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    Home For Halloween: Parts 1-7 
 
      
 
    1. The Return 
 
      
 
    It feels strange to be back here. Walking down the same old streets underneath the canopy of the same arching branches that form a kind of roof above the road, glossy with rain. As though I’ve lived this day a thousand times before. Maybe I will a thousand times again. As though the years between this and the last gloomy October day I was here have vanished completely, like they happened to somebody else. It’s a strange feeling to return to a place you know well and find that nothing has changed. Except maybe you. 
 
    I let myself into my apartment building. The lobby even smelled the same, a mixture of a thousand meals cooked long ago and the glue that holds the carpet down. The elevator door caught slightly before closing behind me, the way it always used to. Still not fixed. I rode a couple of floors to my apartment and stepped inside and felt as though I was putting my old life back on like a familiar item of clothing I had left in the closet for a while. 
 
    The place was spotless. I’ve been lucky with tenants while I was away. No one had done any significant damage. Of course, it helped that I had friends to keep an eye on the place. Friends who could help with the move-ins and moveouts and make sure everything was looked after. I’d rented the place furnished, still filled with everything I owned. And everything was still in its place, as though all the years since I had last been home were just one single day. I half –expected to find the cup I had last been drinking from still half-full on the kitchen countertop where I left it. In fact, the place was spotless. The last tenant earned her damage deposit back; the place was absolutely immaculate. Standing in the middle of the living room, I sighed. It felt good to be home, in a way. Strange, too. Anytime something happens to challenge our regular routines, it forces us to ask ourselves, is this the life I want to be living? And if not, what do I really want? The years I had spent away, working in a foreign country where my only social contacts were work colleagues, had given me plenty of time to think. Now that I had my old life back, I had to face even more keenly the fundamental question of whether it was what I wanted. 
 
    Of course, there was another question burning in my heart. How would things be between us now? For years, my contact with my best friends, Pete and Sarah, had been limited to phone calls and video chats and emails. And technology can be a wonderful stand-in, but nothing compares with face-to-face. I had rejected their offer of a ride home from the airport, telling them I preferred to take a taxi. But I knew I would have to see them sooner rather than later. I wanted to. I did. I had missed them both while I was away, and I was looking forward to socializing with people who weren’t coworkers again. But there was that shadow over everything now. The faint trace of doubt that haunted me every time I thought of them. Whenever we had talked, by whatever means we used over the last couple of years, everything from their end had seemed perfectly normal and natural. I could only hope the same was true of me.  
 
    But it felt different. We never talked about what happened that night, none of us. Maybe it was better that way. But my exile had given me more time to think about it than they probably had. My feelings about it, I suspected, were probably very different from theirs. 
 
    I sat down on the couch. Listless and tired from the long flights, I couldn’t even summon the energy to unpack my things. It could wait. I turned on the TV, hoping to distract myself from the wild thoughts racing through my mind. But they were unstoppable. I was staring through the screen, my mind on other things while some nonsense played out in front of my unseeing eyes. Once again, for the thousandth time since it had happened, I was reliving the last night I had spent with them before I went away. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, fuck off, man!” 
 
    “What can I say? You got no D, Pete. Doesn’t matter how much you score if I can just run up the field and score more. I told you, your defense sucks.”  
 
    Sitting on the sofa beside me, Pete growled in displeasure. The control pad was warm in my hands. We were playing football, and as usual, I was beating him. Maybe if he were telling the story of our never-ending videogame rivalry, he might give you a different view. But this is my story, and I’m telling the truth. I lead the series, no matter what he might say otherwise. 
 
    I could hear the buttons clicking under his thumbs as he launched another attack. His team charged up the field, propelled by a brilliant catch from his wide receiver – not that I would ever tell him that. Instead, I told him he got lucky, that the game mechanics were fundamentally broken in his favor, that it didn’t matter anyway, because he wasn’t going to score. Meanwhile, I devoted everything I had to making sure he didn’t. 
 
    His team were lining up on my 22 when the door opened. We both turned our heads as Sarah stepped into the apartment. Her red hair was tied behind her head in a low-effort bun, kept out of her face while she worked. She wore jeans and a sweatshirt, comfortable clothing for a workplace with no dress code. She worked in one of those creative fields, a graphic designer in an office that didn’t enforce any kind of dress code. She smiled at me as she stepped into the room, and Pete caused the game as I rose to my feet. Sarah was a hugger. And I embraced her as we exchanged greetings.  
 
    My best friend couldn’t have married any better. I had met Sarah shortly after the two of them began dating. I had attended their wedding. I was happy for them both. So often, you meet married couples and wonder why they’re even together. Not with these two. They were so well-suited for one another, his levelheadedness the perfect foil to her more bohemian temperament. They brought out the best in each other. And as I’d gotten to know her over the years, I’d come to like Sarah as much as I liked her husband. 
 
    “How’s the game going?” Sarah asked as we parted our embrace. 
 
    “Your husband’s losing, as usual,” I said, and she laughed.  
 
    “What the hell, Pete?” she said, glancing at the score line on the paused game. “Do you ever win this thing? Sometimes I think you like getting beaten.” 
 
    “It’s like 51 – 49, our wins and losses,” he protested. 
 
    “No way it is,” I argued. “I easily win about 70% of these games.” 
 
    “You wish,” Pete said, while Sarah laughed. She knew as well as we did that we didn’t actually keep score, making the argument essentially unresolvable that was the whole point. As much as we might pretend otherwise, it wasn’t about winning or losing. We gave each other a hard time as though the results of the game really mattered, but the whole point really was to spend time together. Sarah knew that as well as we did, just as she knew that we would never admit it. That a big part of our friendship was based on pretending we didn’t really like each other. 
 
    “Well, I’ll leave you guys to it,” Sarah said, stepping past the TV and heading towards one of the apartment’s two bedrooms. “I have some stuff to work on anyway. Just don’t get too heated out here, okay? It’s not the Super Bowl.” 
 
    “No, it isn’t,” I said. “It’s much more important than that.” 
 
    Sarah laughed again. Stepping into the second bedroom of the apartment, she closed the door behind her. Pete pressed play on the game, and we were right back into the thick of things, my defense making a valiant attempt to keep his attack at bay. Ultimately, it failed. He got a touchdown, and I was sure Pete’s wife could hear from the other room as he mercilessly mocked me for being unable to keep him from scoring. But I gave as good as I got when his kicker missed a field goal, the finicky controls seeing the ball hurtling wide of the upright. He was still behind, and the clock was ticking. 
 
    We played on. The battle on the field raged back-and-forth, possession turning over again and again. But slowly, inexorably, I was lengthening my lead. Pete was scowling at the screen, his face a mask of intense effort as though the outcome really mattered. Still, at one point, a little honesty broke through. 
 
    “We’ll have to find a way to play this remotely while you’re away,” he said, without taking his eyes off the screen. “Gotta keep the series going.” 
 
    “Yeah, totally,” I said. “I’ll take my system to Saudi Arabia with me. I mean, from what I hear, there isn’t a lot to do there anyway. It’s not like you can go to a bar or anything. I’ll probably have a lot of downtime.” 
 
    “It’s still pretty cool though,” he said. “Your company sending you there, I mean. See a totally different world and all that stuff.” 
 
    “Yeah, I guess it is,” I said. “I mean, I wish they’d send me to Thailand or the Bahamas or somewhere instead of Saudi Arabia. But I’m sure it’ll be interesting in its own way. Plus, the money is awesome. I doubt I’m going to have much to spend money on while I’m there, so I should come back with a pretty fat wallet.” 
 
    “Yeah, man. That’s awesome. And me and Sarah can look after your place while you’re away no problem. The two years will just fly by.” 
 
    “I hope so,” I said, still focused on the screen in front of me as though the outcome of the game really mattered. We had talked all this through before, of course. When I first got the offer of the position in Saudi, Pete and Sarah had encouraged me to take it. They said it would be good for my career, and I was sure they were right. Besides, what did I have keeping me here? Them. A couple of other friends. But that was it. No family. No girlfriend. I didn’t have what Pete had, an awesome wife to come home to. Maybe that was part of the reason I spent so much time at their place. There were such good vibes there, an atmosphere of companionship that didn’t exist in my sterile apartment one floor down. Pete and I had only started hanging out because we were neighbors, because we had both bought apartments in the same building at around the same time. But over the years, we had grown together. And I had seen his life get richer in a way that mine, for whatever reason, hadn’t. I was making money, I was moving up in my career, as the trip to Saudi Arabia demonstrated. But there was a hollowness at the heart of it all. A sense of lacking something. And I went on dates. There was a memorable time Sarah had tried to fix me up with a friend of hers that ultimately went nowhere. There were a few other girls, here and there, ranging from single night affairs to multi-month pseudo-relationships. But dating is hard. Finding someone you want to be around every hour of the day can seem virtually impossible sometimes. I was happy that my friend found a woman like Sarah, and happy for both of them that they seemed so happy together. But I had started to think it was never going to happen for me. And moving to Saudi Arabia for a couple of years wasn’t going to help my chances, I suspected. 
 
    The door to the room Sarah was in opened. Absorbed in the game, I didn’t look up immediately. It was only when I heard a loud thump of high-heeled footsteps on the laminate floor that I tore my gaze away from the screen. When I did, I gasped. Looking at my friend’s wife, I momentarily forgot everything else. The game we were playing and the flight I was taking tomorrow, the two years of exile ahead of me – everything. Just by walking into the room, Sarah pushed everything else out of my mind. 
 
    She shone as she walked. Her body was wrapped in black latex that caught the light and threw it back as it clung like a second skin to every curve of her body. I knew she was hot, of course. After all, I’m a healthy man whose eyes work properly. I’d seen her in a bikini on trips to the beach, and I knew that although she rarely dressed to flaunt it, she had a great body. But in this current outfit, there was no way not to notice. There was nowhere to look that was safe.  
 
    The black latex catsuit covered every inch of her from her neck to her toes, yet she looked somehow more exposed than she would have naked. A window cut into the skintight fabric revealed the tops of her breasts in a deep cleavage that was even more noticeable by contrast with the gleaming black rubber that surrounded it. Latex shone on her arms, on her thighs, on her hips, clinging to her butt as she turned on the spot, letting us admire her from every angle. Over it, she wore a black patent leather corset pulled tight around her torso, accentuating the hourglass shape of her body. Plus thigh-high patent leather black boots, the kind of thing you’d expect to see in a sex dungeon, not a living room. It was the sound of the spiky heels of those boots that had first turned my eye toward her. Now, I couldn’t take them away. I didn’t notice whether Pete pressed pause on the game, or whether he was still playing. I didn’t notice anything but her as she stood in front of the TV, striking a pose, one hand on her hip as she smiled at us both. She still had her red hair tied in a bun at the back of her head, leaving nothing to distract from the way her body was displayed by the outfit so tight it looked like she must’ve painted it on. This is my best friend’s wife, I told myself, and one of my very best friends too. And yet desire growled inside me at the sight of her, and I was reminded once again of something I generally tried to forget: just how sexy Sarah actually was. 
 
    “How do I look?” she said, her blue eyes glowing as she stared us both down. I sat on the sofa next to Pete, feeling suddenly intensely uncomfortable. He answered first. 
 
    “Oh my God, babe, you look amazing,” he said, setting down the control pad on the sofa next to him while his wife giggled. “Is that your Halloween outfit?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Sarah grinned. The look on her face told me she had got the reaction she wanted. The reaction she deserved. She really did look amazing, and I readily agreed with Pete. 
 
    “You do look incredible,” I said. 
 
    Sarah’s eyes sparkled she looked at me. 
 
    “I’m glad you like it,” she said. “It was a bitch to get on, so it needs to be worth it.” 
 
    “It definitely is. At least from where I’m sitting,” I said, and Sarah laughed again. Beside me, so did Pete. Evidently, he wasn’t the jealous type. Which was just as well, because clearly, his wife was in the mood to show off. I saw her eyes moving over me as I sat on the couch, a calculating look showing on her face, and I wondered what it meant. I felt uneasy as she lowered her eyes toward the front of my pants. I shifted in my seat, attempting to hide the erection that was growing steadily in my pants at the sight of her. But my movement only drew attention to my predicament. 
 
    “Aw, did I give you a boner, Chris?” Sarah smiled at me. I could feel Pete turning to look at me, but I kept my eyes on her. 
 
    “No,” I instinctively protested, while Sarah laughed. 
 
    “It’s okay if I did,” she said. “I mean, I didn’t get dressed up like this to not turn guys on. Besides, I consider it a compliment. Go on, show of hands. Who has a boner right now?” 
 
    Beside me, Pete raised his hand high into the air. Sheepishly, I raised my own. There was no point denying it. Sarah had already seen right through me. And to my surprise, she raised her own hand too, her palm outward, the wedding ring glittering on her slender finger. 
 
    “Me too,” Sarah said, smiling slyly. “Wearing this is giving me a girl boner, and there’s barely even room for a clit in these pants. I’m probably showing you guys all kinds of camel toe right now, aren’t I?” 
 
    I could barely believe my eyes as Sarah turned one foot outward, her high heels scraping on the floor as she exposed her inner thighs to us. Glancing quickly over at Pete, I saw that he had eyes only for his sexy wife. And Sarah was right. The tightness of her catsuit exposed the shape of her pussy lips through the fabric as we stared, both of us, enraptured by her beauty while she held her hands over her inner thighs, framing her sex with her fingers. 
 
    “You know what just occurred to me, Chris?” she said. Sarah’s voice seemed to come from a long way away as she spoke, and it took an effort for me to focus on what she was saying, distracted as I was by her incredible body. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her pussy and the way it showed through the clinging fabric. One of my best friends, and I could see her sex as I sat on the sofa beside her husband. To say it wasn’t what I had expected when I came over to spend my last night in the country with them would be the greatest understatement of my life. 
 
    “I never got you a going-away present.” 
 
    Sarah stepped toward me she spoke, her high heels echoing on the laminate floor. She seemed to walk with her hips, her pelvis swaying hypnotically from side to side and her thighs shining under the tight rubber that gripped them. I couldn’t believe what was happening as she climbed onto the couch on top of me, her knees denting the cushions at either side of my hips. I felt like I ought to pinch myself to make sure this wasn’t a dream. But the feel of her latex-clad thighs against mine was all too real. And as she sat in my lap, facing me, her gorgeous breasts at eye level and her pleasing weight pressing against the bulge of my pants, I sneaked a glance across my friend sitting beside me. Pete just smiled. He didn’t say one word to stop whatever his wife was up to. 
 
    “I’m guessing girls don’t dress like this in Saudi Arabia,” Sarah said, smiling down at me as she draped her forearms over my shoulders. Her breasts heaved in front of me in the window cut out for them in the tight latex, pressed high on her chest by the corset laced tightly over the provocative outfit. “You won’t be here for Halloween, so you may as well see my costume now,” she said, and it was all I could do not to groan as she moved her hips, teasing my swollen cock through my jeans with the proximity of her pussy. “How long has it been since you last got laid?” 
 
    “A while,” I said, and cleared my throat. This topic of conversation was making me uncomfortable. And I wasn’t sure what I even wanted to happen. Obviously, I wanted her. And she knew that. Even if it wasn’t written all over my face, she could feel my desire throbbing underneath her as she sat on my cock. 
 
    “Must be tough,” she said, smiling teasingly down at me. “I think I’d go crazy if I had to go more than about a week without sex. But who knows what will happen in Saudi Arabia? You might not meet anyone there. It could be years before you’re with a woman again.” 
 
    “I guess it could be,” I said. I didn’t know where any of this was going, but I knew exactly where I wanted it go. And with every fluttering heartbeat, I felt more and more sure that something truly crazy was about to take place. A wild new experience beckoned, brought to life by my beautiful friend, and her husband was doing nothing to stop her. 
 
    “Well, that’s no good,” Sarah said softly. “And since putting this suit on has got me all horny, and you’re clearly pretty turned on right now,” she giggled again as she ground her hips against me, my cock pressing deeper against her latex-covered pussy, “I think we should probably help each other out, don’t you?” 
 
    “Pete,” I said, my voice cracking as I appealed to my friend. But still, I didn’t take my eyes off his wife. 
 
