an incredible hourglass figure, and even loose, the corset enhanced that. But as I pulled gently but firmly on the laces, I could see her body change. I could see her waist narrowing, and as I peered over her shoulder, I could see her boobs pressed together and lifted high on her chest, giving her a cleavage that made my cock throb even more desperately against her denim-covered ass. 
 
    “Jesus. Look at this,” Alexis said once I finished tightening the laces and tied them off in the small of her back. She turned, running her hands down over the slick leather that covered her torso before raising them back up to her boobs. She didn’t need to say what she meant. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the incredible cleavage the corset gave her, the acres of bare skin between the top of the garment and her face, her pretty shoulders displayed along with her magnificent boobs. She looked unbelievably sexy, and even though the corset was perfectly modest enough to be worn outdoors, I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her. 
 
    “Yes,” Rachel said emphatically “you should definitely wear that. It looks amazing on you.” 
 
    “Does it?” Alexis asked. In response, Rachel took her friend by her hand and led her over to the full-length mirror on one wall of the bedroom. I watched my girlfriend stand in front of the mirror, turning this way and that, cocking her head and shifting her hips as she struck a variety of poses. No matter how she stood, she looked amazing. 
 
    “He’s probably going to cum in his pants at the sight of you,” Rachel said, making Alexis laugh. “Any submissive guy would.” 
 
    “Is that true, slave boy?” Alexis’s eyes glowed like copper as she turned toward me, placing her hands on her hips to accentuate her incredible hourglass figure. 
 
    “Yes, Princess Alexis,” I said, gulping before speaking as I struggled against my own desire. “You look amazing. God, I want you so bad right now. I do. I feel like I could cum just looking at you.” 
 
    Both women burst out laughing at that. I stood there trembling in silence as I watched Alexis’s boobs shudder and shift in the top of the tight corset. I wasn’t lying. It wasn’t mere flattery, an attempt to appease a woman who had such incredible power over me. It was true. My cock was throbbing and raging in my pants, and even though I couldn’t bear to tear my eyes away from my Princess, it almost hurt to look at her and feel the unrelieved desire I was feeling. 
 
    “Permission denied,” Alexis said. I watched her turn and cross the room, heading back to the bed. She was always a confident woman, and all this praise seemed to have gone to her head, making her stride authoritatively with every step. Over on the bed, she rummaged through some of Rachel’s new purchases, and it was all I could do not to groan at the way her jeans grew tight around her hips as she bent slightly over the mattress. 
 
    “It’s your date,” Alexis said to Rachel. “I don’t want to overshadow you. If I’m wearing something this sexy, you’re going to have to do even better. Oh, what about this?” 
 
    Alexis held up another garment. I saw that it, too, was made of black leather, like the corset my girlfriend was wearing. This time, however, it seemed to be a dress. A tiny black leather dress, enhanced with strategically-placed laces to pull it tight around the body of the wearer. Rachel smiled. I watched as she stepped toward her friend, taking the dress in her hands. 
 
    “It is pretty hot,” she said. “It does kind of scream dominatrix. But isn’t it a bit too much?” 
 
    “I don’t think so,” Alexis said, her slender shoulders rising and making her boobs bounce as she shrugged. “I mean, you want to get this guy going, don’t you? This will do it. Trust me.” 
 
    Rachel looked the dress over she held in her hands. From moment, she turned her eyes toward me, the only acknowledgment in a long time that she remembered I was even in the room. Then, setting the dress aside, she began to undress.  
 
    I stood there, feeling Alexis’s eyes on me as Rachel disrobed, struggling out of her tight yoga pants and lifting her T-shirt over her head until she was in her underwear. Then, she pulled the dress on. Alexis stepped forward to help her, and the two of them pulled the shining leather over the enticing curves of Rachel’s body. The dress shone as she moved, its ragged hem ending high up on her thighs, and baring even more of one leg with a split that reached up to her hip, crossed by black laces. More black laces ran up the front dress, exposing a deep cleavage beneath them as Alexis helped her fasten them tight. Rachel was right. She did indeed look like a dominatrix. But and incredibly beautiful and alluring one. 
 
    “Holy fuck, you look amazing,” Alexis breathed. “Doesn’t she, Jim?” 
 
    “Yes, you really do look amazing,” I said. Rachel smiled as she turned her eyes to me. 
 
    “What did you just call me?” she said in a voice that dripped with menace, quiet as it was. “What did you just call me? I am a Mistress, and you will address me as one.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Rachel. Sorry, Mistress Rachel.” I hurried to make up for my mistake, feeling Alexis’s eyes on me the whole time. My heart flipped when both women laughed, enjoying all over again my ready submission to their outrageous beauty. 
 
    “Boots,” Alexis said. “Every Mistress needs a nice sexy pair of boots.” 
 
    “I bought a few,” Rachel said, turning and heading toward the end of her bed. I watched the leather shining on her ass as it strained against the dress, her beautiful body at once exposed and concealed in a way that drove me wild with desire. I had no doubt that whoever Rachel’s date was, he would feel the same way about her that I did. He would long to touch that magnificent body, to kiss her skin and serve her if that was what she wanted. And given what I knew about Rachel, I was confident that it was. 
 
    Over by the foot of the bed, Rachel crouched and opened a couple of boxes. She handed a pair of black leather high-heeled boots to Alexis, and fished out another herself. I watched Rachel sit on the edge of the bed, her hips spreading as she crossed her legs, her dress riding high on her thighs. She pulled on a pair of boots that rose to her knees but had a series of cutouts down the side, showing off her toned calves as she zipped the leather tight. At the same time, I watched Alexis sit beside her and pull on the other pair of boots over her jeans. These ones had no cutouts; instead, the shining shaft rose straight to her knees in one gleaming leap. Both women were wearing high heels, of course, and both of them looked absolutely incredible as they finished zipping them up. Sitting on the bed, they both looked over at me for a moment in silence. Both of them smiling. Both of their eyes glowing. They knew what they looked like. They knew what it was doing to me. I could feel their excitement crackling in the room as they contemplated going out looking like this, guaranteed to draw attention everywhere they went. 
 
    “What do you think, slave boy? What would you do if you showed up for a first date and saw us?” 
 
    “I don’t think I would be able to think, Princess Alexis,” I said. “I wouldn’t be able to believe my luck. I think I would do just about anything for either of you.” 
 
    “You know he means it, too,” Alexis said, turning with a smile toward Rachel. “Look at that bulge in his pants. Look how badly he wants us. Go on, Jim. Get that worthless cock out and show us how hard we make you.” 
 