    “Sarah does what she wants, bro,” Pete said. “You know that. Besides, she’d probably be offended if you didn’t take her up on her offer.” 
 
    “That’s right, I would,” Sarah said. “I mean, look how sexy this outfit is. Don’t pretend you don’t want to fuck me right now.” 
 
    “Well yeah, obviously,” I said, making her laugh again. “But you’re my friend. And you’re married to my friend.” 
 
    “And we’ll still be friends,” Sarah smiled. “Just friends who’ve fucked. But you’re going away for a long time. This chance might not come around again. Are you sure you want to pass it up?” 
 
    “No I don’t,” I acknowledged. “I mean, if you’re both okay with it…” 
 
    “Go ahead,” Pete said behind me. And Sarah just smiled. Leaning forward, she kissed me. I felt the softness of her lips against mine, and any resistance I might’ve had to what was happening melted away under her kiss. My cock surged, and I felt the smoothness of her outfit as I held her hips, her body warm and firm yet yielding, reminding me of everything I had missed in the barren months since I was last with anyone. There was no fighting anymore. And apparently no need to fight her. Lifting her lips from mine, Sarah shifted her weight, rising up a little on the couch as she reached down between her legs. There was a zipper down there, and carefully, Sarah pulled it open, her wedding ring shining again on her finger as she exposed her married pussy to me. 
 
    Still sitting back on her knees, she reached for the front of my pants. I moved to help her, but she playfully slapped my hands away, her pretty blue eyes flashing all the while. Clearly, she wanted to be completely in control of the situation. I knew better than to argue. Instead, I let her open my jeans and reach inside, her hand running over my cock as she carefully extracted it from my clothing. I had never thought of Sarah like this. At least, I had tried not to. I knew she was attractive, but I tried not to think of her that way. Now, there was no other way to think of her. My desire soared as I felt her hand against my manhood, lifting it out into the light. Holding my shaft, she smiled at me again, and slowly lowered herself down onto my cock. 
 
    I heard her moan deep in her throat has my erection slid inside her. I could hardly believe how wet she felt, how easily she impaled herself on me. She hadn’t been lying when she said wearing the suit turned her on. As her juices flowed over my skin, I could tell that Pete’s wife was in a state of wild desire that made even the most outrageous ideas seem acceptable. And I was the lucky recipient of her sexual energy instead of her husband. 
 
    Her eyelids fluttered as she closed them momentarily. When she opened them again, a slow smile spread across her face. She draped her arms around my neck again, her breasts heaving as she moaned softly. The latex shone on her thighs as she began to move up and down, and I groaned too, feeling the tightness of her pussy around my surging shaft as she rode me right there on the couch in front of her husband. 
 
    “Who won the game?” she suddenly said in a voice that now dripped with sexual pleasure. 
 
    “Chris was ahead when you came out,” Pete said beside me. 
 
    “Good. So I get to fuck a winner. I like that. Pussy is for winners. Remember that next time you play.” 
 
    But I was never going to forget that night. Sarah knew it as well as I did. As she rode up and down on top of me, her moans and cries of pleasure grew steadily louder. My pleasure soared along with hers. As she arched her back, throwing back her head, gripping my neck for balance, I felt her sex spasming around mine, and I knew she had cum. And Pete sat silent beside us, watching his wife orgasm on top of me, watching her fucking me more and more aggressively, her breasts bouncing and swelling in the window that exposed her cleavage in front of my astonished face. 
 
    As my own pleasure swelled, I gripped her tight, wrapping my arms around her tiny waist and pulling her against me. My cock exploded inside her, leaving me breathless beneath her, and she moaned in pleasure as she felt me cum. After a moment, I felt her kiss my neck. I turned my face toward hers, and our lips met again. Her kiss was more tender this time, no longer crackling with sexual passion but instead glowing with its residue. 
 
    “Have a good trip, Chris,” she whispered to me. 
 
      
 
    I woke with a snort. The TV was still blaring inane garbage at me as I lifted my head from the couch. I must’ve fallen asleep. A long day of travel had worn me out, and I had fallen asleep thinking about what happened almost exactly two years earlier, last time I saw my friends in person. 
 
    The sky outside had grown dark. My apartment was lit only by the TV and the light that streamed in from the streetlight outside. Rising to my feet, I turned on a lamp. My cock was raging in my pants. I couldn’t remember what I had been dreaming of, but it didn’t take a genius to guess. Falling asleep thinking of Sarah as I had done so many times over the last couple of years, was guaranteed to make my dreams revolve around sex. 
 
    They would both be home by now. Nervousness made my stomach convulse as I reached for my phone. Sure enough, I had a text from Pete, asking if I was back yet. I replied quickly, then sat back down on the sofa, my heart beating dully inside my chest. Soon, an answer came back. Just as I knew it would. 
 
    Come over if you like. Me and Sarah would love to see you. 
 
    I took a deep breath, trying to steady myself. This was exactly what I had been hoping for. Exactly what I had been afraid of. The thing I had been thinking of almost constantly for the last couple of years was now right in front of me. I was going to have to face them sooner or later. May as well get it over with. 
 
    I stood. Slipping my phone in my pocket, I stepped out of the front door of my apartment and headed for the stairs, taking the short walk up to where my friends lived. There was no way of knowing what waited for me up there. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    2. Sharing Her 
 
      
 
    Pete answered the door to my knock. As I stepped inside his apartment, he embraced me in a big bear hug. We weren’t usually affectionate guys, me and him. But after all, it had been two years since we were last in the same city. I hugged him back, feeling the warm glow of friendship washing over me and doing at least a little to calm my nerves. But as he released me, I looked across his apartment to see Sarah smiling at me from the couch, and my nerves instantly returned. 
 
    She looked good. She wore a dress, a red dress patterned with vibrant yellow flowers that fled out from her hips as she rose from the couch and hurried toward me. She wrapped her arms around me, and I smelled the smell of her perfume and felt the warmth of her body, and a surprising wave of guilt washed over me. Even though Pete had consented completely to everything that happened between us that night two years earlier, I still felt weird about her. I still didn’t understand how he was okay with it, how he had no problem seeing his best friend fuck his wife right in front of him. And as we had never talked about it since, I hadn’t come to understand it any better, no matter how many times I thought of it over the last couple of years in Saudi Arabia. Which was a lot.  
 
    Out there, I had no female companionship. I’ve been through some dry spells over the course of my life, but none like that. It’s not like you can go to a bar and meet women there. It’s not like you can online date. My coworkers were exclusively male, which didn’t surprise me. If I were a woman, I’d think twice about visiting a country like that too. And so, just as Sarah had predicted, I had been alone the entire time. The last woman I had slept with was her. And my sexual thoughts had come to revolve around her more and more as the years of loneliness went by. My best friend’s wife had become my go-to fantasy girl, and I replayed that wild night and the image of her in her sexy latex catsuit over and over in my moments of solitary passion, the image of her that was engraved in my brain. So seeing her now felt almost like seeing a fantasy come to life. I was only glad that our embrace ended before she could feel the growing erection her touch had inspired. At least, I hoped so. 
 
    “It’s so good to see you!” She beamed, the white teeth showing between her lips painted red to match her dress. Her hair was still red too, a vibrant bottle-red that wasn’t trying to pretend to be natural. It hung loose around her shoulders, framing her pretty face as she smiled up at me. My heart throbbed embarrassingly as I wondered if she had dressed up for me. 
 
    “How was Saudi Arabia?” She asked. Her dress whirled around her as she made her way back to the sofa, and I followed along with Pete. Sarah sat down in the middle of the couch, and I took a seat beside her. Pete stepped past his wife and sat down at the far end. She crossed her long legs, adjusting the pretty dress as she did it. I tried to make my eyes behave, but they were drawn helplessly to every movement of her body, and I wondered if she could tell how badly I wanted her. 
 
    “Hot,” I said, and Sarah laughed. It wasn’t like they didn’t know what life had been like for me out there. The three of us had kept in regular touch. The only things we hadn’t talked about were those things you can’t say over the phone or over a patchy video call. Things that come too near to the heart to be exposed to the vagaries of technology. I didn’t know how to say it, to her and to him. I wasn’t sure I wanted to. The friendship the three of us shared meant the world to me, even more after my time away. The last thing I wanted was to jeopardize that in any way. But I wanted her so badly. I wanted her in a way that bent all my thoughts toward her, imprisoning me in a ring of steel with my beautiful friend at its absolute center. 
 
    “Did you meet anyone over there?” Sarah asked with a smile. 
 
    “Like women, you mean? God no. Women aren’t even allowed out of the house over there. It’s not like there’s bars you can go to. Not my kind of place, to be honest.” 
 
    “Mine neither,” Sarah said, shaking her head as a faint frown showed on her face. “Kind of  puts things in perspective though, doesn’t it? Makes you realize what you have.” 
 
    “I guess so,” I replied. “I’d definitely rather be here than there, even with all the money they were paying me. It’s good to be back. It’s good to see you guys again. Thanks for taking such good care of my apartment while I was away.” 
 
    “No problem,” Sarah said, as Pete murmured his agreement behind her. When she gently laid a hand on my knee, I felt like my heart missed a beat. It was ridiculous to read too much into it, I told myself. Sarah had always been that way, always a touchy-feely person. It didn’t mean anything. But I wanted it to mean something so badly that it took a great effort not to get excited by such an innocent gesture on her part. As though I lived and died by her words and glances and touch, this wild woman who was married to my best friend. 
 
    “So you must be pretty backed up, huh?” Sarah said. Her eyes flashed as she grinned at me, but I didn’t immediately take her meaning. Or maybe I was trying not to. Trying not to assume what I wanted most was exactly what she was offering. I didn’t want to jump to any conclusions as far as she was concerned. 
 
    “You must be horny, I mean,” Sarah said, looking me right in the eyes and still smiling that seductive smile. “I mean, two years without sex? I can’t even imagine that. Pete here makes sure I have at least two or three good solid orgasms a week. More, if we can find the time. Isn’t that right, babe?” 
 
    “I do my best,” Pete said. Sarah laughed, a laugh that seemed a little wilder to me than his weak joke required. Lifting her hand off my knee, she turned her attention toward her husband. I looked away as she leaned toward him, and he leaned toward her, the two of them kissing passionately. It seemed like a strangely intimate moment I didn’t particularly want to be a part of. Besides, I’m not Pete. I didn’t especially want to see the woman I had spent the last two years lusting over making out with another guy, even if she was married to him. 
 
    “You do more than that,” Sarah murmured affectionately, her forehead pressed against her husband’s. “You make me so happy. I love you.” 
 
    “I love you too,” Pete said. And while I sat there on the end of the couch, pretending I couldn’t see and hear this exchange of affection, Sarah turned toward me again. 
 
    “Two years. Must be rough. Honestly, I kind of feel sorry for the first girl you get with. You’re probably going to shoot your load real quick, aren’t you?” 
 
    For a moment, I stared at her in astonishment while she grinned at me. She had never been exactly shy. But I didn’t remember her being quite this forward in the past. And again, I told myself, what was the use in us being coy around each other anymore? We had had sex right there on that sofa, right where I was currently sitting, and my cock was raging again in my pants as I looked at her. I desperately hoped she couldn’t see the red blush I could feel burning on my cheeks. But as her blue eyes studied my face, she seemed to be enjoying my surprise and embarrassment. I guess that was the whole point all along. 
 
    “I don’t know about that,” I mumbled weakly. 
 
    “It’s nothing to be embarrassed about,” Sarah said, again resting her maddening hand on my knee. “A girl can tell when a guy hasn’t had any in a while. But it’s okay. Knowing how to deal with guys coming to quick is just something a girl picks up over the years. I mean, honestly, you all cum a bit too quick as far as I’m concerned. You do your best, but that’s the reality. Still, a smart girl noses ways around that.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” I said, shaking my head and grinning in spite of myself. Sarah laughed. 
 
    “I don’t know,” she said, lifting her hand from my knee to sweep her red hair back from her face. “It just feels weird to see you again like this. I mean, I guess we never talked about what happened last time you were here. At least, you and I didn’t. Me and Pete have talked about it a lot.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said, looking at Sarah sitting pretty beside me. “I mean, that was pretty nuts.” 
 
    “It was awesome,” Sarah said. “That outfit just – does something to me. And clearly, it does something to you boys as well. You really liked it, didn’t you?” 
 
    “I loved it,” I said truthfully. “I’ll be honest. I thought about you a lot while I was away. That night was – incredible.” 
 
    “Well, Halloween is coming up again,” Sarah said with a smile. “Maybe I’ll wear it again.” 
 
    “Seriously? I would love that,” Pete said on the other side of his wife. Sarah turned toward him, giggling as she playfully slapped his leg. 
 
    “I know you would, you little perv,” she laughed. “But I was talking to our guest. I was thinking maybe I could give him something to welcome him home.” 
 
    “Uh oh,” Pete said. But his tone sounded anything but worried. He was still smiling at his wife, still evidently happy with where things were going. I wondered if they had this all planned out between them, and if I was just a puppet in some strange kinky game. Not that that was the worst thought in the world. My heart hammered in my chest as I thought of a repeat of that memorable night. After everything happened and we never spoke about it again, I had started to think that maybe they regretted it. Maybe it would stay as an unspoken unacknowledged thing between us, a regrettable incident we would never talk about together. Clearly, that wasn’t the case. I certainly didn’t regret it. It seemed neither did this kinky married couple. 
 
    “That’s right, uh oh,” Sarah laughed, still talking to Pete. “You know how I get when and idea grabs hold of me. If you want to see me all dressed up in that outfit again, you should probably just go along with it.” 
 
    “Okay,” Pete said. Again, I found myself struggling to believe that he was okay with all this. If Sarah had been my wife, I doubted I would have felt the same way. I would’ve wanted to keep her all to myself. But I wasn’t about to protest my friend’s generosity. Not when his wife turned those big blue eyes on me.  
 
    “What do you say, Chris?” she said. “You want me to give you a welcome home present?” 
 
    “Yeah I do,” I said without hesitation. Sarah’s smile grew wider at my response. 
 
    “That’s what I like to hear,” she said. “God, knowing you two both want me is such a turn-on. But I’m not going to fuck you. Not yet. We have to get that first load out of you before you’re ready for sex with a woman again. We can’t have you coming too quick and ruining things, can we?” 
 
    “No,” I said, my clumsy lips tripping over the word, making Sarah laughed again. In that moment, I would say just about anything, and she clearly knew it. Leaning toward me again, she kissed me on the lips, and I kissed her back, desire rising and swelling inside me all the time. Her hand moved over the front of my parents, tracing the shape of my swollen cock and making it swell even more as she toyed with it. 
 
    Still kissing me, Sarah began to unfastened my pants. Again, just as I had two years earlier, I had the strange sensation of stepping into a dream. I had been thinking of this reunion for 24 months, but even in my wildest fantasies, it hadn’t looked anything like this. Probably, I had told myself, we would go back to being friends, as though nothing had happened. Maybe, one day far in the future, Sarah and I might fool around again. I had never imagined she would be this aggressive this soon, and that Pete would be completely okay with it. But there was no way I was going to question any of it. It was a return home I had barely allowed myself to dream of, and now was happening. 
 
    Sarah’s thighs felt soft and warm as I slid my hand up under her dress. She shifted on the sofa beside me, taking my cock in her hand. As my hand reached upward, she began stroking me, and I moaned against her lips. I felt her smile. My hand crept over the rounded muscle of her thigh, and she parted her legs to give me access. My fingers ran over the fabric of her panties, tracing the shape of her pussy through the material. Now it was her turn to moan, and her hand moved faster on my cock. Pleasure swelled inside me. Sarah wasn’t wrong. After two years without female touch, I was primed to explode. I tried to hold back, tried to prove her wrong. Still, her hand moved skillfully over my manhood, expertly manipulating me until I was panting and groaning against her warm mouth. Even as I slipped my fingers underneath her panties, searching out the wet warmth of her sex, I couldn’t hold back anymore. I came, my cock exploding in my friend’s hand, and I heard her chuckle in pleasure as she held my shaft throbbing between her fingers. She kept on stroking, nursing my spurting cum out of my balls until I fell back against the sofa, panting in relief. And she sat up, her hands on her thighs and her eyes shining as she looked down at me. 
 