    Rachel cackled with laughter. But I didn’t hesitate. At once, I pulled down the zipper of my jeans and pulled my underwear aside. My cock sprang out, throbbing in the empty air, and both women regarded it with sly smiles on their faces. Even though I knew just how unlikely it was, even though I knew how much both of them got off on teasing and denying me, I couldn’t help but feel a faint spasm of hope that maybe something more would happen. That maybe, they might have pity on me. But I knew better. I wasn’t there for that. I was there to be teased and used and humiliated for the amusement of these two goddesses. 
 
    “You really should lock that thing away,” Rachel said dismissively. “Now, thinking about what I’m going to do to this poor boy has got me all excited. Get over here, slave. Get over here and eat my pussy before I go on this date.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Rachel,” I said without hesitation. I didn’t even need to look in Alexis’s direction. I knew what she would want. For me to do as I was told. For me to do what her friend said and serve her sexually in this humiliating way. 
 
    So I hurried across the bedroom, my hard cock swaying prominently in front of me until I dropped to my knees in front of Rachel. Slowly, she uncrossed her legs. She leaned back, placing her hands on the bed at either side of her. I could hear the leather of her dress creak, and the leather of Alexis’s corset creaking too as she leaned forward to watch. With shaking hands, I reached up under Rachel’s tiny skirt and pulled down her panties. As I slid them down over her boots, she lifted her feet, letting me remove her underwear completely. Then, still smiling down coolly at me, she spread her thighs. Gratefully, I steered my face inside, more than happy to follow her commands. 
 
    In the warm darkness under Rachel’s skirt, I slid my tongue over her pussy. The familiar taste of her desire filled my mouth, and I heard her sigh happily above me. She ran one hand through my hair, gripping it and pulling painfully. But I kept on licking, knowing what my role was. Knowing it was my job to please her no matter what. 
 
    “Such a little bitch,” Rachel sneered, and already I could hear the lust in her voice, and it made my cock throb all the more as it rose ignored from between my legs. “Getting me ready for another man. That should be all he does. All he’s allowed to do. Using his mouth to get us ready to get fucked by real man.” 
 
    “That’s what he’s trying to avoid,” Alexis giggled. “That’s why he’s been such a good boy. So I don’t lock his cock away and make him nothing but an oral slave.” 
 
    “Well then he needs to work very, very hard,” Rachel said, her voice already dripping with rising pleasure. “I mean, that’s all he deserves. And soon, I’m going to have a little boy toy like this of my own. A toy whose only job is to eat my pussy and worship the ground I walk on and help me get fucked by other men. God, I can’t wait.” 
 
    

  

 
 
                
            

 15. Rachel’s New Boy 
 
      
 
    We turned heads when we walked into the bar.  How could we not? And I include myself in that group, but only because I happened to be there. Nobody was looking at me. Instead, they were looking at Rachel and at Alexis. With lust or with envy, eyes followed the two girls across the bar. After all, dressed up as they were, both Rachel and Alexis looked like sex personified. Their outfits, though acceptable for a night out, were pushing the envelope. But they displayed the two girl’s incredible bodies so well they couldn’t help but look.  
 
    For my part, I was entranced, the way I so often was these days. I couldn’t have looked away even if I wanted to. And why would I want to? I could still taste Rachel’s pussy in my mouth, and that fact only increased my desire as I walked along behind these two goddesses. Watching their asses move with every high-heeled step they took, watching their amazing bodies sway, their desirable figures clearly displayed by the provocative clothing they wore. There was something almost dreamlike about entering a bar with these two. Some sense of unreality to it all. They were too sexy to be believed. And yet, there I was, right there with them. Part of this kinky game, part of this wild adventure we were all sharing. As hard as it might be to believe, it was nothing other than the truth. 
 
    Rachel led us all across the bar. She seemed oblivious to the heads that turned to follow her progress, the eyes that looked her way with lust or with jealousy. But I suspected that wasn’t the case. I had a sense that Rachel and Alexis were both fully aware of the way they looked and the effect it had on everyone around them. After all, they so often used their beauty as a weapon against me, and they knew exactly how well it worked. They loved the attention. They loved the way it followed them across the bar, like an invisible spotlight that everyone could nevertheless see. 
 
    As we approached a table in the corner where young man was sitting by himself, I saw the look on his face that mirrored my own emotions. I saw his eyes perform and almost unconscious dance of desire over Rachel and over Alexis. I could see the lust on his face as he saw them, the obvious hunger for their beautiful bodies. I saw the same dull sense of disbelief I was feeling, that such women existed in the waking world and weren’t just the product of some fantastic dream. I saw all of that written on the face of this young man who, though Rachel said he was submissive, I still suspected had no real idea what he was in for. But he would find out soon enough. 
 
    “Kyle?” 
 
    Rachel asked the question as she approached the table where the young man set. He had a slender build, with a longish mop of dark hair falling down on one side of his face. His eyes were dark too, a brown that the low light of the bar made appear almost black. The same low light that shone back from the leather corset Rachel wore and the revealing leather dress my girlfriend was wearing. I could hardly blame Kyle for not being able to take his eyes off these women. But still, I felt a silly stab of jealousy when his eyes lingered a little too long on Alexis’s body. Rachel, he could have. I had no claim on her, even if I could still taste her pussy in my mouth from our earlier adventure. But Alexis was mine. Or more correctly, I was hers. Either way, I didn’t like to see anyone else looking at her with lust. Even after all the wild adventures we had had together and the things we had seen and done. Or maybe because of those. Maybe because I knew just how capable my wicked girlfriend was of betraying me and taking great pleasure in doing so. 
 
    “Rachel? Hi,” Kyle said, rising to his feet from the booth where he sat with a smile quickly spreading across his thin lips. “You look amazing.” 
 
    “I know,” Rachel said with a self-satisfied smile. Her arrogance suited her. After all, it was nothing more than a statement of the truth. “But that’s not what you call me, is it? You know the rules. Address me properly.” 
 
    Kyle looked nervous. His dark eyes darted briefly around the bar, as though checking to see if anyone was watching. I felt them on both Alexis and me, as he no doubt wondered who we were and what our role in the night’s activities would be. He didn’t want to give in; I could see that. But then, that was the whole point. None of us wanted to give in, and sooner or later, all of us did. That was the power these women held. To make us do the unthinkable, and then make us do it again. Looking at him, I almost felt sorry for him and what I knew awaited him. Then again, I told myself, if he got to play with a woman like Rachel, I had no need to feel bad for him. I was living proof that sometimes, even if not as often as we might like, servitude has its rewards. 
 
    “Hi, Mistress Rachel.” 
 
    Kyle spoke the words softly, shyly, mumbling them as he tried to hide his subservience from the world. Of course, I knew he had little chance of that. These women loved to expose what was going on, or least loved to threaten us with it. Even now, already, Rachel was toying with that threat. I watched, stunned by her incredible self-confidence all over again, as she held out her hand toward her date, palm down, knuckles up. For a moment, Kyle didn’t seem to understand. Then, realizing what this beautiful woman wanted, he took her hand gently in his and lowered his head over it, delivering a kiss to the top of Rachel’s hand. Rachel laughed out loud, thrilled with her power that was already so much in evidence. This young man, I already knew, had no chance. No more chance than I did when it came to resisting these women, and that was no chance at all. 
 
    “That’s better,” Rachel smirked as she withdrew her hand. “It’s important to start off on the right foot. And as you know, I like a boy who knows his place.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Rachel.” 
 
    Already, the humiliating title seemed to come more easily to Kyle’s lips. And as Rachel moved toward the booth, struggling a little against the tightness of her corset as she bent at the waist and curved her beautiful body down into the seat, I could see the Kyle was smiling. A sheepish grin lit up his face, knowing that he had just been humiliated and loving it. Another feeling I was intimately familiar with. Maybe this Kyle was more experienced at these games than I was. Maybe he knew himself better than I did when I started playing with Alexis and her friends. He definitely seemed embarrassed at everything that was taking place. But there was no doubt that he was also into it. 
 
    Rachel sat, sliding her denim-covered ass over the seat of the booth. Alexis followed her, her already tiny dress riding even higher on her gorgeous thighs as she moved. At the other end of the horseshoe-shaped bench of the booth, I could see Kyle sitting close beside Rachel, eager to press his body against hers. I couldn’t blame him for that either, but that didn’t mean I didn’t feel another impermissible stab of jealousy. At the same time, I sat down next to Alexis, inhaling the warm scent of her body and the perfume she wore just as I knew Kyle would be doing with Rachel. It was like a narcotic, some intoxicant we had no defense against. I was addicted to this, and if Kyle wasn’t already, I knew he would be soon. Just being close to these women was enough all by itself to reduce us to state of total subservience. 
 
    “See? I already have him whipped,” Rachel said with that same self-satisfied smile as she grinned at both Alexis and me. And Alexis smiled back, both of them delighted with their feminine power as they lorded it over us. 
 
    “Not as whipped as you’re going to have him, I bet,” Alexis replied. Both women laughed again, the laughter that was the soundtrack of our helplessness as we waited to see what they wanted to do to us. 
 
    “These are my friends, Alexis and Jim,” Rachel said as she turned to her date. “Though really, I suppose it should be Mistress Alexis to you. And this loser over here is her slave boy. You see, my friends are dominant women. Once a woman learns the power that she has, there’s really no going back. And that’s what I want you to be. A devoted little slave boy who will focus all his attention on pleasing me. Do you think you can do that?” 
 
    “I hope so, Mistress Rachel,” Kyle said carefully, his dark eyes darting from Rachel to Alexis to me and back again to Rachel. Of course, he was right to be nervous. I didn’t know how much he and Rachel had talked before this meeting, but I suspected he had at least a sense of what she wanted. Maybe not every detail, but at least a general outline. 
 
    “We’ll see,” Rachel said with a sniff. “For now, you can get us all drinks.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Rachel.” Kyle seemed only too eager to obey Rachel’s commands. As though he had been waiting a long time for this. As though this was all he had ever wanted. And perhaps it was. I had to remind myself that his situation was a little different to mine. Until Alexis came into my life, I never been into kink. Whereas Kyle clearly was. He had sought out a woman like Rachel, and now that she was here, he seemed barely able to believe his luck. I watched as he raised his hand to flag down a passing waitress. She appeared at the table, all smiles and cleavage, her eyes dancing over the women we were with and scrutinizing every detail of their provocative outfits. Alexis and Rachel ordered drinks, and I asked for a beer. As the waitress walked away, Kyle grinned as though he had performed some difficult task, as though he had really achieved something. 
 
    The bar was busy, but as far as the four of us were concerned, the rest of the world might as well have ceased to exist. Between us, the air was crackling with simmering sexual tension, and we could all feel it. We couldn’t help but respond to it, each in our different ways. In the minds of both Rachel and Alexis, I felt sure strange new plans are being concocted. New methods of control and humiliation, new wild sexual delights. And nothing excited me more than that. Inside my pants, hidden by the table, my cock was swelling and throbbing with obvious excitement. As though servicing Rachel sexually before we came out hadn’t been enough to get me going. But as usual, I was passive. Waiting to see what would happen instead of trying to make anything happen myself. After all, it was up to the girls. It always was. And this night was going to play out the way they wanted. All I could do was wait and see. 
 
    “So you like my outfit?” Rachel asked. The dark coils of her hair rolled on her bare shoulders as she turned her beautiful face toward Kyle. His eyes flickered over her face and over her body, taking in her torso as it rose above the table. Dramatically sculpted by the tight leather corset, her breasts thrust forward and out, her cleavage unignorable and unbelievably tempting as she sat poised beside him. 
 
    “I love it, Mistress Rachel,” Kyle said, without skipping a beat. Already, the words seemed to come naturally to him, as though he couldn’t even countenance calling her anything else. 
 
    “Good. I’m glad you do. You boys are so predictable. Show a little bit of boob, and you all lose your minds. That’s good. It makes it easy to control you. Which, let’s face it, is what you all deserve.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Rachel.” 
 
    “I bet you like my boots, too, don’t you, you little pervert? They’re nice and sexy and dominant, just the way boys like you usually like.”  
 
    “Yes, Mistress Rachel.”  
 
    Suddenly, Kyle looked less comfortable. It took me a moment to realize what was happening. Under the table, I suspected, Rachel was toying with him. Running the sharp heel of her boot up and down his leg. As far as first dates go, I could barely believe what I was seeing. Rachel was acting like she had known him forever, like she had every right to take control of his body and taunt him and mock him and do whatever she liked. Start as you mean to go on, I guess. I wondered how I would have reacted in Kyle’s situation. Given the position I was in, I couldn’t exactly claim I would have put up a better fight than he was. And I knew as well as anyone just how skilled Rachel was at putting you on a back foot. For a woman who had never played like this before, she was a natural. Maybe as natural, in her way, as Alexis seemed to be. Maybe even more so. 
 