    “There,” she said, casually adjusting her dress as it fanned out across her legs.” It’s important to get that first one out of the way. And maybe now you’ll last long enough to actually fuck a woman properly.” 
 
    “I can’t believe this,” I said, shaking my head. Now that my pleasure had come and gone, the full wildness of what was happening here crashed over me like a wave. My two best friends in all the world, and now they had become something else. Something more. I didn’t know exactly what was going on here, or the multitude of forces that were made her want to play these games and made him willing to play along. All I knew was that I wanted this. I wanted her, and if this was what worked for her, I was fine with it. My cock sat limp on my thigh, drained by her skillful hand, but desire still burned inside me as I stared at her, the vision of pretty femininity that I hadn’t seen for a long time. 
 
    “God, I’m so turned on right now,” Sarah said. “I think I need an orgasm right now, honey. I just made your best friend cum right in front of you, and now I need you inside me.” 
 
    She was talking to Pete. And I watched, overcome with pleasure and disbelief, as she turned on the couch, moving toward him. He spread his arms to receive her, and she climbed on top of him, her dress fanning out around them both. Reaching down underneath it, I watched her pull off her panties and hurl them to the living room floor. It was like I wasn’t even there anymore, like this was a moment just between the two of them. Sitting in my friend’s lap, Sarah reached down and unfastened his pants. He held her by the hips as she guided his cock inside her, and I watched her groan in pleasure. My attention was all on her, like I was watching porn and ignoring the guys fucking the women I desired. I was entranced by her, amazed by her creative mind and erotic power, as though a sleeping house cat had suddenly revealed itself to be a snarling tiger. It was incredible. And as she bounced up and down on top of her husband, her movements becoming wilder as her pleasure swelled, I felt my desire only growing. Soon, my cock twitched against my thigh, struggling to harden again. And even though I felt I was seeing something I shouldn’t, that I should make my excuses and leave the two of them alone, I didn’t. I watched the gorgeous sight of Sarah getting fucked, giving into pleasure until an orgasm tore through her beautiful body, making her throw back her head and scream in pleasure. 
 
    Pete grunted and gasped underneath her. Sarah barely gave herself time to recover from one orgasm until she was chasing another. She leaned forward, her red hair hanging down around her face, her eyes locked on her husband’s as she rode him. Her eyes were on fire now, her whole being devoted to pleasure, her normally sweet disposition completely absorbed in this wild new persona. At least, new to me. I found myself wondering what other games this couple had played, how long they had been exploring the wilder side of desire. I barely noticed that my hand had closed around my now erect cock and had started to stroke until I felt the pleasure surging inside me again. My cheeks prickled with shame to know I was jerking off while watching my friends have sex. But it wasn’t enough to stop me doing it. 
 
    “Oh fuck!” 
 
    Sarah snarled and gasped, her voice torn with pleasure and desire. Underneath her, Pete’s body stiffened. I heard him moan as he came, spurting his orgasm deep inside her beautiful body. As his climax came and went, she slowed her movements, still shifting on top of him with her dress covering them both. He stared up her her with an expression of amazement on his face, completely enraptured by her beauty and sex appeal. Just like I was. 
 
    “See? Boys cum too quick,” Sarah said, shaking her head. “That’s why I’m glad Chris is back. Maybe between the two of you, you can actually satisfy a girl like me.” 
 
    Pete moaned again, a quiet moan of diminishing pleasure as he stared up at his wife. And Sarah turned her burning eyes on me. 
 
    “Oh look,” she said, laughing as she spoke. “Your buddy’s hard again from watching us fuck. That’s handy.” 
 
    My cock still throbbing in my hand, I watched as Sarah climbed off her husband. Pete gazed over at me with glassy eyes, just for second, his mouth open in satiated astonishment. But he didn’t say a word. He didn’t even try to protest as Sarah crawled across the couch toward me, and my heart beat harder in my chest with every inch she got closer to me. 
 
    “Let’s see if you do any better,” Sarah said. Kneeling on the couch between us, she reached behind her back and unzipped her dress. I watched her lift it off over her head, shaking her red hair loose of the fabric before she swept it aside. Her bra followed, and I saw her nipples puckered with desire rising from the soft mounds of flesh as she breathed. It was the first time I had seen her completely naked, and my eyes started a primal dance over her body, drinking in her extravagant beauty while she smiled at me. Then, she shifted on the cushion, sliding her legs out from underneath her and sitting down. Turning toward me, she lay back until her head was in her husband’s lap. But she was looking at me. She spread her legs, and I moved on the sofa too. Quickly, I pulled off my shirt and shed my jeans. My cock was rock hard again, ready for her, and she smiled at me as I climbed on top of her, trying to pretend her husband wasn’t right there watching us. 
 
    “That’s it, Chris,” Sarah grinned. “Go ahead and fuck me.” 
 
    I didn’t hesitate. Even though I could feel the sheer strangeness of the situation hammering away in my brain, I pushed it aside. Desire and pleasure were all that mattered. Kneeling between Sarah’s thighs, I slid my cock inside her, and heard her moan in pleasure. Her pussy was wet and dripping and yielded instantly to my invading manhood, and I tried to forget that Pete had just had an orgasm inside her. Sarah bent her knees, hooking her legs behind my back, and I slid my cock in and out of her, kneeling upright on the couch as I did so. She closed her eyes, lying back on her husband’s thighs as though they were a pillow. I watched in astonishment as she reached one blind hand out and took hold of his cock. Moaning steadily as I fucked her, she began to stroke it. And before long, I could see that Pete was growing hard in her hand again. I tried to ignore it. But the sight of her lying there, moaning in pleasure while I fucked her and she stroked another man’s cock, only made my desire grow. She looked like a wanton sex goddess, an unbelievable slut who cared solely about pleasure. She looked amazing. And I panted and groaned as I went on fucking her, making the sofa creak and groan under our combined weight as I drove my cock deep inside her. 
 
    Sarah was right in her way. The orgasms she had already given me help keep the next one at bay. My stamina was much better this time, and I heard her howling and screaming in unbelievable pleasure as I continued to pound her into the couch. At the same time, her eyes still closed, she reached upward with her mouth to take Pete’s now-hard cock between her lips. Her moans and cries of pleasure were only partly muffled by his member in her mouth. With her free hand, I watched her grabbing one of her bouncing breasts, tugging at the nipple as she gave herself over completely to pleasure. 
 
    I felt her cum. I felt the unmistakable tightening of her pussy around my cock, her juices flowing out of her as a powerful orgasm shook her. Pete’s hard cock popped out of her mouth, shining with her saliva as she howled her bliss at the ceiling. I grunted as I felt her pussy tighten around me, tugging on my cock and almost pulling another orgasm right out of me. But I held back. And as her climax passed, I started fucking her again. She moaned even louder this time, abandoning herself to pleasure, surrendering to me completely. Meanwhile, Pete shifted on the sofa, hungry again for pleasure of his own. He guided his cock down toward her mouth again, and Sarah sucked on it willingly, giving and receiving pleasure in equal measure as she lay between us both. 
 
    I snarled like an animal as I felt my orgasm rising. There was no longer any need to hold it back. Sarah lay between us gasping and trembling, fully fucked, and I was more than ready for my own release. With a growl, I exploded inside her, and she gave a long moan that made Pete grunt as he felt her lips move against his sensitive cock. I spurted my cum inside her, the first sex I had had in two years, and despite the orgasm she had given me earlier, I could tell I had deposited a huge load deep in her well-used pussy. 
 
    With a sigh, I pulled out. Naked and limp at last, I flopped back against the end of the sofa. Sarah’s pussy shone between her parted legs, dripping with the combined semen of me and her husband. And she didn’t miss a beat. Rolling over onto her side, she turned her head in Pete’s lap and took him more deeply into her mouth. Rapidly, she moved her head back-and-forth. With his cock between her lips, I saw her eyes move from time to time to look down at me, watching me watching her. Before long, he came in her mouth. As he sighed in pleasure, I watched her swallow, taking every drop of him into her body as though reluctant to waste any of it. At last, when she lifted her head from his lap, she smiled up at him, and he gazed down at her with an expression of wonder on his face. 
 
    Sarah sat up. Her naked body was shining with sweat as she slumped back against the couch cushions between us. I could see the tiny tremors that raced through her body as she clamped her thighs together, gripping them with her hands as she sighed with pleasure. Her red hair clung to the couch cushion as she turned to smile at me, her teeth shining against her lower lip. 
 
    “I hope you don’t mind my husband’s sloppy seconds,” she said. “I have to say, between the two of you, I actually feel properly satisfied for once.” Still smiling, she turned her head to address her husband. “Maybe that’s all we needed, honey,” she said. “Maybe a girl like me just needs two guys at a time to really please her. That’s okay, isn’t it?” 
 
    “That’s fine,” Pete smiled at his wife. I could barely believe what I was hearing. I had known the guy for years, but I had never imagined he would be into something like this. Then again, I never imagined I would be either. And yet, as Sarah sat shining between us, her face radiating the deep physical pleasure she felt from our adventure, I couldn’t deny the appeal. I couldn’t deny how sexy what had just happened was, even if it was unlike anything else I had experienced in my life. 
 
    “You boys,” Sarah said, shaking her head and smiling indulgently. “I guess you have your uses. Even if you do need to team up to really make me cum. God, now Chris’s back, we can have so much fun together. This is going to be amazing.” 
 
    Again, she turned her head to smile at me. I smiled back. I had no idea what was going on in that beautiful head of hers. I had no idea what strange plans she might be concocting. All I knew was that she was radiantly beautiful and deeply sexy. And if this was how I could have her, to be part of the sex life she already shared with her husband, I could live with that. 
 
    

  

 
   
    3. Winner Takes All 
 
      
 
    “I still don’t get why you’re okay with this.” 
 
    Sitting beside me on the sofa, Pete shrugged. 
 
    “Because it’s hot,” he said, a matter-of-fact tone to his voice. “I know it’s a bit weird. But honestly, it’s not that weird. Lots of guys want to see their wife get fucked. It’s kind of like watching porn. Except she’s the star of it.” 
 
    I frowned at the TV in front of us. Easier than looking him in the eye. There was a vague kind of sense to what he was saying, I supposed. But not much. We spoke in low voices, painfully conscious of the fact that his wife was in the next room. Up to something, knowing Sarah. Neither of us knew what. But we both hoped for the same thing, that she would be in the mood to play again. I had thought of Sarah a lot during my two years out of the country. But that was nothing compared to how much I had thought of her since I came back. I couldn’t get her off my mind. I couldn’t forget how strange and wild and thrilling it had been to have sex with her right in front of her husband. What a sexy slut she had turned out to be, after all the years I had known her. She was incredible. And the minute I had come round to the apartment again, I had sensed a new energy in the air. Not long after I sat down, Sarah had excused herself to go to the other room and closed the door behind her. My heart beat steadily as I wondered what she was up to in there. 
 
    But tradition has its own gravity. For lack of anything else to do, and perhaps to bring some semblance of normality to what was undoubtedly a deeply strange situation, Pete had switched on his console and we had started playing football, the way we always did. The way we used to do. As though nothing had changed. As though the three of us being involved in some strange sexual relationship was the most normal thing in the world. 
 
    “I don’t know if I could handle it,” I said, my fingers flying over the buttons of the control pad as I attempted a long pass from deep in my own half of the field. “If she was my wife, I mean.” 
 
    “Yeah, but she’s not,” Pete said tonelessly, without taking his eyes off the screen. “She’s mine. And the way I see it, there’s love, and then there’s sex. Sometimes, you have sex with someone you love. And sometimes, you have sex with someone you don’t love. They’re not the same thing at all.” 
 
    “Yeah, I guess,” I said. 
 
    “So long as she doesn’t fall in love with you, I don’t care about you guys having sex. It’s just fun, that’s all.” 
 
    “What if she does fall in love with me?” 
 
    Finally, Pete turned his head toward me, tearing his eyes away from the screen where his offensive line was dangerously close to a touchdown. He smiled just a little before turning his attention back to the screen. 
 
    “I’m not worried about that,” he said smugly. 
 
    “What’s that supposed to mean?” I asked. But Pete didn’t answer. Instead, he sat forward in his chair, hunching over the control pad in his hands as he snapped the ball. My defense scrambled to block his receivers as the ball arced over the line of scrimmage. I bashed  the buttons frantically, trying to make my defender leap and block the ball. But I mistimed my jump, and watched his receiver catch the ball and hurl it to the ground, breaking into a preprogrammed victory dance while the simulated crowd went wild. 
 
    “Who’s winning?” 
 
    Momentarily absorbed in the intensity of the game, neither of us had noticed the door of the bedroom opening, even though it was what we had been waiting for all this time. Sarah stepped out into the living room, and it was all I could do not to gasp at the sight of her. She was wearing that outfit again, the black latex catsuit that clung to her every curve and reflected the light back from the swell of her breasts and her hips and her thighs, somehow more revealing than if she had been completely naked. I felt a deep inner groan of desire as I looked at her, my cock swelling almost immediately. The deep cleavage that showed in the cutout window of the catsuit drew my eye inevitably toward it, but there was so much to look at.  
 
    Sarah’s hips swayed she strutted forward on the dangerous high heels of her thigh high leather boots, her hourglass figure exaggerated to insane proportions by the leather corset she wore over the top of the catsuit. Her bright red hair was loose this time, falling softly around her shoulders and adding a feminine softness to her otherwise severe look. In other words, she looked magnificent. And even though I had thought about her in this outfit over and over again, feeling as though I had memorized every detail in my head, it bowled me over all over again. To see her like this, looking like an absolute sex goddess, was enough to make me dizzy as I sat on the sofa beside her husband. I knew she was having the same effect on him. The videogame played by itself for a while as we both ignored it, both staring up at her with eager lust. And Sarah loved every minute of it. In the center of the living room, she posed and preened, enjoying our mute adoration. She turned on the spot, letting us study every angle of her body. The tight latex catsuit shone on her gorgeous ass, its firm roundness driving me wild with desire. 
 
    Sometimes, when Sarah wasn’t around, I could tell myself that this was all too much. That yes, it had been fun, but it was just too weird to be this involved in the sex life of my friends. That really, the sensible, rational thing to do was to put a stop to it. To tell her and Pete that enough was enough and that we should go back to being friends like normal people. But seeing his wife like this swept all of that away. Once again, I knew in a heartbeat that I would do just about anything to have a woman who looked like her, who moved like her, who smiled and laughed and exuded bright confidence like her. No price seemed too high to pay. I understood that better than any explanation Pete had given for his lack of jealousy about what his wife did. 
 
    “Look at you two,” Sarah giggled, turning to face us again as her breasts bounced in the latex catsuit. “It’s like you’ve been struck dumb. I asked you a question. Who’s winning the game?” 
 
    “I am,” Pete said in a hollow voice, his eyes locked on his sexy wife as she smiled at us.  
 
    “Good,” Sarah purred. “Wanna make things more interesting? You both know how horny I get when I put this outfit on. And as much fun as it is to tease you both, I didn’t put it on just to be looked at. So whoever wins this game gets to fuck me.” 
 
    “Oh my God,” I gasped involuntarily, and Sarah smiled at me. 
 
    “I thought you’d like that,” she grinned. “But that’s not all. I think there needs to be punishment as well as reward. So the loser is going to be punished. First of all, he’s going to have to watch the winner fuck me. And then, I’ll probably come up with something else to make you suffer.” 
 
    “You’re fucking crazy,” I said, shaking my head, with only a smile to soften my words. But neither Sarah nor her husband seemed to take any offense. 
 
    “You love it, you little perv,” Sarah grinned. “Right now, it looks like you’re the one who’s going to be punished. You’d better start playing a little better if you want to fuck me.” 
 
    With that, Sarah stepped forward. I couldn’t take my eyes off her and the hypnotic sway of her hips as she approached the couch. But on-screen, the game had started again. And now I desperately wanted to win. Now, our game that had always been purely friendly, with neither of us keeping any real score, had become suddenly serious. I could hear the plastic of the control pad creaking in Pete’s hands as he resumed playing. I was forced to divide my attention between beautiful Sarah and the screen in front of me as I tried to make up my points deficit. 
 