    “Well, play your cards right, and maybe you’ll be kissing them later.” 
 
    Alexis spluttered with laughter at that, her slender shoulders shaking as she covered her mouth with her hand. Turning her head toward her, Rachel grinned at her friend, basking in the wild sense of her own power. 
 
    At that point, the waitress reappeared with a tray full of our drinks. Setting them down on the table, she turned her smiling eyes from one to another of us. 
 
    “Looks like you guys are having a little too much fun over here,” she said with a grin. 
 
    “I know I am,” Rachel said as she lifted the glass to her lips and took a careful sip, wary of smudging her immaculate makeup. With our drinks delivered, the waitress turned and melted back into the crowd. Neither Kyle nor I so much as noticed her go. We had eyes only for the two gorgeous dominant mistresses sitting at the table with us. 
 
    “I should be straight with you, Kyle,” Rachel said, taking another sip of her drink as though to fortify herself as she turned toward her date. “I’m not looking for a boyfriend to have some kinky fun with now and then. I’m looking for a man who’s going to serve me like a dog, who’s going to jump to obey me no matter what I tell him to do. A man who’s going to let me do whatever I like, even if it hurts him. Especially if it hurts him. And sometimes, it will. I can promise you that. As my friends here can tell you, I can be a total bitch when I want to be. I often want to be. I won’t be faithful to you. I’ll sleep with whoever I like. But I expect you to be completely faithful to me. How does that sound?” 
 
    “It sounds – intense, Mistress Rachel” 
 
    “It will be,” Rachel said, nodding her head to make her dark hair bounce on her shoulders. “But that’s how I like it. That’s what I want. So if you don’t think you can handle it, there is no point in either of us wasting our time.” 
 
    As she spoke, Rachel shifted in her seat. She sat up straight, arching her back in the creaking corset she wore, making her prominent breasts swell even more over the low neckline of the garment. Predictably, Kyle’s eyes were drawn irresistibly toward her impressive cleavage. He looked almost ready to start drooling on the spot as he stared at her. And I tried my best not to do the same. After all, as beautiful as Rachel looked, I had Alexis right beside me. And no matter how unconventional these two were when it came to ideas of fidelity and monogamy, I didn’t imagine my mistress would appreciate me ogling the boobs of her friend. Even if I could still taste that friend’s pussy on my mouth, even as I sipped my beer. Rachel looked fantastic, and she knew exactly what she was doing. Even just that, just the glimpse of her body in her beautiful outfit was enough to reduce a submissive man like Kyle to a blithering idiot. I could almost see his self-control evaporate, completely overcome by her outrageous beauty. None of us ever really had a chance. 
 
    “No, Mistress Rachel,” Kyle said in a voice that was thick with the effort he was making. A struggle against himself that I knew all too well. “It’s not that. I can handle it. It’s just – I’ve never played like that before.” 
 
    “No? So what have you done? Have you ever served a dominant woman before?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Rachel,” Kyle said. “My last girlfriend used to dominate me.” 
 
    “So why did she let you go?” Rachel’s fingertips circled the rim of her glass as she spoke, her dark eyes now completely fixed on Kyle. He seemed nervous under her stare, fumbling to find the right words. 
 
    “It just didn’t work out,” he said. “We grew apart.” 
 
    “Are you still friends now?” 
 
    “No, Mistress Rachel.” 
 
    “Good. I’m not sure I want my slave so much as talking to another woman. Unless it’s one of my friends who knows he’s my property.” 
 
    Even I could barely believe Rachel’s easy dominance of this man, and I knew better than most what she was like. But Kyle was looking at her as though he’d never seen anything more enchanting. As though Rachel had walked right in out of his wildest dreams to make all his fantasies come true. If Alexis had been like this with me from the start, I suspected it would have scared me off. But Kyle didn’t seem scared. Nervous, maybe. Hesitant, perhaps. But there was a fire in his eyes that told me this was what he wanted. The wild thrill of losing control, to know that what was about to happen wasn’t up to him. I could understand the appeal. 
 
    “I could get on board with that, Mistress Rachel.” There was that smile again on Kyle’s face. A wild grin of delight that this was really happening. An expression at once of disbelief and of excitement. 
 
    “Well, okay then,” Rachel said with a grin. “How about the four of us get out of here and have some real fun?” 
 
    “Sounds good to me, Mistress Rachel.” 
 
    “Okay then. Why don’t you go to the bar and pay our bill? Then come back here, and we can go back to my place for some fun.” 
 
    “Okay, Mistress Rachel.” 
 
    Kyle’s enthusiasm made him look almost boyish as he rushed to do what the pretty girl said. Rising from his seat in the booth, he hurried across the bar, eager to take the night to its next stage. The moment he was out of earshot, I saw Rachel breathe a deep sigh that made her breasts bounce in her corset. Her eyes were big and wide as she turned them on Alexis, her painted lips lifting in a smile of delight. 
 
    “Can you believe this shit?” she asked her friend. “I just met this dude, and already he wants to give me everything.” 
 
    “You’re amazing,” Alexis said, placing her hand on her friends arm. “You were so sexy. I’m not surprised he’s ready to submit to completely. Anyone would be.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Rachel grinned. “I still think it’s crazy how we get away with this. But he seems into it, doesn’t he?” 
 
    “He’s super into it,” Alexis confirmed. “Looks like you got what you wanted, Rachel. You got yourself a submissive little slave boy of your own.” 
 
    Rachel bounced up and down in her seat, making her boobs bounce even more as she clapped her hands together in girlish glee. Alexis laughed, and at the same time, I felt her hand under the table run over my leg. Predictably, my cock surged at my mistress’s touch, and I felt again that wild throbbing in the blood I always felt at times like this. Those times when I lost control, when I became a passenger in my own life, just going along with whatever my mistress wanted. The biggest thrill I knew. Desire was boiling inside me, sweeping away whatever doubts I might have had about the direction I was going to go. These gorgeous women were going to introduce another submissive man into the mix, but that barely felt like any of my business. It was just something I would have to endure for the wild promise of kinky fun with them. 
 
    Kyle came bounding back from the bar, his face lit up with excitement. As Rachel began to slide out from the booth, he held out his hand to offer her support, and she smiled as she took it. I watched her rise to her feet, uncoiling herself from the seat and standing up to her full height in her outfit that revealed more than it hid. And as I rose to my own seat, making room for Alexis, I watched her swing her long legs out from the booth and rise to her feet, tugging at her skimpy leather dress to adjust it to her body as she moved. Her toned thighs called to me, and the treasure they barely concealed between her legs that made my cock surge with desire. Rachel led the way toward the door of the bar, still holding Kyle by the hand as though leading him into this exciting new future she promised him. Alexis followed them, and I followed her, my eyes once again on the sway of her ass in the leather dress as she strutted along in front of me, teasing me with her body with every step she took. 
 
    Outside, we hailed a cab. The girls didn’t want to walk far in their outrageous high heels, and neither Kyle nor I were about to argue. It was a tight squeeze to get us all into the car, and I had to sit in the front seat. As we cruised through the streets toward Rachel’s place, I heard a sound from the backseat that made me turn my head. As I looked over my shoulder, I saw Kyle and Rachel making out. Kyle sat on one side of the car, with Rachel in the middle and Alexis on the other end. Their kisses were deep and passionate, their hands roaming over one another’s bodies, and as I looked back to watch, I saw Alexis grinning at me and shrugging her shoulders. As if to say, what do you expect? They’re on a date. But I never had a date go like that one in my life. Then again, I never dated a woman like Rachel until Alexis came along. And not for the first time, I found myself wondering how unusual this group of friends were. How naturally they dominated the men around them and used their beauty as a weapon. Was it a coincidence that they had all become friends? Or was it that the ideas spread, and that once one of them showed what she could get men to do for her, the others couldn’t resist? Certainly, in Rachel’s case, it seemed more like the latter. As though Alexis had inspired her to take charge of her own sexuality and use it to get what she wanted. But however it had happened, you couldn’t argue with the results. Rachel was intensely beautiful when she took charge, just like Alexis was. Just like all of her friends were. 
 
    Before long, we pulled up outside Rachel’s house. On her orders, Kyle paid the taxi driver, and we all climbed out of the car. With the excitement that was boiling between us, none of us seemed able to get into the house quickly enough. Rachel led the way, pushing open the door and leading Kyle toward her bedroom. Alexis and I followed. There was no point being coy about it, no point pretending this was anything other than what it was. Desire was raging in all of us, and all we cared about was its fulfillment. 
 
    I closed the bedroom door behind me. Inside her room, Rachel stopped in front of the bed and turned. Letting go of Kyle’s hand at last, she placed her hands on her hips and looked him and down. Kyle stared at her, too, obvious hunger showing in his face as he stared at her. 
 
    “Well, here we are behind closed doors,” Rachel said. “Remember what I told you in the bar about my boots?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Rachel.” Kyle was grinning that grin again, unable to contain himself in his joy at what was about to happen. 
 
    “Then you know what to do,” Rachel said. Snapping her fingers, she pointed imperiously to the floor at her feet. “Get down on your knees and kiss them,” she ordered in a harsh voice. “Show me that you know your place is beneath me, and that you’re committed to serving your mistress however she sees fit.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Rachel.” 
 
    Kyle didn’t even hesitate. At once, he dropped to his knees on the bedroom floor. Crawling forward, he lowered his face and pressed his lips against Rachel’s boots. A wild smile of delight showed on her face, and she drew a deep breath that made her breasts rise and fall in her corset as she stared down at him with obvious glee.  
 
    And for my part, I felt my cock surging and throbbing inside my pants as I watch the humiliating spectacle. Just like Alexis, Rachel never looked more beautiful to me than when she was completely in charge, dominating and controlling a man who wanted her badly enough to do anything for her. Whether the man was me or not, Rachel looked like an absolute goddess, receiving worship from this new stranger while Alexis and I watched. 
 
    And then, beside me, Alexis moved. I watched the light bounce off the tiny leather dress as she crossed the bedroom floor to where Rachel stood. She stood beside her friend, and I watched the girls giggle together as Alexis draped an arm around Rachel’s narrow waist, pulling her closer to her. Then, my girlfriend turned her face toward the man crouching on hands and knees on the floor in front of her. 
 
    “While you’re down there, I could use a little worship too,” Alexis said, her bright eyes flickering toward me she spoke. “After all, there are two mistresses in the room right now.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Alexis,” Kyle mumbled. While the women laughed together, he moved his face from Rachel’s boots to those of my girlfriend and began to kiss. And I watched, half-crazy with lust, as both women smiled now at me, knowing what they were doing to me. Knowing that I longed for both of them, for every bit of pain and torture they could give me. That I was every bit as ready to kneel and worship the ground they walked on as submissive Kyle was. 
 
    

  

 
 
                
            

 16. Used By The Girls 
 
      
 
    I knew what happened at times like this. I longed for it. In the dark hours when I was alone, when there was nothing going on to get my heart racing, to get the blood singing in my veins, I missed this. But when it was happening, I felt nervous. Alexis’s eyes were shining, the way they did when she had an idea, and I saw the same look reflected on Rachel’s pretty face. There they stood, two dominant goddesses enjoying the worship of their new slave, a man they had only met that night. And Kyle was on his hands and knees already, ready to serve them. Ready to submit. Just because they looked so unbelievably good. Just because he wanted them so badly. Just like I did. 
 
    “I think we need to get these boys naked.” 
 
    Rachel tossed her head as she spoke, her dark hair shining like silk as it cascaded over her shoulders. Her eyes were burning, lit from within by that same fire I knew so well. The dominant side of her personality, which was admittedly never far from the surface, was coming to the fore once again. Just like Alexis, Rachel sometimes seemed to get drunk with a sense of her own power. Overwhelmed by the wild possibilities of control. And it made her dangerous, but it made her beautiful too. It made her the goddess she was. 
 
    “Yeah, good idea,” Alexis said. Her own dark hair swung slightly around her face, emphasizing those gorgeous cheekbones as she turned her eyes on me. “Jim, you know what to do. Get those clothes off. Right now.” 
 
    And she smiled as she spoke, but that didn’t mean she was anything other than completely serious. Alexis meant what she said. She intended to humiliate and use me again, and the prospect delighted me. It thrilled me like nothing else did. The words barely left her painted lips before I was already reaching for my shirt to pull it up over my head, my hands already moving as though of their own accord to the front of my pants. Right there in Rachel’s bedroom, I shed my clothes without so much as a word of protest. Without a trace of defiance. Without even a thought in my head of argument or protest. After all, why would I? Ultimately, this was exactly what I wanted. 
 
    “You too, slut,” Rachel said, drawing out the insult as though savoring its taste while she looked down at the man kneeling at her feet. “There’s no need for you boys to wear clothes anymore. They’ll only get in the way for what we have planned.” 
 