    She sat down on the sofa beside me. I felt her weight on the cushion between us, the clinging latex of her catsuit creaking along with the leather of her boots as she crossed her legs. I had the ball now, but Pete’s team were mounting a dogged defense, tackling my receiver before he could reach the line that marked first down. I felt as though I could see Sarah with some strange unnamed sense that had nothing to do with my eyes that were locked on the TV. My cock throbbed between my legs, and desire crackled up and down my spine like electricity, and nothing seemed more important than winning the game and having her. It wasn’t the threat of punishment that motivated me, even though that hung at the back of my mind, making me curious about just how far this woman would go. No, it was the promise of reward that motivated me, and I bent over the control pad just as intensely as Pete did, pushing my team on as I focused everything I had on the game. I cried out in delight as my quarterback completed a high-risk pass, sending the ball hurtling a solid 20 yards down the field to make first down. As our teams lined up in front of one another again, I took a deep breath, trying to calm my nerves. 
 
    I almost jumped out of my seat when I felt Sarah’s hand on my leg. In my peripheral vision, I could see her smiling at me, her face turned toward me, ignoring her husband for now. I had no idea if Pete, over on the other side of the sofa, knew what she was doing. But I certainly did. As her hand slid slowly up my thigh, my cock swelled even more desperately, and desire spread through my mind, pushing away everything else. This time, my catcher fumbled the ball, sending us back to the original line. 
 
    “That’s not fair,” I said. Sarah’s hand was sitting higher my thigh now, mere inches from my throbbing cock. 
 
    “Who said it has to be fair?” Sarah smiled beautifully. “That’s what’s so fun about all this. The fact that I can do what I like and get away with anything when I look like this. I have the pussy, so I make the rules. You better concentrate. Unless maybe you want me to punish you?” 
 
    Sarah’s voice dripped with seduction as she spoke, and she leaned on the word punished, drawing it out in a breathy voice. I tried to stay calm, but I was vibrating to her touch. No, I didn’t want to be punished. I wasn’t that kinky. But there was something undeniably sexy about the way she was talking. The way she was behaving, as though she had every right to dole out punishments and rewards to us, and we had no choice but to accept them. The fleeting remnants of my pride wanted to argue with her, to deny what she was saying. But I couldn’t. It was true. Beauty has its prerogatives, and Sarah seemed painfully aware of them. She could get away with just about anything, and she knew it. 
 
    This time, I faked a pass and sent my quarterback charging through Pete’s defensive line. I twisted the tiny joystick this way and that, trying to dance past offenders. But he tackled me just short of the line, and now it was third down. He was already ahead by seven points, and the clock was ticking. I needed to make this drive count. 
 
    “Oh, come on!” I protested. Turning my face from the screen, I stared angrily at Sarah. She just smiled at me, her white teeth shining between red lips that matched her hair as she shrugged to make her boobs bounce in the cut-out window of her latex catsuit.  
 
    “What?” She said. As if she didn’t know. As if she wasn’t aware that her hand had crept over to the noticeable bulge in my pants and was now manipulating my cock through the fabric. Pleasure soared inside me, and my desire roared like a fire she had poured gasoline on to. And even while she smiled innocently at me, Sarah kept playing with my cock right there on the couch. 
 
    “Is this distracting you?” She giggled. 
 
    “Obviously,” I said. Still smiling, Sarah leaned forward. A tremor of shock raced through me as I felt her lips against mine, tasting her lipstick as she kissed me and I clumsily kissed her back. She was still smiling with delight as she lifted her lips away again, biting her lower lip as her eyes flickered over my face. 
 
    “Well, good,” she said in a soft voice. “I really want to fuck my husband. But even more than that, I want you to watch it. And I feel like punishing you too. I don’t know why. But that’s the point. I can do whatever I want with you boys, can’t I? I’m going to train you both to be good little servants, and you’re going to let me because you want me so fucking badly.” 
 
    “Jesus,” I gasped under my breath. Sarah had always been such a sweet and friendly girl. And she still was, I supposed, when she wasn’t playing the sexy seductress. Lately, I was seeing that side of her more and more. As much as I loved it, it took some getting used to. It was still jarring to me to hear her talk that way, to be reminded just how far we had already gone down this strange road. And even though it lit a fire between my legs, even though it made me long for her beautiful body desperately, I still wasn’t accustomed to it. 
 
    On-screen, the whistle blew. Tearing my gaze away from sexy Sarah, I glared at the screen. While she was distracting me, I hadn’t noticed the play had started again, and Pete had sacked my quarterback. 
 
    “Hey, that’s not fair,” I said, my voice cracking slightly as Sarah playfully squeezed my cock through my pants. I knew I should push her hand away, that I should focus on the game that she seemed so intent on rigging. But I didn’t, and it didn’t take a genius to figure out why. I was enjoying the feel of her hand on my manhood too much, even though I knew it was going to cost me some untold price. Sarah was right. Looking like she did, she could get away with just about anything. And clearly, she intended to use that fact to full advantage. 
 
    “Then you should’ve kept your eye on the game instead of perving on my wife,” Pete said calmly. Sitting as he was on the other side of Sarah, I couldn’t see him. I could only hear him. Once again, I was struck by how calm he seemed about all this. Not only did he not seem disturbed by his wife’s behavior, but he didn’t even seem all that excited by it either. He acted like it was the most normal thing in the world, as though we had been playing this strange game for years. Sometimes, it felt like I was the only one who found anything unusual about this wild situation. 
 
    “Don’t worry, babe,” Sarah said, turning her head from moment and smiling at her husband over her shoulder while she continued manipulating my cock. “I’ll make sure he pays for it.” 
 
    I gulped nervously. It was my last chance to get some points on the board and keep the game competitive. One last throw to keep me in it. But I didn’t like my chances. My confidence was shaken, and as our teams lined up facing one another, Sarah turned back to me, increasing her efforts to distract me. As I snapped the ball, she gripped my manhood harder, and I felt the slight pressure of her fingernails through the denim of my jeans. I groaned in desperate desire, and the ball went sailing over the head of my receiver, tumbling across the grass as possession turned over to Pete. 
 
    “Oh no,” Sarah laughed, still stroking my throbbing cock through my pants. “Looks like you’re in trouble now, Chris. If Pete doesn’t fuck this up, you’re going to have to watch him fucking me. And I’m going to come up with some nasty punishment for you, too. That’s what losers deserve.” 
 
    I scowled at the screen, saying nothing. After all, Sarah’s hand was still busy on the front of my pants. And as I mounted a last-ditch defense, desperately trying to get the ball back, she kept on with her distracting little game. And I let her. Her latex catsuit creaked as she turned on the sofa, bending slightly as both hands now reached for the front of my pants. She pulled down the zipper and unfastened my belt and pulled my cock out into the light of the living room. I gasped in desire as she spat in one hand and began to vigorously stroke my cock, sending even more pleasure soaring through me. I kept on playing as best I could, but the game hardly seemed to matter anymore. Nothing did. Not even the threat of punishment or the fear that I wouldn’t get to fuck her, that I would have to watch while her husband did. I wanted to cum, and with each passing second, that seemed to matter more while everything else mattered less. 
 
    Unsurprisingly, my attempts at defense were pitiful. Pete crashed easily through my players, charging toward the end zone. He howled in triumph, and Sarah giggled again as she continued to manipulate my cock, her eyes on the screen now, watching her husband’s inevitable victory. The controller dropped from my hands on the sofa beside me. He had won. And now, with my cock throbbing urgently in his wife’s hands, all I could do was wonder what would happen next. 
 
    “Well done, honey,” Sarah said. Still holding my manhood in her hand, she turned on the sofa to kiss her husband. I cringed as I watched his hands reach out for her from the corner of my eye, traveling all over that beautiful latex–wrapped body we both wanted so badly. I was already burning with jealousy, deeply envious of my friend, even though it was his wife we were competing for. But he had beaten me, even if the game wasn’t entirely fair. As Sarah said, no one ever said it had to be fair. 
 
    “Okay, time to play a grown-up game,” Sarah said. Releasing her hold on my cock, she uncrossed her legs and rose from the sofa. I watched her, unable as always to look away from her beauty as she stood above us. 
 
    “Just give us a few minutes, okay Pete?” Sarah said to her husband, without taking her eyes off my face. “I want to get set up in there, then we can have some fun.” 
 
    “Okay,” Pete smiled benignly. It seemed he never argued with his wife about these matters. Then again, I couldn’t exactly blame him for that. Sexy as she was, I wouldn’t have argued with her either. I didn’t argue with her, even now. Even as fear and nervousness filled my heart and I wondered what she had in store for me. I couldn’t resist her. I couldn’t say no to her. I thought about it, though. Now that the game was over, I could refuse whatever punishment she had in mind for me. But that would mean breaking the rules. That might mean the end of the game we were playing. And almost with a sense of shock, I registered that that was the last thing I wanted. 
 
    Without a word, Sarah held out her hand to me. For once, she was no longer smiling. I hesitated, and she arched one eyebrow. Taking her soft hand in mine, I rose to my feet. With my other hand, I reached toward my exposed cock, moving to stuff it back into my pants. But Sarah stopped me. 
 
    “No, leave it out,” she said, and I had to make an effort to keep myself from groaning as she placed the tips of two fingers on my boiling shaft. “I like seeing how horny you boys are for me. Besides, you actually have quite a nice cock. It’s just a shame you’re not going to get to use it today. Now, come with me.” 
 
    Sarah turned. Her ass shone in front of me, the skintight latex seeming to glow on each cheek as she strutted across the living room, her high heels echoing like the wild drumming of my heart. My cock projecting out in front of me, as though trying to reach toward her, I followed as she led me across the room. My cheeks burned with embarrassment as I sneaked the briefest of glances at Pete, he sat on the sofa watching the whole thing. He was smiling, totally fine with watching his wife lead a horny man into their bedroom. 
 
    For all the time I spent at Sarah and Pete’s apartment, I never saw their master bedroom. It was spotlessly clean. The bed was even made. I had never thought of either of them as the type to make the bed each day, but clearly I had misjudged them. Then again, I had misjudged a lot of things about them. Releasing my hand, Sarah stepped away. I watched her beautiful body in the tight latex move around the room as she headed toward the closet. The closet wasn’t a walk-in, but was deep enough for her to step halfway inside. I just stood there, silent and with my cock throbbing with desire, while Sarah rummaged through whatever was in the closet before turning to me with that crazy smile back on her pretty face. 
 
    “Take your clothes off,” she said. “All of them. It’ll be more fun for me if you’re naked.” 
 
    I didn’t argue. After all, with my erection exposed, I was already naked in the most significant way. A strange spell seemed to have come over me, a spell she weaved with her smile and her words and her incredible body. A spell that stopped me from arguing, that kept me from protesting even the strangest turns of events. It just seemed easier to get along with what she said. And so I took off my clothes right there in Sarah and Pete’s bedroom, shedding them quickly in a pile on the floor, and I was completely naked in front of my fully-dressed friend. 
 
    Sarah stepped forward. Again, the swing of her hips seemed to hypnotize me as she approached. I listened to the creaking of her outfit as she circled around behind me, and I trembled as I felt her soft hands on my arms. Her breath was warm against my ear as she leaned forward, her breasts pressing against my back so that I could feel the warmth of her body and the slickness of the latex as she whispered to me. 
 
    “Have you ever let a woman tie you up before?” 
 
    “No,” I answered uneasily. 
 
    “Well, there’s a first time for everything, isn’t there?” 
 
    I had Sarah chuckle behind me as though she had said something funny. Gently but firmly, she pulled my arms back behind me. I knew I could resist her. I knew I was stronger than her, physically if in no other way. But I didn’t. My heart thumped in my chest as I allowed her to pull my arms back behind me, joining my wrists together in the small of my back. I felt something against my skin, and heard the rapid rasp of a cable tie being pulled shut. There was a sudden pressure on my wrists. I sighed as I realized she had zip tied them together behind me, rendering me helpless. 
 
    “That’s better,” Sarah said. As she stepped around in front of me again, my cock throbbed desperately. Being naked and completely at her mercy was a thrill I hadn’t expected, a wild rush unlike any I had experienced before. Her unassailable confidence was one of the sexiest things about her, and it seemed to glow from her just as the light bounced back from her tight latex suit. 
 
    “I’ve never punished a man before either,” Sarah said. “But I’ve been thinking about it. A lot. I’ve been reading about it. Watching videos online. It gets me so fucking hot, just thinking about it. Thinking about making you suffer and you taking it just because you want me so bad.” 
 
    “I do, Sarah,” I said. Reaching out with one arm, Sarah pressed a single finger against my lips to silence me. 
 
    “You don’t need to talk right now,” she said. “Just take it like a man.” 
 
    Nervously, I watched her step back across the bedroom toward the closet. Fishing something out, she turned back toward me. She held a whip in both hands, a riding crop with a flexible shaft that bent between her fists. Fear made my breath grow shorter she stepped toward me, and the crop flashed through the air menacingly as she took a test swing. 
 
    “You can’t be serious,” I said. 
 
    “Oh, I am,” Sarah said. “Now, bend over the bed. This is what losers get. Be a good boy and take it like a man, and I’ll only give you a few strokes. Try to resist me, and you’ll get more punishment.” 
 
    Beautiful Sarah stepped toward me, as inexorable as continental drift. And even though I thought of running, terrified that our game had gone too far at last, I didn’t. Sarah placed her hand on my shoulder, and I let her push me forward, bending at the waist until my torso was flat on the mattress, my ass completely exposed beneath my bound hands. It was all so easy for her. And when the riding crop slashed through the air and cracked loudly against my ass, I felt the burning pain of the blow and growled through gritted teeth. Hearing Sarah giggle only made my cock throb more as it lay trapped beneath me on the mattress. 
 
    “That’s it, take it, bitch,” Sarah laughed. “Winners get to fuck me, and losers get punished. That’s just how it works. I’m going to train you to serve me, you and Pete. Both of you, my two horny little slave boys. Now, you say, yes, Mistress Sarah.” 
 
    The riding crop swung again, and I moaned as red pain spread across my ass. My skin felt like it was burning, just from the few blows she had given it. But Sarah showed no sign of pity. Instead, she struck me again, making sure that the tip of the riding crop slapped against a different part of my ass to bring new pain to my trembling body. Shame rushed through me, the total humiliation of being completely outmatched like this, of being beaten and punished and forced to submit by my friend’s beautiful wife. But I couldn’t help it. Underneath me, I could feel my cock was leaking, my desire for her so great that I couldn’t keep it all inside. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah,” I cried out, as the crop struck again. 
 
    

  

 
   
    4. Watching His Mistress 
 
      
 
    “Come on, babe. Don’t be shy.” 
 
    From the foot of the bed, I watched, barely able to believe just what I was seeing. But it was real all right. My ass was still burning from the beating Sarah had given me, my skin on fire from the blows of her riding crop. In case I needed physical sensation to remind me of the reality of what was happening. And now, my beautiful tormentress was stepping back into the bedroom, the skintight latex catsuit she wore shining with every step and emphasizing the outrageous curves of her body. She was leading Pete by the hand, and he was following along behind her with a sheepish expression on his face. He hardly glanced at me as she led him toward the bed, the victor of our little game about to enjoy his reward. I couldn’t blame him for that. I didn’t particularly want to look at him, either. Instead, I kept my eyes on her, even though I knew it could only add to the torment of frustration I was feeling. I wanted her so badly, despite what she had done to me. And then, I had to admit, I wanted her in part because of what she had done to me. Because for reasons I couldn’t begin to explain, nothing was sexier to me than the fact that this woman could do whatever she wanted. That she could hurt and punish me, and I would do nothing to stop her. That I was kneeling at the foot of her bed exactly where she had told me to stay, and it barely even occurred to me to so much as try and resist her. Sarah could do whatever she wanted to me, and she knew it as well as I did. And, beaten and humiliated, I stayed there kneeling on the floor where she had told me to stay, about to see something I had never thought I would witness in my life. 
 
    Sarah climbed on the bed. As usual, her movements were measured and languid, as though she had all this time in the world. She did. In that room, in that outfit, she was indisputably in total control. What would happen and when and how was completely up to her. He had no more power to resist his crazy, sexy wife than I did. We were both completely in thrall to her beauty, and she knew it. 
 