    Smiling at one another, the girls giggled again. And I felt a ridiculous quickening in my heart, hope swelling within me that what these two had in mind was what I wanted. Even though all my experiences up to that point had persuaded me what I wanted didn’t matter. That all that mattered was female pleasure. Nothing stops a submissive man from hoping for the best. Nothing stops that wild desire that rages in his heart every time his mistress shows him the least bit of attention. That’s the deadly truth of these games, the reality of what it means to desire a woman this badly. Rachel and Alexis knew it just as well as I did. 
 
    Still crouching on the floor, Kyle did as he was told. I could see the eagerness in his movements, the paradoxical desire to serve and to be used. The deep hunger for something so outrageous, something so totally wrong. In a matter of seconds, he was naked on the floor at Rachel’s feet. And I did my very best not to look, not to see his naked body in a pile of removed clothes on the floor. But all the same, I could see his hard cock extending out from his slender body. I could see the arousal raging inside him, the same as it raged inside me. He was looking up at the women. Rachel smiled down at her new captive, her sculpted eyebrows climbing slowly up her smooth forehead as she admired the effect she was having on him. As though there was any reason to doubt him. As though there was any reason to suppose otherwise. We all knew why this young man was so ready and willing to obey the commands of a woman who he had only just met. Because he wanted her, and there was unbelievable ferocity in his desire, just like there was in mine. Because she and Alexis, standing there above us, looked almost too beautiful to be real. Because both he and I would do anything to have them. 
 
    “I guess we should see what you’ve got before I decide if I’m going to allow you the privilege of serving me,” Rachel said, playing the part of a dominatrix beautifully. “And I’m not talking about this worthless thing, either.” As she spoke, she lifted one foot from the floor, balancing with perfect grace on the other. I heard Kyle groan as she tapped his swollen cock with the pointed toe of her leather boot, giggling at the way it bounced to her touch. 
 
    “Undress me,” she ordered. “Start with my boots.” 
 
    With that, she stepped back toward her bed and sat down. Her thighs swelled inside the tight confines of her skintight jeans, the dark leather of her boots shining in the light. She balanced herself with her hands on the mattress slightly behind her, her boobs pushed up provocatively by the tight leather corset, tossing her head to make her dark hair shine in the light. Kyle gazed up her with an expression close to adoration on his face. As though he couldn’t believe a woman as beautiful as this wanted anything to do with him. It was a feeling I knew well. A feeling I could sympathize with, even if I couldn’t really understand it. I didn’t know why I felt the way I did about these wild games, so I certainly couldn’t explain why he did. I just knew that it worked. That every outfit, every game, every smile these women gave us seemed to weave their spell over us more fatefully and finally than ever. That all it took for them to control us completely was some sexy outfits and their devious imaginations. 
 
    Kyle set about his task with enthusiasm. I watched him shuffle forward on his knees, his hands already reaching out for Rachel’s legs. The smile never left her face as she watched him, his trembling hands reaching nervously toward the zippers of her boots. Carefully, as though afraid he might hurt her, he pulled them down. Then, taking a grip on the sharp heels of her footwear, he slid the supple leather off her legs and placed the boots on the floor at the feet of his mistress. 
 
    For a while, Rachel said nothing. Simply enjoying the show, I supposed. But as hypnotic as it was to watch what was going on with her and her new slave boy, I had my own mistress to serve. As Alexis smiled at me, shifting her weight from one foot to the other and making the leather minidress she wore groan as though it shared my wild desire, I knew she had something in mind. And as she sat down on the bed beside her friend, the tight dress she had borrowed from Rachel rising up around her gorgeous thighs, I knew exactly what kind of mood my mistress was in. I knew she was feeling sexy and dominant and completely in control. Just as she should. I knew that whatever else happened that night, we were all in for some kinky fun. 
 
    “Come here, Jim,” Alexis said, her voice dripping with desire as she spoke. At the same time, she spread her lovely thighs, letting the shining leather dress slide even higher to expose her body to me. Underneath the dress, I could see the black triangle of fabric that barely covered her pussy, and I felt her divine womanhood calling to me from across the room. My cock bounced as I hurried forward, momentarily forgetting everything else. Forgetting what else was going on in that room. Forgetting all about the new slave that Rachel had acquired and was in the process of dominating. None of that mattered anymore. Alexis spluttered with laughter as I fell to my knees at her feet, knowing my role without having to be told. Naked and kneeling, gazing up at her extraordinary beauty while she smiled down at me, I paused, waiting what seemed like forever for permission to do what I wanted. And Alexis waited too. Withholding her favor for a while, just to know that she could. To a woman like her, power is everything. 
 
    “Okay, go ahead,” Alexis said at last, smiling indulgently as she spoke. “Go ahead and make me cum, slave boy.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Alexis.” 
 
    As usual, I didn’t even hesitate. She knew I wouldn’t. She knew that for once, what she was ordering me to do was exactly what I wanted, and that I couldn’t wait to obey her. My hands didn’t tremble the way Kyle’s had as I reached for my girlfriend’s panties. After all, this was hardly the first time we had been through this particular ritual. Still, I was willing to bet that my lust for Alexis burned every bit as brightly as his did for Rachel as I reached up under her leather dress and felt the warmth and softness of her gorgeous thighs. Carefully, I pulled down her panties and drew them down the silky skin of her legs, sliding them over her sexy boots as she lifted her feet from the floor so that I could remove them completely. And there in front of me, her pussy shone, already swollen with desire, already moist and ready for what was about to happen. Setting her panties carefully aside on the floor, I inched forward on my knees. Alexis smiled down at me, silently encouraging me onward as I ran my hands up her long legs. Lowering my face between her thighs, I planted a tender kiss on her wet sex, and in response, Alexis parted her thighs further to give me better access. At once, I began to lick, savoring the taste of her sex the way I had so many times before while she sighed happily above me. 
 
    “See that, Kyle?” 
 