    The shining black latex she wore, already so tight it looked like she had been dipped in it, grew tighter still around her thighs as she sat on her knees on the mattress. Still holding her hand, Pete timed onto the bed with her. Smiling, she turned her face toward him, and he kissed those vibrant red lips. His hands traveled over her body, over the shining latex that called to me, and I suppressed an inner groan of desire as I watched, wishing desperately that those hands were mine.  
 
    And Sarah’s hands were busy too. She reached for the front of her husband’s pants and unfastened them, bringing his cock out into the light. Lifting her smiling lips from his, she pulled Pete’s shirt over his head and flung it aside. He struggled out of his pants, stripping off immediately. Sarah kept her clothes on. There was never any question of that. After all, in a strange way, she looked even sexier in her outfit than she would have naked. And as we both knew from experience, she didn’t need to peel off the latex catsuit in order to get what she wanted. 
 
    Once Pete was naked, Sarah placed her hands on his shoulders. Gently, she pushed him down onto the mattress. He lay on his back, his cock rising up into the air above him. And Sarah turned on her knees, her still-smiling face turning toward me. This time, I couldn’t suppress my groan as she slid her hand down over her body and reached for the zipper between her legs. Slowly, teasingly, she pulled it down. As the shining latex parted, I saw the lips of her pussy exposed, wet and swollen with desire, and my breath caught in my chest. The skin of my ass was still burning from where she had whipped me, but I barely even noticed anymore. My cock was raging between my legs, pointing up at this wanton sex goddess who kneeled on the bed above me, and my mind was filled with her to the exclusion of all else. There was just me and her and my wild desire, and even though Pete was very much present in the room with us, I hardly noticed. It was like he was a prop, a tool for Sarah to use to make me jealous and enhance her pleasure. Then again, so was I. 
 
    Moving backward on the bed, Sarah lifted her leg and straddled her husband’s body. She kept her eyes on me the whole time as she lay down on top of him, facing his feet and the foot of the bed I peered over. Her breasts swelled in the cut-out window of the latex catsuit as she leaned forward, and Pete groaned as his wife took his cock in her hand. Grinning, she stroked it from base to tip and back again, quickly working him into a state of deep desire. I heard him moan, and I could only imagine the view he was getting of his wife’s perfect ass hovering above him, covered by shining flawless latex with her pussy exposed by the open zipper. Sarah was in her element, completely delighted with everything that was happening as she teased us both in different ways. Her red hair hung like a waterfall of flame around her pretty face, matching the bright red of her lips as she lowered them down onto Pete’s cock.  
 
    Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked him, her blue eyes on me the whole time, driving me wild with unrelieved desire for her. She sucked his cock like a pro, making her husband moan and writhe beneath her as pleasure filled his body. I could see his shaft glistening with her saliva as she bobbed her head up and down, and I could imagine the feeling of her hair tickling his thighs while her lips tightened around his shaft. It must feel incredible, to have this goddess giving you such wild pleasure. I suspected Pete had forgotten all about me, forgotten that I was even there. After all, his wife’s amazing body blocked his view of me, and the pleasure she was giving him would eclipse everything else. But I hadn’t forgotten. And neither had Sarah. As much as she seemed to enjoy sucking her husband’s cock, she was clearly relishing having me as a captive audience. 
 
    “Oh, you boys,” Sarah said with a sigh as she finally lifted her mouth from Pete’s cock. I heard him groan as the bliss of having her blowing him was taken away, but in my frustrated position, I couldn’t feel one ounce of pity for my friend. At least he got the pleasure to begin with. All I got was to watch. To watch and suffer with an ass burning from his wife’s blows, feeling myself unworthy of the pleasure she was giving him.  
 
    “You both just need me so bad, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah,” I answered at once. Sarah laughed out loud as she rose up on her knees, towering above us both now, and behind her, I heard Pete splutter in surprise. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s what your friend calls me now,” Sarah said, turning her head to smile down at her husband over her shoulder. “Maybe I’ll make you both call me that. I like it. Reminds me that I’m in charge.” 
 
    “I don’t know about that,” I heard Pete say. But Sarah didn’t seem in the slightest bit troubled by his weak defiance. She knew how powerful she was. She knew just how to get whatever she wanted. 
 
    “No? You don’t think I’m in charge?” 
 
    I wasn’t sure if Pete saw the danger he was in. But I did. Then again, I had already seen another side to his wife. A sadistic, dangerous side. These crazy games we were playing were going to her head, and she seemed to be getting intoxicated with the feeling of being in charge. Of course, it made her even more desirable as far as I was concerned. It made me a little bit afraid, too. 
 
    “I mean, if you want to be,” he said. 
 
    “I do,” Sarah said. “I really do.” 
 
    Her thighs shone as she began to move down the bed, inching her way over her husband’s body. I heard him groan again as she took the base of his cock in her hand, holding it like a toy between her spread thighs. Raising her hips, she ran her swollen pussy lips along his shaft, teasing them both. I watched her close her eyes for a moment, a faint gasp escaping her parted red lips. When she opened her eyes again, I could see they were burning with desire and delight and an inarguable sense of her own sexual power. She had already won, whether her husband recognized it or not. I certainly did. 
 
    “I’m going to wear this suit for Halloween,” she said slowly, her voice dripping with pleasure as she rubbed her pussy up and down her husband’s cock. “In public. And it’s going to drive both you boys crazy, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah,” I said at once, gratified in some strange way to see her smile widen at my words. Pete hesitated, and I saw her hand tighten around his shaft as she turned to look at him over her shoulder again. He grunted in pain as she dug her fingernails into the sensitive flesh, and I winced sympathetically. 
 
    “Say it, babe,” Sarah said. “Say the magic words and I’ll let you fuck me.” 
 
     “Okay,” he panted behind her. “Yes… Mistress Sarah.” 
 
    Sarah let out a little yelp of delight as he spoke, and Pete groaned as she squeezed his cock again. Then, she turned her face back to me. 
 
    “I want to go out looking like this,” she said, forming her words slowly and carefully, determined to make sure we both heard and understood. “It’s going to get me so wet knowing how badly you boys want to fuck me. And you’re going to wear costumes too, of course. You’re going to be my little slave boys.” 
 
    I stared up at Sarah in astonishment. In a way, I should have seen this coming. After all, that was how this had all started. Sarah had bought this outrageously provocative outfit as a Halloween costume, and had only later learned of the effect it had on her and on us. And in the years I had been away for work, she had worn it again when the opportunity arose, on the one night of the year you can get away with adopting another persona. The thought of seeing her looking like this out in public excited me in a way I could barely understand. But hearing about the price I would have to pay for it sent a chill racing through my body. My first instinct was to protest, to argue, to deny the truth. Kneeling there at the foot of her bed and watching her have sex with her husband was already humiliation enough. I certainly didn’t need strangers to know how this gorgeous woman ruled over me. And yet, as always, I felt the conflict raging inside me. The idea was undoubtedly thrilling. The embarrassment of going out in public like that fueled my desire for her in a way I struggled to understand. But I knew it would excite her. Even just talking about it seemed to have that effect on her. And the more excited Sarah got, the greater the chances that both of us might get what we wanted. 
 
    “Don’t you think that will be hot?” 
 
    Sarah’s voice was quiet now, dripping with seductive power as she tried to convince us. Her hand moved up and down Pete’s shaft again, making her moan in ever-growing pleasure. And her eyes stayed locked on me. I knew exactly what she was doing. She was using her unbelievable sexiness to get us to agree to do what she wanted. But knowing her tricks did nothing to help me resist them. She was too sexy to say no to. And in its own strange way, that made it easier. I could tell myself I had no choice. That I was outgunned and outmaneuvered. That was easier than admitting how much the thought of giving into her demand excited me. 
 
    “I think that will be so sexy,” Sarah went on, still stroking her groaning husband. “Parading you both through town. Ooh, maybe I’ll have you both on a leash. That would be fun, wouldn’t it? So that everybody knows that you’re my sex slaves. God, that’s going to get me so wet. My pussy’s going to be dripping inside this suit. It’s probably not going to be a long night. I’m probably going to have to take you both home and let you fuck my brains out after that.” 
 
    Pete groaned again, but I barely heard him. I was groaning too, a deep groan of frustration and desire. And as we both moaned her words, Sarah giggled. She knew she had won. 
 
    “We all know you both want to fuck me,” she went on. “But if that’s what you want, you need to play by my rules. I want you both to be my slaves for Halloween. In return, you get to keep playing these sexy games with me.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah.” 
 
    The words seemed to rise from my lips without intervention for my brain. As though my body had had enough of overthinking everything and was ready simply to give in. Sarah’s eyes went wide with delight as she looked at me, her husband’s cock still in her hand. Perhaps she was more surprised than I thought at my submission. Perhaps she wasn’t quite as sure of her dominance over me as she seemed to be. But she shouldn’t have had the slightest doubt. After the long years of absence and now the adventures we had had since I returned, I was completely hers. Ready to give her everything she wanted in return for that incredible body. 
 
    “Good boy,” Sarah said slowly. “And what about you, Pete? You agree to be my slave boy for Halloween? You know it’s sexy. You know you love it when I get kinky. Just say yes, and I’ll climb on this cock and ride it right in front of your friend here.” 
 
    “Yes,” Pete said, hissing the word with a long sigh as his resistance collapsed. “Yes, Mistress Sarah.” My cock throbbed at the smile of conquest that showed on her pretty face as Sarah basked in our adoration. She was positively glowing, lit up from within by the sheer force of desire. I couldn’t remember ever seeing her look happier. Maybe not even on their wedding day. 
 
    “Oh my God, this is going to be so much fun,” Sarah said. “I love you so much, babe.” 
 
    “I love you too,” Pete said from behind her. And Sarah’s thighs shone as she moved over his body again, repositioning herself on top of him with his cock still in her hand. At the same time, she looked down at me from her heightened position, completely beautiful and utterly untouchable. 
 
    “I don’t love you, Chris,” she sneered. “But I do love fucking with you. I do love knowing how badly you want your friend’s wife, and how you’ll do just about anything to have me. Now, you just sit there and watch what you can’t have. Only winners get pussy. You know that. Now say it.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah,” I breathed. And I heard Pete chuckle under his breath at how easily his wife dominated me. My pride stung, burning almost as much as my whipped ass as I kneeled at the foot of the bed and watched. 
 
    Sarah moved on top of her husband. I watched her rise up on her knees, guiding his cock in her hand so that the swollen head pressed against her shining lips. Slowly, she lowered herself down on top of him, and my groan of frustration was lost in her groan of pleasure as his cock forced her lips apart. I heard Pete moan in pleasure he felt the warm tightness of his wife’s pussy. My heart burned with jealousy as I watched her knees gripping his thighs. Slowly, Sarah sank down on top of him inch by inch until his cock was buried all the way inside her, engulfed by her beautiful body. Breathlessly, she sat for a moment on top of him, her hands gripping her shining thighs as she stared down at me. 
 
    “Fuck, that feels good,” she moaned. “I needed this. I needed a cock inside me so bad. Isn’t it a shame it isn’t yours, Chris?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah.”  
 
    At my words, Sarah threw back her head, crying out in wild pleasure as though hearing me address her like that felt almost as good as feeling her husband’s cock inside her. 
 
    “I guess you should’ve tried harder in your little game then,” she said with a sneer as she opened her eyes again. “That’s the rule. Winners get pussy, and losers get punished. Isn’t that right?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah.” 
 
    My cheeks burned as she laughed at me, her wild joy only increasing my embarrassment. And the gleaming latex of her catsuit shone as her body moved, her thighs tightening as she began to rise up and down on Pete’s cock. Already, I could see her juices pouring out of her body, lubricating their sex as she fucked him. Steadily, her voice rose in a symphony of pleasure, matched by his as he moaned and groaned underneath her. I saw his hands gripping her hips, his fingers sinking slightly into the firm flesh underneath her latex outfit as he held onto her. And Sarah’s hands ran up and down her body, over the catsuit, clutching at her boobs as her nipples swelled visibly through the rubbery material. It was hard to say who the outfit turned on more, her or us. But those kinds of equations didn’t matter. All that mattered was that I wanted her more than I felt I had ever wanted anything. I couldn’t have her. Not yet, anyway. That was the whole point of the game we were playing. The raging desire and denial that made the whole thing work. And so I kneeled there, open-mouthed, breathless with lust and unable to do anything about it while I watched my mistress fuck my friend. 
 
    “Oh my God, that feels so good!”  
 
    Through her gasps and moans, Sarah kept up a breathless commentary. She wanted me to know just how much pleasure she was getting. She wanted me to know just how good their sex felt. And just as she intended, every word she spoke only made my desire more fierce and my defeat more bitter. But the show went on, playing out right in front of me in a way I knew I would never be able to forget. As wild as I had thought that first night with her two years earlier had been, this was something else. This was strange and wild and darkly seductive, the strange game we were playing gleaming blackly just like the latex catsuit she wore. And as I kneeled there, my hands tied behind my back and my cock raging ignored in front of me, I felt myself sinking deeper and deeper into this thrilling new adventure. I watched as Sarah’s pleasure grew, as her voice cracked with bliss and her movements became wilder and more erratic, and I knew that this was what I wanted. All of it. The humiliation and disgrace. The desire and the promise of bliss. All of it. That was what made Pete’s wife so unbelievably sexy to me. 
 
    “Oh my God!” 
 
    Sarah’s cry of passion split the bedroom air. Her eyes were closed again, her head thrown back and her body convulsing with pleasure. I watched her cum right in front of me, helpless to intervene as I watched her swollen pussy spasm around Pete’s cock. I saw her juices pouring out of her in a hot flood, and I cringed as I imagined how it must feel for him to feel that orgasm on his body. She had never looked more beautiful as she paused there for a moment, her body stiff and spasming as though she had been struck by lightning, shining under the tight latex. Then, with a loud sob of pleasure, Sarah flopped forward on the bed. 
 
    The room seemed to ring with her cries of pleasure. Her head was close to mine now, and I could hear her ragged breathing as she tried to catch her breath. But despite her powerful orgasm, sexual tension still crackled in the room between the three of us. After all, Sarah was the only one who had cum. And as she opened her eyes again, and I saw the smile that lit up her face, I knew that this insatiable woman was far from done. 
 
    She placed her arms on the mattress, her elbows out and her hands together. Tossing a clinging strand of her red hair back from her face, she placed her chin on her hands. Her ass rose up above her, shining in the slick black latex. She kept her eyes on me as she spoke to her husband. 
 
    “Come on, Pete,” she said. “Take me from behind now.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah,” came the reply, and I could hear a faint trace of laughter in Pete’s voice as he said it. But Sarah smiled blissfully, blinking for a moment to make her eyelashes flutter at the sound of the words. Awkwardly, Pete moved underneath his wife, pulling his legs back. Now I could see him behind her, and he could see me. But as usual, I wasn’t looking at him anymore than he was looking at me. He held his wife’s hips in his hands, her beautiful ass right in front of him, her pussy exposed by the open zipper of the catsuit. And I felt Sarah’s breath warm on my face as he slid his cock inside that juicy pussy, making her eyes roll with pleasure as he began to fuck her from behind. 
 
    “Oh fuck, that’s it,” Sarah snarled as pleasure overtook her once again. “Fuck me, babe. Fuck me hard. I need that cock so bad.” 
 
    And Pete did exactly what his wife said. Soon, the bed was shaking and rocking beneath them as he pounded her from behind, holding her hips tightly as he thrust his cock in and out of her streaming pussy. Sarah yelped and howled with pleasure, her cries even louder in my ears than before now that she was closer to me. And when she opened her eyes again, I could see the wild pleasure burning inside her. Reaching out, she gripped a handful of my hair, making me wince as she tugged at it. Her blue eyes stared into mine, something savage and wild showing in them now as she surrendered to her own dominant desires. 
 
    “That’s what winners get,” she growled, her voice torn apart by the pleasure that was coursing through her with every thrust of Pete’s cock. “Not losers like you. You don’t deserve my pussy. Say it, bitch!” 
 
    “I don’t deserve your pussy, Mistress Sarah,” I said, and she howled in pleasure at my humiliating words. I groaned again as she pulled even harder on my hair, but now, she barely seemed aware of what she was doing. Her eyes closed again, and she supported herself on her other hand, her whole body shaking and trembling. She was having another orgasm, and her ecstatic cries filled my ears as she held my head close to her, her magnificent breasts heaving in the window cut into her catsuit as she panted and gasped. 
 
    Behind her, Pete moaned out loud. I saw her parted lips tremble and heard the moan that escaped her throat as she felt her husband cum inside her. They climaxed at almost the same moment, their sex drawing wild pleasure out of both of them while I kneeled and watched, forlorn and hopeless. Again, Sarah collapsed on the bed at the peak of her pleasure, releasing her grip on my hair. Behind her, Pete fell back on the mattress, exhausted by his exertions. For a while, the only sound in the bedroom was panting as they each tried to recover their breath, the air reeking of the sex I was denied as I stayed on my knees, looking at her. Her latex catsuit shone as she trembled with the aftershocks of pleasure, her cheeks flushed and glowing with the orgasms he had given her. She looked absolutely stunning. And I still wanted her more than anything, more than I could believe. 
 
    Finally, Sarah rolled over. I watched her gorgeous body as she awkwardly sat up. Swinging her legs over the foot of the bed, she sat upright in front of me. I could hear the patent leather of her boots creaking as she moved. She sat with her thighs slightly parted, and in the open zipper of the catsuit, I could see the mess Pete had made of her pussy. Their mingled juices shone on her thighs that still trembled with the aftershocks of pleasure. She looked completely satisfied, totally beautiful, and still darkly dominant as I kneeled on the floor at her feet. Chuckling under her breath, she raised one foot, and I groaned as she ran the pointed toe of her boot along my straining shaft. 
 
    “Look at that,” she said. “Still hard for me. You still want to fuck your friend’s wife, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, please, Mistress Sarah,” I groaned while she spluttered with laughter. “You’re so beautiful. You’re so sexy.” 
 
    “I know,” Sarah grinned, and her eyes flashed. “But the rules are the rules. You know I only fuck winners. So if you want this pussy, you’re going to have to earn it. And you know how to do that, don’t you, slave boy? You’re going to earn it by doing exactly what I tell you. By doing everything I say. By being a good little slave boy for me when we go out for Halloween. Both of you,” she added, turning her head for a moment toward her husband who lay spent on the bed behind her. But Pete didn’t respond. He seemed thoroughly drained from their sex, willing to simply listen to whatever his wife had to say. And she turned her shining eyes back on me, her foot continuing its maddening dance over my cock and making me groan with unrelieved desire. 
 
    “You’re both my horny little slaves,” Sarah said softly, looking me up and down as she spoke, taking in the pathetic sight of me kneeling at her feet, bound and horny and desperate for her. “And I can’t wait to show everyone how I own you both.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    5. A Halloween Tease 
 
      
 
      
 
    As I raised my arm to knock on the door of Sarah and Pete’s apartment, I noticed my hand was shaking. Inwardly, I cursed myself for being so timid. It’s not like she was going to kill me. We were just going to have some kinky fun, that’s all. And yes, I knew already that Sarah was going to embarrass me. Just the things she had told me about the costume she had in mind were enough to tell me that much. But it would all be worth it for the potential reward. 
 
    I knocked, and the door swung open. There she was, beautiful Sarah, or Mistress Sarah, as she was to me now. My friend and neighbor now become an irresistible dominatrix who had inducted me into this thrilling world of submission. The entire two years I had been away for work had been building toward this in a way, and yet, it still felt like it had all happened so fast. One minute, I was returning home from my trip, wondering if the relationship between us would have changed. The next, I was calling Sarah Mistress and being bound and whipped and forced to watch her fuck her husband. 
 
    “Hello,” she said, and infectious smile spreading across her face as she spoke. 
 
    “Hi,” I breathed sheepishly as she ushered me inside her apartment. 
 
    Sarah was already dressed. She had pulled on her new favorite outfit, the skintight black latex catsuit that had got us all into such an exciting situation in the first place. With a black leather corset tightly laced over the top and shining patent leather boots rising to her thighs, she looked every inch the dominatrix that she was. Her bright red hair fell loose around her shoulders, framing her smiling face with its red lips and shadowy eyes, her makeup heavy and exaggerated for the occasion. As always, a deep cleavage heaved and swelled in the cut-out window of the latex catsuit, drawing my eye irresistibly toward it. Toward her and every delicious curve of her incredible body. All she had to do was show up, and already, I felt my resistance crumbling. Already, I felt my cock swelling between my legs, a recognition of the insane power this woman held. She was too beautiful to resist, too sexy to defy. I only had to look at her to know I was going to do whatever she wanted. And the smile on her pretty face told me that she knew it too. 
 
    “We’re just getting ready,” Sarah said. “Pete’s in the bedroom. As you can see, I’m basically dressed, but now you boys need to put your costumes on.” 
 
    With a giggle, she turned and marched toward the bedroom. The clicking of her slender high heels on the floor made my heart flutter in my chest as I followed her. With every step she took, her beautiful round ass swayed from side to side, the shining latex gripping her body like a second skin and throwing back the light from every delectable curve. I felt an urge to kneel and worship her glorious ass with my mouth and tongue, but I resisted. There would be plenty of time for that later. Besides, Sarah hadn’t given me permission yet. 
 
    Following her into the bedroom, I paused for a moment in the doorway while she stepped inside. Pete raised his head from the bed to look at me, then turned his face back to his wife. I suppose I shouldn’t have been surprised. To see him lying there naked on the bed, his hands underneath his body, probably tied together knowing his kinky wife – I should have expected something like that. Still, it was new enough to be shocking to me. I had seen Pete naked plenty of times over the last couple of weeks, but I still wasn’t used to it. And clearly, he wasn’t used to having me around in these intimate moments either. We still struggled to look at each other, to interact with each other in any way, both preferring to pretend the other man wasn’t there. Which seem to suit Sarah just fine. That way, all the attention was on her. Just as she liked it. 
 
    “You can start by taking your clothes off,” Sarah said, turning that megawatt smile on me once again. “Go on. All of them.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah,” I mumbled under my breath, seeing her bright smile grow even wider that my use of her title. Her outfit creaked slightly as she shifted her weight, her hands on her hips, her eyes fixed on me. Watching my every movement as I pulled off my clothes. Sarah was completely in her element, completely in control once again. And that night had barely begun. As I pulled off my clothes and let them fall to the bedroom floor, my cock rose out from between my thighs, already half-hard and growing harder by the second. Sarah’s blue eyes flashed as she looked at it. 
 
    “Turn around,” she ordered, raising one finger to twirl it in the air in front of me. “Hands behind your back.” 
 
    I drew a deep breath as I did what she said. I knew what was coming. And thanks to the way she looked and my deep desire for her, I was already basically helpless. But this was only going to make me even more so. Once she had my hands tied, she’d be able to do anything to me. It was my last chance to pull back, to say no to this outrageous night that she had planned. 
 
    Without a word, I did as she said. Behind me, I heard a faint rattle as Sarah picked something up from the dresser beside her. I suppressed a sigh at the feeling of her warm body pressed against mine from behind, her boobs pushing against my back, her hands taking hold of my wrists. She wrapped something cool and smooth around both of my wrists, and again I heard the clink of metal. Whatever it was she had put around my wrists grew tight. As she fastened it in place, I knew my hands were bound. 
 
    “There,” Sarah said happily as she finished binding my arms. “That’s better. If you’re a good boy, you won’t have to be cuffed all night. But you will have to wear the cuffs, and any time I feel like, I can lock them together again. So just remember that.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah.” 
 
    “Now, get on the bed.” 
 
    Sarah stepped back as I turned. I could feel her eyes watching me as I climbed awkwardly onto the bed with my hands bound behind my back. Pete shifted over as far as he was able, and I lay down beside him. Far closer than I wanted to be to another naked man whose erection was just as prominent as mine. But that was what our mistress wanted. And as I lay down beside him, Sarah stood at the foot of the bed, her hands on her hips again, her smile as bright as ever as she looked at us both. Surveying her territory. Admiring her conquests. We both lay there on our backs, hard and horny and helpless, ready for our mistress to use in whatever way she saw fit. And the look on her face told me everything I needed to know about how much this situation was exciting her. 
 
    “This is going to be amazing,” Sarah said. As she climbed onto the bed, crawling over the mattress, the sight of her breasts swelling over the window of the catsuit made my cock throb in the empty air. Rising up onto her knees, Sarah shifted, sitting down on the mattress and swinging her legs out from underneath her. Raising her feet, she placed one boot on Pete’s chest, and the other on mine. Her sharp heels pointed toward our faces like weapons, every inch of her gleaming darkly and erotically as we gazed at her and she smiled back at us. Placing both hands at her sides, she took Pete’s cock in her left hand and mine in her right. Giggling to herself, she began to stroke us both in tandem, making us both groan and squirm on the bed as pleasure coursed through us. 
 
    “Two little slaves all for me,” Sarah said in a singsong voice, biting her lower lip as desire swelled inside her. “Remember, you both have to do exactly as you’re told all night if you want to get anywhere near my pussy. Understood?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah,” I said without hesitation, and Pete spoke the same words at the same time. Sarah laughed out loud at our little chorus of submission. With our cocks in her hands, she knew, she could get us to promise her just about anything. 
 
    “That’s what I like to hear,” she grinned. “But don’t worry. Even if you weren’t both such submissive bitches, I have ways to ensure compliance. We’ll get into those later. But right now, I feel like I need to cum.” 
 
    Pete and I groaned anew as Sarah lifted her hands away from our throbbing cocks. Spreading her legs even further, she reached between her own thighs. I felt breathless as I watched her find the hidden zipper of the latex catsuit and pull it slowly downward. She exposed herself to us slowly, teasing us with the big reveal. And when she finally pulled the zipper all the way down, I could see the moisture already shining on the swollen lips of her pussy. Her painted eyelids fluttered as she ran two fingers over her quivering sex, teasing herself as much as she teased us. I had eyes only for her, and didn’t so much as glanced over in Pete’s direction. I didn’t need to. I knew he would be as enraptured as I was, just as transfixed by his wife’s beauty and raw sexuality as she played with herself right in front of us. 
 
    Sarah’s eyes shifted from Pete to me and back again. Her fingers moved rhythmically over her pussy, and she let out a soft and provocative moan as she curled them inside herself. I felt the weight of her boot on my chest as she squirmed in pleasure, sliding two fingers easily in and out of her well-lubricated pussy. At the same time, the palm of her hand pressed against her swelling clitoris, her pleasure growing by the second as she moaned and gasped. My desire for her was at an all-time high. I barely even realized what I was doing as I tried to sit up on the bed, trying to lunge toward her. But with her boot on my chest, Sarah easily pushed me back down onto the bed, pinning me in place and smiling as she did so. Her eyes glowed with sadistic glee under her dark lashes as she smiled at me. 
 
    “You want me so bad,” she purred in a voice that dripped with sexual pleasure. “Too bad. You don’t get to have me. Not yet. You have to earn that by being a good little slave boy. Both of you. For now, you just get to watch me cum and see what you are not worthy off.” 
 
    “Yes Mistress Sarah,” I gasped, knowing what it did to her to hear me call her that. And Sarah shrieked with laughter as she went back to playing with herself, her fingers moving even more rapidly over her streaming sex now. 
 
    I could feel her legs trembling on my chest as her climax approached, and I knew that Pete was feeling the same thing. Closing her eyes, Sarah threw back her head, her red hair cascading over her shoulders as she leaned back, supporting herself on her left hand while the right one continued to move between her thighs. Right there in front of us both, she brought herself to a shaking orgasm, squealing and trembling with delight as her juices poured out of her to anoint her plunging fingers. The wet sound of her pleasure and the delicious aroma of her desire tormented me as I lay there on the bed, a captive audience to be teased by the sexiest woman in the world. And as the peak of her pleasure came and went, Sarah withdrew her fingers from her damp pussy. Placing both hands on the mattress, she scooted forward, her glossy boots sliding over mine and her husband’s chests until her feet were right in front of our faces. 
 
    “Kiss them,” she ordered, as her heel grazed my cheek. “Kiss my boots to show me you know your place.” 
 
    Her command was humiliating, as it was meant to be. Shame burned inside me at the suggestion. And yet, I barely hesitated. I was so overcome with desire for her that I was more than ready to kiss any part of her incredible body, even the least significant. Raising my head from the pillow beneath me, I pressed my lips against the glossy patent leather that covered her foot, and next to me, Pete did the same. Sarah howled with laughter as we worshiped her, as clear sign as there could possibly be of her complete domination of us. 
 
    “This is amazing,” she said. “I can make you boys do anything, can’t I?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah,” came the inevitable reply. 
 
    “Good. Keep kissing my boots. Who knows? You’ll probably be doing a lot of that tonight. Maybe even in public.” 
 
    I froze, just for a moment. As I pressed my lips against her leather boots again, I heard Sarah laugh. She had noticed my fear, and it pleased her. The thought of being made to perform such a degrading act in public reverberated in my mind, plucking at all those submissive urges I had never known I had until recently. And she knew it. As though she could see right through me and into the strangest corners of my heart. 
 
    “I have big plans for you two,” Sarah said. “Some of it you might like. Some of it you definitely won’t. But that doesn’t matter, does it? All that matters is that your Mistress is having fun. Tonight’s going to be all about me and my pleasure. And if that means having you kneel at my feet and worship the ground I walk on, that’s what you’ll do. Isn’t it?” 
 
    I winced as Sarah suddenly bent her knee, her tight leather boot creaking at the movement, and dug her sharp heel into my chest. I groaned in pain as she raked it over the skin, still smiling her sadistic little smile as she tortured me. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah,” I groaned through the pain. 
 
    “Good,” she giggled. “That’s what I like to hear. Now, having you both so hard for me is very flattering. But for my next trick, I’m going to need you soft. I think I know a fun way to do that.” 
 
    We both watched this gorgeous goddess as she lifted her boots off our chest and pulled her feet back toward her. Rising up onto her knees once again, Sarah turned. She positioned herself carefully between us, and Pete groaned as his wife took hold of his cock. At the same time, Sarah turned to look back over her shoulder at me, leaning forward and lifting her feet to drape them over my lower stomach and the top of my thighs. My cock rose between her boots, and as she carefully sat back, I groaned at the slick feel of her latex outfit against my shaft. She positioned herself so that my cock was right in the crack of her ass, pressing between her gorgeous round cheeks. Grinning happily, Sarah began to bounce up and down on her knees, rubbing her ass up and down my cock. At the same time, she stroked Pete’s cock, making him gasp in pleasure just as I was as she toyed with us both. 
 
    “You’re such lucky boys,” Sarah said, her breasts bouncing in her catsuit as she continued to rub her ass against my cock. “You don’t really deserve an orgasm. Not yet. But Mistress is going to give you one anyway. Aren’t I kind?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah,” Pete groaned, and I echoed. Again, Sarah had us both in such a state of arousal that we would say anything she wanted to be able to cum. 
 
    “Thank me then,” Sarah ordered, turning her shining eyes on us both as she continued to play with our cocks. 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress Sarah,” I growled through gritted teeth as pleasure surged through me. Beside me, Pete seemed to be just as lost in pleasure, just as tormented by his wife’s touch. 
 
    “That’s good,” Sarah grinned. “Matters are very important in a slave boy. Now, go ahead and cum so I can get your costumes on you.” 
 
    I panted as pleasure boiled inside me. The feel of her latex–covered ass rubbing against my shaft was driving me to distraction, and even though it wasn’t what I wanted from her, it was more than enough to push me over the edge. That and the sight of her controlling us both at the same time, so beautiful and so powerful, was all I needed. My cock throbbed against her ass, and my whole body tightened as my orgasm swelled inside me. With a loud cry, I came, spurting my cum all over her ass. Hot gobs of white semen shone on the black latex as Sarah arched her back, grinning over her shoulder as she watched my cock explode on her ass. And as the last spurts of cum ran down my swollen shaft, Pete moaned in orgasm too. I looked away as he came, not wanting to see him explode in her hands. And Sarah laughed, totally delighted with her ability to make us both cum without having sex with us. 
 