    Next to Alexis on the bed, Rachel seized a fistful of her new slave’s hair and forcefully turned his head toward us. Over the rounded shape of Alexis’s thigh, I watched him stare at us with an expression of glassy-eyed lust on his face. “See how a well-trained slave treats his mistress?” Rachel snarled. “Look at him. He can’t wait to eat her pussy. To make her cum in his worthless mouth. That’s how a well-trained slave behaves. Her pleasure is his pleasure. Being granted the privilege of worshiping us is the highest thing sluts like you can aspire to. Understand?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Rachel.” Kyle’s voice was still as he spoke, with barely any intonation. He had sunk, I knew, into a kind of submissive dream. The kind of mind space it takes to survive an encounter like this with a dominant woman. I found myself wondering if that was how I looked when I gave in to desire. If I looked so meek and humble and stupid as he did. A new wave of shame and humiliation washed over me, and with it, a fresh wave of desire. Alexis moaned above me, as much due to the things friend was saying as anything I was doing with my mouth. Still, I kept it up, licking and kissing her streaming pussy the way I knew she liked until her thighs were trembling on either side of my head. The skimpy leather dress was bunched up around her waist now, the laces straining to hold it all together as my girlfriend writhed and moved above me. And Kyle had barely given his own mistress the expected response before she plunged his head back between her legs, watching him to eat her pussy while I ate that of the woman above me. Soon, the bedroom was filled with their gasps and groans, the sound of their swelling pleasure merging and mingling in the trembling air. And Kyle and I kneeled on the floor, naked and used, two living sex toys forced to serve the dominant women and please our beautiful mistresses. The feeling was incredible. 
 
    “Look at these two little bitches,” Rachel said. Her voice was thick with pleasure now, her words fractured as she spoke through trembling lips. Whatever Kyle was doing, it was working. Between her thighs, I could hear him slurping, groaning with exquisite pleasure at the taste of his dominant goddess. 
 
    “They’ll do anything to please us,” Rachel panted. “They’ll do anything we say. “You know what we should do? We should have a little contest. Whichever of these two eats pussy the best gets to cum. The other one doesn’t.” 
 
    “But how will we know who’s the best?” 
 
    If anything, Alexis’s voice trembled even more than Rachel’s did. And ridiculously, I felt a faint stab of pride at the thought that I was pleasing my girlfriend better than the stranger was pleasing Rachel. I renewed my efforts, sliding my tongue inside the slick tunnel of Alexis’s sex, making her moan and groan as climax approached. 
 
    “Easy,” Rachel said, and I could hear the devious grin in her voice as she spoke, even through her own tremors of pleasure. “We’ll judge them. We’ll each take a turn with them, and vote for who gives us the best orgasm.” 
 
    When she finished speaking, Rachel cried out. Reaching forward, she gripped Alexis’s bare thigh with one hand, her painted fingernails sinking slightly into the soft flesh, and my girlfriend groaned with pleasure at her touch. Clearly, Kyle had the same sense of competition I did, desperate to bring this beautiful woman pleasure and prove his worth in whatever way she would let him. 
 
    “You’re so bad,” Alexis groaned. As I gazed up at her from between her thighs, I could see that her eyes were closed now, her eyelids fluttering and her dark lashes trembling. Her mouth was open, her painted lips forming a colored ring around the darkness inside, a wet cave that rang with the sounds of sexual pleasure. She looked so beautiful sitting there, receiving selfish bliss and basking in her uncontested power over me. And the taste of her pussy in my mouth, finally washing away that of Rachel from earlier, was more than enough to make my cock tremble and throb between my legs, surging desperately for what I knew it couldn’t have. At least, not yet. Not until these wild women decided otherwise. 
 
    “What if there’s a tie?” As Alexis spoke, her words turned into almost a shriek of unbridled pleasure. I was getting to her, and I didn’t need her voice to tell me that. I could feel her sex trembling and spasming against my mouth, her juices flowing freely out of her as she moaned and groaned above me. She was moments away, and in some strange sense, that made me feel like I had accomplished something. Like I wasn’t completely worthless. Maybe I wasn’t good enough to fuck this woman, but I was certainly good enough to make her cum. And the fact that I knew that was exactly how she wanted me to think made my cock surge and throb even more as I kneeled on the floor at her feet. 
 
    “Oh God,” Rachel groaned, throwing back her own head so that her dark hair cascaded over her shoulders while she gripped my girlfriend’s thigh even tighter. “Then they’ll just have to keep licking us until there’s a clear winner.” 
 
    “Oh fuck!” 
 
    Above me, Alexis exploded. As though her friend’s words had been the final catalyst she needed to push her over the edge, she howled in wild pleasure, and her orgasm swept over her. She trembled and thrashed above me, her pussy clenching around my tongue as it pumped her fragrant cum all over my face. I drank it down gratefully, the ejaculate of my goddess filling me with light while I trembled with lust at her feet. 
 
    With a sigh, Alexis pushed my head away. I could feel her juices dripping from my cheeks and chin as I gazed up at her, lust burning undiminished inside me as my cock throbbed in recognition of its owner. And her moans and sobs of pleasure were still echoing in the bedroom air as Rachel’s cries reached a new and fevered pitch. She howled with pleasure as she wrapped both hands around the back of Kyle’s head, crushing his face against her pussy. At the same time, she bucked her hips, grinding her sex against his mouth. Humping his face and using him as the fuck toy he was, caring absolutely nothing for his pleasure or how he felt. After all, that was when these women were at their best. When they didn’t care about anything besides themselves. 
 
    Only moments after Alexis’s spasm of pleasure, Rachel came too. I heard her roar in something close to triumph, her pleasure aggressive and almost scary as she surrendered herself to it completely. Alexis watched too. Her eyes shining with delight and her teeth showing where she bit her bottom lip as she watched her friend cum. Rachel came as though it were an unbelievable relief, as though the tension of desire had been building within her her whole life, only to be released by the mouth of a man she had only just met. She held nothing back, howling and roaring and letting herself go completely as though there were no one else in the room with her, as though she was completely alone with the wild explosion of her bliss. 
 
    Finally, Rachel released her grip on the back of Kyle’s head. He sat back on his knees, gazing up at her with the same desperate desire I felt when I looked at Alexis. Just like me, his face was shining with the residue of female pleasure, his features dripping with her wetness like a symbol of our inferiority. Rachel’s tight corset creaked as she leaned forward for a moment, her breasts trembling and swelling as she tried to regain her breath. And slowly, she recovered herself, just as Alexis had done. Soon, she opened her eyes, smiling at all of us as she took in the scene in front of her. Her beautiful friend sitting beside her, glowing with the same pleasure she felt. And two submissive slave boys naked and kneeling on the floor, horny and desperate and ready to continue serving in whatever way their mistresses saw fit. 
 
    “Switch.” 
 