    “So messy,” she said, shaking her head to make her red hair sway as she released her grip on Pete’s cock. I saw her wipe her hand on his thigh, smearing some of his ejaculate on his skin. Rising on her knees, she lifted her ass away from me and swung her legs out of my lap. My chest rose and fell as I breathed, recovering from my orgasm. Softened, my cock lay wet on my thigh, drained for now. But I still couldn’t tear my eyes away from Sarah as I watched her crawl to the foot of the bed, climb off the mattress, and walk toward the door the bedroom. She disappeared from view, her footsteps echoing in their apartment as she headed to the bathroom to clean up. I lay there in silence, staring up at the ceiling. Now that she was gone, the wild sexual energy in the room seemed to disappear with her, and I was left with my chaotic thoughts and fears and doubts. 
 
    Though not alone with them. I felt the mattress shift as Pete moved beside me. 
 
    “This is nuts,” I heard him say. I still didn’t want to look at my friend. It was too weird, especially now that Sarah was no longer in the room. Now we were just two guys lying naked in bed together, the residue of our own orgasms still cooling against our skin. Not the ideal time to see your best friend’s face, as far as I was concerned. 
 
    “It is fucking nuts,” I said at the ceiling.” Your wife is fucking crazy.” 
 
    “Then we must be crazy for going along with it,” Pete said. “I mean, I didn’t exactly see you arguing.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said softly. “I mean… I don’t know. She’s fucking hot, dude. What you want me to say? How can you say no to her when she looks like that?” 
 
    “I can’t,” said Pete. “I just hope she goes easy on us tonight.” 
 
    “I don’t think there’s much chance of that,” I said. 
 
    “No. Probably not.” 
 
    Again, I heard Sarah’s footsteps echoing on the floor of the apartment. She reappeared in the bedroom doorway, her latex catsuit shining again, cleaned of all evidence of my orgasm. Without a word, she stepped toward her closet. Raising my head, I watched over Pete’s naked body as she rummaged inside. Her eyes flashed momentarily as she smiled at me, lifting out the riding crop she had used to beat my ass last time I was here. This time, she slid it into a belt that she buckled around her hips, the whip hanging down on one thigh. Taking something else from the closet, she walked toward the bed until she was once again standing at its foot, looking down at us both. Again, she climbed onto the mattress, kneeling between us. She held out her arms, and I saw an identical item in each one. A small black object shaped vaguely like a bell made of hard plastic. 
 
    “Now you’re both soft, I’m putting these on,” she said. “For tonight, your cocks belong to me. So I’m going to lock them up so no one else can touch them. Not even you.” 
 
    I gasped in astonishment as she set one of the items down on my thigh. At the same time, she turned toward Pete. He grunted as she took his limp cock in her hand. I watched in disbelief as she dismantled the plastic contraption and began to fit it onto his body. Pete watched too, the expression on his face showing the same disbelief I felt, as his wife stuffed his cock into the hard plastic prison. Then she attached it to a loop that swung into place behind his scrotum and locked the whole thing together. The black device contained his cock completely, reducing it to a small useless nub between his legs. Sarah’s eyes were wild with delight she turned toward me and began to dismantle the other device. 
 
    “Come on, don’t be a wimp,” she said as I squirmed at her touch. Just as she had done with her husband, Sarah stuffed my limp cock into the hard black plastic that already felt too small for it. Lifting my sack with her left hand, she swung the bar into place behind it and locked the whole thing together. The device was tight around my manhood, and as I gazed down at it and up at her, I felt it growing tighter. This outrageous new provocation was turning me on. And I could already tell that getting turned on while wearing this thing was going to be a very uncomfortable experience. 
 
    “These are chastity devices,” Sarah said, and I winced as she took mine in her hand while holding Pete’s with her other. “Both these cocks belong to me now. Say it. Tell me who owns these cocks.” 
 
    Pete looked over at me. The expression on his face was hard to describe. He looked frightened by what his wife it done to us. But he also looked absolutely thrilled. His eyes were glazed with desire, his face a picture of confusion as his feelings warred against one another. In short, he looked exactly how I felt. 
 
    “These cocks belong to you, Mistress Sarah,” I said, turning my eyes back to the goddess kneeling above us. And Pete said the same thing as Sarah smiled happily. 
 
    “And don’t you forget it,” she said. “But in case you do, I have a way to remind you.” 
 
    Turning, she rose from the bed once again. I watched her step toward the dresser and Left a small plastic remote. She pressed the button, and beside me, Pete yelped. His whole body suddenly convulsed, bouncing up and down on the mattress as he struggled uselessly. Sarah laughed at his pain. As suddenly as the spasm had begun, it stopped, leaving Pete panting in shock on the mattress beside me. And then Sarah turned her eyes to me. I cried out too at a sudden buzzing sensation between my legs that seemed to spread through my whole body. Just as Pete had come I thrashed like a landed fish in the bed, trying to escape from a pain I couldn’t avoid. As Sarah lifted her finger from the button of the remote, the pain abruptly vanished. 
 
    “I can give you an electric shock whenever I feel like,” Sarah explained. I watched as she clipped the remote onto the top of one thigh high boot. “If you disobey me or piss me off, or I just feel like making you dance, I can give you a shock. So you better keep me happy all night long, boys.” 
 
    With that, she turned toward the closet again. I watched her walk around the bed, still struggling to believe what this woman had become. My best friend’s wife, one of my closest friends, was now this unbelievably kinky dominatrix. And she owned us completely. That much was obvious. Pete and I both lay there in stunned silence as Sarah rummaged through the closet again, picking out some items. Moving back toward the bed, she lay the clothing down at the foot of the bed. 
 
    “Get up, Pete,” she said authoritatively. “Come over here so I can put your costume on.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah.” 
 
    He didn’t hesitate. Immediately, he sat up and swung his legs off the side of the bed, rising to his feet. I wouldn’t have hesitated either in his position. Sarah’s beauty already gave her all the power she needed to order us around. But now, I was all too painfully aware of the remote control clipped to her boot and the pain she could so easily deliver. The only way to avoid it was to do exactly as our mistress said. 
 
    Pete approached his wife. Smiling, she lifted an item from the bed. I watched her bend as she held what looked like a tiny pair of shorts open in front of him for her husband to step into. He raised one foot after the other, stepping into the shorts. And Sarah pulled them up with some difficulty. They shone in the light, made of some similar black material to the latex Sarah was wearing. And they fit unbelievably tight. She had to tug at them over and over again to pull them up around Pete’s thighs and over his ass. There were laces up the front, and I watched Sarah pulled them tight over Pete’s caged cock, tying them in a neat bow. Next, she ordered him to sit down on the bed and pulled a pair of boots onto his feet, lacing them up too. Then, she lifted a leather collar from the bed. He gazed up at his wife in astonishment as she buckled it around his neck, her beautiful breasts right in front of her face as she fastened it in place. Picking up a leather leash, she clipped it onto the collar. She ordered Pete to rise again, and looked him up and down, grinning as she held the end of his leash. 
 
    “There,” she said, happy with her handiwork. “That’s a perfect slave outfit. Everybody’s going to know you’re my personal property. Both of you.” Her eyes flashed as she looked in my direction. 
 
    “Is that it?” I asked. “It’s freezing out there!” 
 
    “Not quite,” Sarah answered. Moving toward the bed again, she picked up some heavy black cloth. Swinging it around behind her husband, I watched her fasten it to his collar. A long black cape that reached almost to the ground. Sarah adjusted it around her husband’s shoulders, smiling as she did so. 
 
    “Capes?” I asked from the bed. “We’re going to look ridiculous.” 
 
    “Exactly,” Sarah grinned. “I’m going to look fucking sexy, and you two are going to look totally silly. Now, get up. It’s time for you to get dressed too. Then, Mistress Sarah and her slave boys are hitting the town.” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    6. A Fun Night Out 
 
      
 
      
 
    At least it was dark. 
 
    That was my one consolation as Sarah led us out of the apartment to begin our crazy Halloween night. That, and the fact we didn’t run into any of our neighbors in the hallways of the building. 
 
    Sarah strutted ahead of us confidently, her black latex catsuit shining in the light and emphasizing her incredible body as she swaggered along. And Pete and I shuffled along behind her, trailing at the end of the leashes she had us on, one in each hand. We looked ridiculous. Exactly as she wanted us to look. Both of us dressed up in tiny tight latex shorts with the strange shapes of our chastity devices showing through the material. Both of us collared and leashed like dogs, forced to go where our mistress led us. Both of us wearing only black capes to keep off the late October chill as Sarah pushed aside the door of the apartment building and took us outside.  
 
    She had put a small backpack on Pete to carry our wallets and anything else she needed for the night. Other than that, he and I looked completely identical. Like we were interchangeable. Like our individual identities had been erased. We had been turned into objects to serve the needs of our beautiful mistress, and it was absolutely humiliating. Of course, it was absolutely thrilling, too. And the bizarre plastic prison she had locked onto my cock became painful as my desire grew and my manhood tried to swell. I didn’t have to ask her husband to know he was feeling the same thing. We both wore cuffs around our wrists, but Sarah had left our arms free for now, confident that we wouldn’t try to stop her doing what she wanted to do. She was right about that. Both Pete and I had gone quiet, scarcely able to believe what was happening and certainly unable to resist her. Or unwilling. For my part, I was terrified of what the night ahead might hold. But I was also as turned on as I could ever remember being. After all, Sarah never looked sexier than she did when she was in total control of us. 
 
    Outside, a taxi was waiting. Sarah led us to it, having Pete climb into the back seat first, then following him inside. I got in last, grateful at least to close the door behind me and hide my ridiculous outfit at least for a while. The taxi driver glanced at us in the rear-view mirror as Sarah gave him the address she wanted to go to. It was Halloween, and the streets were full of people dressed in bizarre outfits. That was our one saving grace. We looked ridiculous, but at least we could pretend it was all in good fun. We could pretend that the way we looked, two humble slaves on the end of a beautiful woman’s leash, wasn’t the way we lived our lives lately. 
 
    Sarah sat between us, her shining latex thighs pressed against ours, her hands still holding our leashes as they rested on each of our legs. She couldn’t stop smiling. She kept turning her head to look at me or Pete, savoring her triumph as though she couldn’t quite believe what she was getting away with. She wasn’t the only one. I could hardly believe it either. And yet there we were, cruising through the nighttime streets on our way to who knew what fresh humiliation? Sarah’s actions were never easy to predict. But I knew that she wanted to be seen. I probably would too if I had ever in my life looked half as good as she did that night. Her provocative latex outfit had lost none of its powerful sex appeal, and her turbocharged beauty reduced both me and her husband to this. Humble slaves who would do whatever this goddess commanded. What a life to come back to. 
 
    We didn’t say much in the cab ride. There wasn’t much to say. Both Pete and I were deeply nervous, terrified and yet excited about what the night might hold. And Sarah no doubt had her head full of evil plans. There was no need to say anything. We all knew the rules. 
 
    As the taxi pulled up outside a nightclub and I saw the long line of people waiting to get inside, I drew a deep breath. Everyone was dressed up, a parade of zombies and superheroes and sexy cops all in a row outside the building. And we were going to have to stand there with them, looking like we did. 
 
    Still, there was no point hesitating. This was what Sarah wanted. And as she had made abundantly clear, that’s what tonight was going to be all about. Her getting what she wanted and not caring how we felt about it like reached. Just like the pathetic slaves she had turned us into. 
 
    Sarah told Pete to turn his back on her so that she could reach into his backpack and take out some money to pay the driver. Then she ordered us outside. He climbed out first, and then Sarah struggled out behind him, still holding his leash in one hand and mine in the other. I had no choice but to follow her, to step out into the cold air and gather my ridiculous cloak around me. Smiling happily, Sarah stepped forward, and we walked along with her, on either side of her, the leashes hanging slack from our collars as she pulled us toward the line outside the club. Heads turned toward us. I could see eyes on us, on all of us. Men’s eyes staring lustfully at Sarah and her sexy outfit, and women’s eyes admiring her look. Plus a few smiles as people looked at Pete and I, completely disgraced, totally humiliated, owned by this gorgeous woman. I cringed at the faint sound of laughter. But Sarah led us to the end of the line, and we took up a spot, waiting to get in. 
 
    “It’s cold, isn’t it?” Sarah said. “I should’ve worn a coat. This outfit isn’t exactly the warmest. Still, it would be a shame to cover this up, wouldn’t it?” 
 
    “Yeah, it would,” Pete said. He smiled as he spoke, his eyes traveling appreciatively up and down Sarah’s body. But for once, she wasn’t smiling. Pete’s eyes went wide as her hand dropped to the top of her boot, and she grabbed the plastic remote clipped onto the glossy leather footwear. He opened his mouth, but he was already too late. Sarah pressed the button on the remote, and Pete cried out in pain, his body stiffening as she delivered a sharp electric shock to his captive cock and balls. Heads turned, but Sarah didn’t care. Sarah wanted to be seen. And the fact that she was humiliating her husband was only going to excite her more. 
 
    “What did you just say to me?” Sarah asked, her eyes flashing dangerously. I knew what she wanted. And Pete’s lips trembled as he looked at his newly dominant wife. He knew what she wanted too. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Mistress Sarah,” he said. Now it was unmistakable. Several giggles broke from the line in front of us as people watched Sarah assert her authority. And the smile returned to her pretty face as her husband capitulated to her in public. 
 
    “That’s better,” she said. “Just because we’re out in public doesn’t mean you can get away with not showing me the proper respect.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Mistress Sarah,” Pete said again. He hung his head in shame as he spoke, and I knew exactly the embarrassment he was feeling. Clearly, he had decided the best policy was to give his sexy wife exactly what she wanted. I couldn’t blame him. I wasn’t exactly in a position to argue with her either. 
 
    “That’s okay, honey,” Sarah said, her attitude shifting effortlessly from scowling dominatrix to seductive sex kitten. “After all, you’re just a man. And I know how hard it is for guys to think straight when they’re horny. Just make sure it doesn’t happen again, okay?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah.” Once again, he was smiling as he spoke. I knew myself how the pain of the shock devices locked onto our cocks was intense but short-lived. The minute she stopped pressing that button, the pain went away. And maybe Pete found it easier than I did to admit how much this all turned him on. Probably he had more practice. I had no idea what kinky shenanigans these two had been getting up to over the last couple of years while I was away. But certainly, Pete had a surprising lack of difficulty watching his wife have sex with me. My best friend was turning out to be far kinkier than I would ever have expected, not to mention his unbelievable wife. But I couldn’t bring myself to smile. Even if I had to admit to myself that these games were the most fun I ever had. They were fun, but they were also deeply humiliating, and occasionally painful. It was the fun of watching a scary movie or riding a roller coaster. Probably I didn’t look very much like I was enjoying myself, even when I was. My enjoyment was tainted by all the conflicting feelings of fear and shame and embarrassment this scenario was giving me. If his face was anything to go by, Pete seemed less troubled by that than I did. 
 
    “It’s so cold,” Sarah said, as though her latest little display of power had never happened. Her high heels clicked on the pavement as she took a step closer to her husband and pressed her body against his. She shivered slightly, and the streetlights shone back, reflected by her glossy latex outfit as she pressed herself against him. Pete wrapped his cloak around them both, and Sarah smiled gratefully. Her outrageous high heels made her nearly as tall as her husband, and she only had to tilt her face upward slightly to kiss him. As he kissed her back, his obvious desire showing in every line of his body as he embraced her. I watched in silence as though struck dumb. The way Sarah shifted so effortlessly between different aspects of her character was enough to make me dizzy. But in his way, Pete seemed able and willing to keep up with her.  
 
    Now they were making out right in front of me, as though I wasn’t even there. As though Sarah had somehow forgotten that she still held me on the end of a leash. Though something told me she hadn’t. Something told me that this was all part of the fun for her. I didn’t doubt that she and Pete loved one another; in fact, theirs was one of the strongest relationships I had ever seen. I knew their moment of affection was real. But I also knew that Sarah wanted me to see it. She got off on making us both jealous, and toying with our insecurities. And my cock throbbed relentlessly inside the plastic prison she had locked it in as I wished it was me wrapping my arms around her instead of her husband. 
 
    “You look amazing.” 
 