    Again, Rachel snapped her fingers as she spoke, punctuating her terse command with the sharp sound. Her eyes blazed as she stared down at us, both me and Kyle, reduced to a similar lowly status at the feet of these women. Above me, Alexis barked with laughter, delighting in the way her friend spoke to me. From the corner of my eye, I saw Kyle glance sheepishly in my direction. But I knew there was no point arguing. I knew nothing was going to change these women’s minds. I also knew, in the shameful depths of my submissive soul, that after all, this was what I wanted. Lust was still burning deep inside me, and I still longed to bring pleasure to these dominant women. Both of them. I longed for Rachel’s body almost as much as I longed for that of Alexis. And knowing that my girlfriend was watching only increased the pleasure that crackled through my frayed nerves. 
 
    Of course, I didn’t relish the idea of Kyle, a guy we didn’t know at all, so much as touching my girlfriend, let alone eating her out. But I also knew that I had no choice. As always, nothing was up to me. My job was simply to serve. 
 
    And so, I turned away from Alexis while she cackled with wild laughter. I didn’t bother getting off the floor. Instead, I crawled on hands and knees, my rigid cock swaying underneath me with every movement I made like a symbol of my submission as I moved toward where Rachel sat. Taking the hint, Kyle did the same. Crawling out from between Rachel’s feet, he moved past me on his way to Alexis. Taking up his spot, I kneeled where he had been, next to Rachel’s discarded boots and jeans. She towered above me in nothing but her tight leather corset, staring down the length of her beautiful body at me. The look of control and possession on her face thrilled and terrified me. She always had been a natural. Once, this woman had been nothing more to me than one of my girlfriend’s best friends. But now, she was Mistress Rachel, a goddess who haunted my dreams and my waking life, never letting me forget my sexual inadequacy compared to her. And she loved this feeling of power she had as she smiled down at me. Between her legs, her pussy shone, her swollen lips slick with her own juices and with Kyle’s saliva. As I lowered my face between her thighs, I felt Rachel run her fingers through my hair, gripping the back of my head to pull me closer. I inhaled her scent and stuck out my tongue, tasting her once again as I began to lick. 
 
    “That’s right, slut boy,” Rachel growled. “That’s all you’re good for. An oral slave for superior women.” 
 
    Her mocking words barely registered. After all, Rachel talked to me like this all the time. Besides, what she was saying was hardly untrue. There I was, her naked on the floor, tonguing her pussy on command. What really made my heart burn was glancing over toward Alexis. Her eyes were shining as she looked down at Kyle, then over at me, then back to this new slave. She was still biting her lower lip, her cheeks glowing with sexual pleasure and her eyes shining with mischief. I knew my goddess well enough to know what a kick she would be getting out of this. How delightfully naughty she would feel to have her pussy licked by a complete stranger while her boyfriend watched. I could only imagine just how powerful she must feel at that moment as she spread her legs to be serviced by Kyle. 
 
    And he went about his task eagerly. I told myself I could hardly blame him for that, even as my heart contracted with jealousy. And every moan and groan of pleasure Alexis made only drove home my humiliation. As though we were exchangeable and replaceable, as though we didn’t matter at all except as vehicles for female pleasure. I channeled all my rage and anger into Rachel’s body through my mouth, trying to make her scream in orgasm far louder than she had for Kyle. But no matter what I did, I knew it wouldn’t be the same. Kyle might want Rachel desperately, but he had only just met her. She wasn’t his girlfriend. I was the one who had to listen to my girlfriend moaning and groaning in pleasure with another man’s face buried between her thighs, letting herself go completely and tormenting me with her cries as she cheated on me right there in her friend’s bedroom. 
 
    “Hey. Focus.” 
 
    Rachel tapped the back of my head with her hand as she spoke, not hard, but enough to get my attention. She was right, in a way. My focus had certainly wandered while I looked at Alexis, watching her rise in ecstasy while my heart burned in my chest. Gazing up at Rachel the way I knew she liked, I plunged my tongue between her wet walls, rubbing my face against her trembling snatch. Soon, I had her groaning and moaning. I remembered the promise she had made, the reward she had offered for this kinky competition. I wanted it more than anything. My cock throbbed and raged between my thighs, reminding me just how badly I needed relief. And the only way to get it was to give everything I had to pleasuring Rachel. 
 
    She moaned and trembled above me. Inside her tight leather corset, her breasts shuddered and shook. Between her thighs, her pussy erupted, and for the second time in just a few minutes, I drank down the orgasmic pleasure of a woman. Rachel’s ecstatic howls filled the bedroom, bouncing back from the walls, and as they did, they found an echo from my girlfriend. Beside us on the bed, Alexis was moaning and shrieking, another orgasm on the way for her too. Almost at the same time as her friend, she exploded, her thighs clenching around Kyle’s trapped face as he enthusiastically tongued her pussy, his hands gripping her toned legs as he rode the waves of her pleasure. 
 
    With a groan, Rachel flopped back onto the bed. From below, I watched her boobs bounce in her corset, rising and falling as she breathed rapidly. Sighing, Rachel lay back on the bed next to her friend. As they turned her smiling faces toward one another, it was as though they had forgotten that Kyle and I even existed. They were basking in a pleasure that they alone shared, that seemed to bond them together more than it did me and the other man who had brought it to them. 
 
    “So what do you think?” Rachel asked. “Which of these sluts did a better job pleasing you?” 
 
    “Well, maybe I’m biased,” Alexis said. I could hear the grin in her voice as I waited for the verdict, trembling nervously on the edge of ecstasy. “But I have to give it to Jim.” 
 
    “What a surprise,” Rachel said with an audible eye roll. But even so, I could tell she was still smiling indulgently. “But I have to say I agree. You know I don’t like giving your boy toy compliments, but you’ve trained him well in how to please a woman. Credit where credit is due. Your slave has finally learned how to lick pussy properly.” 
 
    Alexis clapped her hands together with excitement, but she was nowhere near as excited as I was. Rachel’s words echoed in my head, and wild hope soared inside me, making my cock throb deliriously. At the same time, the women sat up on the bed with some effort. Rachel had to struggle against the tight corset that gripped her torso as she pushed herself up with her arms, and Alexis’s leather dress shone in the light as she sat up too. Both of them smiled down at me, two gorgeous sets of warm brown eyes lit from within by pleasure as they regarded me. My release was imminent, and the last thing I wanted to do was anything that might give these women second thoughts. So I waited obediently on my knees, gazing up at the beauty of the two of them while my cock raged between my legs. 
 
    “Good news, slave boy,” Rachel beamed down at me. “You’ve earned yourself an orgasm. Now, what do you say to us?” 
 
    “Thank you, mistresses!” I all but yelled my response, my joy at what was about to happen echoing in the room to make the two women laugh. And shamefully, I meant every word. 
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