    I turned my head to see who was speaking, and felt my cheeks burn with a fresh wave of embarrassment. In front of us in the line stood two young women, both of them probably in their early 20s. One of them was dressed as an angel, with white feathered wings sprouting from her back and a white minidress that clung to her young body, her breasts rising in a push-up bra above its low neckline. A white tulle skirt flared out from her hips, ending several inches above her knee and exposing her toned young thighs to the cold night air. She had chosen her flattering costume well. Her long blonde hair and bright blue eyes gave her an angelic look that matched perfectly with her admittedly provocative outfit. 
 
    Standing next to her, her friend looked equally attractive in a completely different way. Bright red devil horns rose from the luxurious waves of her dark hair. Her dark eyes sparkled under a heavy coat of makeup, her lips as red as Sarah’s to match her horns. Her shoulders were bared by the corset she wore, black with stylized red flames rising over her narrow waist toward her ample boobs. A pair of black leather pants hugged her legs tightly, shining in the streetlight when she moved and disappearing into a pair of knee-high bright red boots with a wicked heel and laces up the front. She held a small plastic pitchfork in her hand, as red as the horns she wore. She was about the sexiest devil I had ever seen, and I could feel her glowing eyes on me as I hurriedly looked away. My cock was aching in the tight restriction of the chastity device Sarah had locked it in, and making eye contact with a beautiful young woman could only make things worse in that regard. 
 
    “Thank you,” Sarah said, turning her beaming smile on the young women. She looked at them over her shoulder, still pressing her latex-clad body against her husband’s, still enjoying whatever warmth he could share with her under his cloak. “You look great too. I love that angel-devil thing. You both look fucking hot.” 
 
    “Thanks,” said the angel. “I’m Tiffany, and this is Tasha.” 
 
    “Sarah,” Sarah said, disentangling her arm from Pete’s cloak to hold out a hand toward the other women. “This is my husband Pete, and our friend, Chris.” 
 
    “Hi,” Pete mumbled, and I did my best to form a coherent response too, even as shame flowed through me. Better to pretend. Better just to act like this was a decision the three of us reached together, a fun costume that had nothing to do with the way we actually lived our lives. But in that, as in everything else that night, I knew I was going to have to follow Sarah’s lead. 
 
    “Don’t you mean Mistress Sarah?” Tiffany smiled, while Tasha giggled beside her. Sarah chuckled too. 
 
    “Oh, you heard that?” she said. “Well, you know how it is. Sometimes you just have to remind a slave boy of his place.” 
 
    “I bet,” Tasha said. As I looked toward her briefly again, I could see her eyes still fixed on me, a devious smile showing on her plump red lips. Again, I looked down at the floor at my feet. Ordinarily, having a woman who looked like her smile at me would have had all kinds of bold ideas racing through my head. But now, it only made me feel embarrassed. After all, it wasn’t like I could do anything about her. Sarah had my cock locked away and me on the end of a leash she was still holding. I was in no position to be hitting on anyone, no matter how sexy they looked. 
 
    “I hope you two are being good boys for your mistress,” Tiffany said with a giggle. Pete mumbled something, but I didn’t reply. My skin was prickling with embarrassment despite the chill in the air, as though my entire body was trying to blush all at once. I had never been so embarrassed in my life. Then again, I had no idea of what was about to happen next. 
 
    “They’re being okay, so far,” Sarah said. “But there’s always room for improvement. Boys, why don’t you show these ladies how whipped I have you both? Why don’t you get down on your knees right now, both of you, and kiss my feet?” 
 
    Laughter erupted from both Tiffany and Tasha at Sarah’s words. I stiffened, as though a jolt of electricity had gone through me. But for once, it wasn’t Sarah’s cruel punishment there was making me react, but her insane idea. She had talked about this, of course. Her she had mentioned that she might do something like this, teasing us with the possibility. Teasing us with the power she had over us. I had hoped that was all it was, but she seemed to be encouraged by the attention she was getting from the other women. She seemed determined to show off in front of them. And even though she was still smiling, I saw her eyes travel from Pete me and back again, and the look in them let me know in no uncertain terms that she wasn’t joking. That this was what she wanted. And if I still held out any hope of getting to have sex with her when the night was over, she expected me to fully obey. 
 
    Disentangling herself from her husband’s cloak, Sarah stepped back, closer to the women watching us. Still holding both our leashes in her hands, she gathered them up in her left. Her right hand strayed to the top of her boot as she fished out the remote control again. Pete’s knees were already bending, but it was too late. Sarah swept out the remote and held down two buttons, and both Pete and I howled, clutching between our legs pointlessly as the electricity spread in painful waves from our vibrating cocks and balls. Sarah held down the buttons savagely, watching us squirm and writhe in pain. Beside me, Pete dropped to his knees on the cold pavement. A second later, I followed. As Sarah finally released the buttons and the shock stopped, the physical pain was replaced by mortifying embarrassment. But our goddess stood above us, holding both our leashes in one hand, the remote control that gave her so much power in the other. She stood with her feet apart, looking more commanding and dominant than she ever had before as she demanded our worship in public. 
 
    Beside me, Pete bowed his head. Placing his hands on the sidewalk, he leaned forward and lowered his face down to his wife’s foot. Sarah smiled as he pressed his lips against the shining leather, and on either side of her, the sexy angel and devil pressed their hands to their mouths in delighted disbelief. As Pete kissed his wife’s foot, Sarah turned her challenging stare on me. Her thumb hovered over the remote control she held. Beaten, I leaned forward and began to kiss her other foot. The leather of her boot was cold from the night air as I kissed it, feeling like the most pathetic creature in existence while she towered above us, completely in control. And the laughter of the watching women only made things ten times worse. But what choice did we have? Sarah was in complete control of us now. 
 
    “Oh my God,” said Tiffany. “What is that thing?” 
 
    “It’s a shocker,” Sarah said with a smile. Dimly, I reflected that Pete’s wife discussed our kinky game with strangers as though there was nothing more normal in the world. I had no idea where she got her confidence from. Sure, she didn’t have nearly the same reasons to be ashamed that he and I did, but it was surprising how easily she shared what was going on with these strangers. Then again, I reflected as I kissed her foot again, that was probably all part of the appeal for her. In all the years I had known Sarah, I had never realized she had this exhibitionist streak. But plainly, she did. And it was all coming out now, along with every other strange quirk and kink of our sexual preferences. 
 
    “Whenever these boys don’t want to do what I want, I shock their little cocks and balls,” Sarah went on, lifting the remote control in her hand. “It makes it really easy to keep them in line. Lick them, slaves. Lick my boots nice and clean while these girls watch.” 
 
    Tiffany and Tasha laughed again. This time, Sarah didn’t need to give us any electric shock. My tongue slid over the leather of her boot, and beside me, I knew Pete was doing the same. Kneeling there on the pavement for anyone to see, we worshiped his wife’s boots while she stood above us and mocked us in front of the sexy strangers. 
 
    “I can’t believe they let you treat them like this,” Tiffany said. 
 
    “It’s easy when you know how,” Sarah shrugged. “I mean, Pete’s my husband, so I already own his cock. And then Chris here… Well, Chris just wants to fuck me, really bad. Don’t you, Chris?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah,” I mumbled against her boot, hearing more laughter from the watching women. 
 
    “And the only chance he has of doing it is to do exactly as I say. Once the promise of pussy is on the table, it’s amazing how much a man will put up with.” 
 
    “You mean you fuck him too? And your husband knows it?”  
 
    Tiffany was wide-eyed with astonishment as I raised my eyes momentarily from Sarah’s boots, still licking the shining shaft as I moved my head slowly upward toward her knee. Still, Tasha was watching me, smiling broadly now at my total humiliation. Her breasts rose and fell in her tight corset as she breathed, the soft flesh infinitely inviting and as untouchable for me as the surface of the moon. A tremor of lust past through me as I averted my eyes again. 
 
    “Sometimes,” Sarah said. “A mistress gets to fuck whoever she wants. But the way these boys are licking my boots right now, I’m not sure either of them deserves any pussy tonight.” 
 
    In front of me, Sarah’s foot moved as she stepped back. Terror gripped me as she reached for the riding crop at her hip and swept it out of her belt. Still holding our leashes in her left fist, she stepped to my side, and I felt the cold air of the night on my skin as she used the riding crop to push my cape out of the way. I braced myself as the riding crop whistled through the air, and the sharp crack of its leather tip against the latex shorts I wore made seemingly every head in the line in front of his turn to watch my disgrace. On hands and knees, I hung my head in shame, knowing there was nothing I could do to stop her as she whipped me again and again. And the latex shorts provided little protection against the blows of her crop. Soon, my ass was burning, and it was all I could do to keep from howling in pain.  
 
    Then, when she was convinced I had learned my lesson, Sarah stepped behind me and began to lay into Pete. I heard him grunting as he took his punishment as submissively as I had. All the while, the two girls watching and never stopped laughing. They clung onto one another, spluttering with hilarity as they reveled in our total disgrace. I had never experienced anything quite like this. I had never imagined for a moment that I would allow anyone to do anything like this to me, let alone that in some dark way, I might enjoy it. But I did. My cock was throbbing painfully inside the chastity device, aching almost as much as my beaten ass as Sarah stepped back around in front of us, the riding crop in one hand and our leashes in the other, the remote control safely tucked into the top of her boot again. Smiling at her new friends, she lay the crop across her shoulder, looking completely triumphant and enjoying the murmur of amusement that traveled up the line of people waiting to get inside the club. She loved being the center of attention. And she also loved the fact that we hated it, and could do nothing about it. 
 
    “That’s amazing,” Tasha said. “They just took it, too. They must want to fuck you really badly.” 
 
    “They do,” Sarah said. “But they have a long night ahead of them if they want to earn that privilege. They’re going to have to be very well behaved. Hey, maybe you girls can help me keep them in line?” 
 
    “Oh my God, I would love that,” Tiffany giggled. 
 
    “Yeah, I’ve always wanted to be a mistress,” Tasha agreed. I lifted my eyes from the pavement just enough to see Sarah smiling down at Pete and I, her riding crop still across her shoulder like a symbol of authority. 
 
    “All right then,” Sarah said at last. “Boys, I want you to be on your best behavior for Tiffany and Tasha. Serve them like you serve me. If they give you an order, obey it.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah,” Pete mumbled beside me. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah,” I said hollowly, feeling a sinking feeling inside my gut. Not that I didn’t want to serve these gorgeous women. I did. Maybe that was what scared me the most. That deep down in my apparently submissive soul to, this was exactly what I wanted. And all it took was for a pretty woman to put on a sexy outfit, and I would allow her to treat me like this. 
 
    In front of us, Sarah slid her riding crop back into the holster at her hip. Smiling, she opened her left hand and separated our leashes. Moving slowly, almost theatrically, she handed them over to the two girls, looking at both me and Pete the whole time. Wanting to know that we were watching. Wanting us to see her handing over the symbol of her power to these other women for no other reason than that they were women. 
 
    Sarah handed Pete’s leash to Tiffany. Mine was given to Tasha. And as I gazed up at this beautiful young woman, I felt a strange feeling vibrating inside me. Just like Sarah, Tasha looked so beautiful as she stood above me, so powerful and confident. She stepped closer to me, her red boots cracking loudly on the pavement, and I gazed up at her, feeling the air crackling with sexual tension. I wanted her, of course. My cock aching inside the plastic prison was enough to tell me that. But the look on her face gave me some wild hope that she was into this too, and for more than just the comedic potential. Those dark eyes had been flashing at me since we got into line. Now, she had me on the end of leash, crouching at her feet, and the look of devious delight on her face reminded me of how much Sarah enjoyed our little games. 
 
    “Looks like the line’s moving,” Sarah said, turning her head toward the mass of moving people in front of us. “It’s about time. It’s freezing out here, and I need a drink. Come on, ladies. Let’s bring these boys inside and have some more fun with them. Up on your feet, slaves. Come with your new mistresses.” 
 
    Again, all the women laughed at that. Neither Pete nor I felt much like laughing. Instead, we did as Sarah said, the way we always did. We rose to her feet, our hands hanging limply at our sides as Sarah stepped forward, and Tasha and Tiffany followed. My cock throbbed as I watched three beautiful bodies swaying in front of me, leading me and Pete steadily toward the now-open door of the club. I had known this night was going to be wild, crazy, completely unforgettable. But already, things were going far further than I had ever imagined. And still, I couldn’t bring myself to fight it. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    7. Halloween Humiliation 
 
      
 
    A nightclub is no place for conversation. From the moment we got inside, the loud music overwhelmed us, and I cringed as though from a blow. At least the lighting was low. In the packed crowd, you would have to get pretty close to us to see that we were being led on leashes by women we had only just met. Then again, I felt like everyone in line had already seen what was going on with Pete and me and Sarah. They had watched her whip us in the street, beating our asses for not licking her boots the way she wanted. No doubt, they had seen us handed over to Tasha and Tiffany, and watched us meekly follow these two young women into the club, led on leashes like submissive pets. You’d think after all that, I would no longer be able to feel the shame of my situation quite as piercingly. That I would get used to it, accept it, give in to it. And I tried to. I tried to tell myself I would never see any of these people again. I tried to tell myself that it was Halloween, a night when everyone gets to act out personas that are far removed from reality, and that anyone watching would just take it as that. But I was haunted by the knowledge that it wasn’t true of us. That what Sarah was doing to us was just the logical progression of the games we had been playing. That while this was a sexy game, the power she had over us was real. And it seemed to be getting more real by the day. Certainly, on this wild night, she had pushed both of us further than I had ever thought we would go. And yet there we still were, obeying her orders, groveling at her feet in public and allowing her to do whatever she wanted with us. Maybe there was no limit to her power, or to our submission. Because I had never wanted Sarah more than I did that night when she made us both her slaves in public. 
 
    The girls led us over to the bar. They ordered drinks, and Pete pulled some money from his backpack to pay. No one asked if I wanted a drink. And so Pete and I stood there for a while, with Tasha and Tiffany holding our leashes slack while they chatted with Sarah. As close as I was, I couldn’t hear what they were saying. But I had no doubt they were talking about us and about the games Sarah played with us, about the wild things she made us do. Clearly, we men weren’t part of that conversation. After all, it wasn’t like we had a choice. And every time I heard the three of them laugh, I cringed again, knowing they were laughing at us. Why wouldn’t they? We looked totally ridiculous, both of us standing there wearing nothing but cloaks and tight latex shorts and boots, along with our collars and leashes and the cuffs on our wrists. Our hands were still free, for now. But it hardly mattered. With Sarah’s chastity devices locked onto our cocks, we couldn’t have been more in her power. 
 
    The club was packed. It was Halloween, and everyone had dressed to impress. The dance floor was a seething mass of gorgeous women in skimpy outfits. I felt my sexual frustration as keenly as ever as I stood there with my cock under Sarah’s lock and key. The women we were with as beautiful as any, and they were attracting plenty of attention. Every time a man came to the bar, I could see them looking over at us. Barely noticing Pete and I in favor of staring lustfully at the women we were with.  
 
    Women were different. They noticed Pete and I all right, and over and over again, I saw women’s eyes go wide in surprise, saw them giggle and laugh at us openly. And every time, it sent another wave of humiliation washing over me. But the night was completely out of my control. And in a way, that was almost freeing. All I had to do was obey Sarah and anyone else she saw fit to give power over me. I didn’t have to make any decisions of my own, apart from the decision to do this or not. And maybe not even that. If I demanded that Sarah let me go, that she unlock my cock and release me from this humiliation, would she do it? I couldn’t be sure. The only way to find out, I supposed, would be to ask. And yet I didn’t. Because somehow, standing there completely humiliated, the laughing stock of the entire club, was better than not doing it. Sarah could talk all she liked about how the promise of sex with her made both Pete and I ready to submit, and there was truth in that. In her skintight latex catsuit, she just looked that damn good. But was that the whole story? The raging of my cock trapped inside the chastity device suggested otherwise. It suggested that I was enjoying this on a whole other level, that I was feeling the paradoxical freedom of having no say in what happened to me. 
 
    At one point, Sarah leaned forward. I saw her red lips move as she yelled something at her husband. I felt a tug on my leash, and I sneaked a glance at Tasha to see her smiling in delight as she pulled me closer. She really seemed to be warming to this unique situation. And I craned my neck to get closer to Sarah and hear what she was saying. 
 
    “I’m going to go and dance for a while,” she said. “Behave yourself for these girls, okay?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah,” Pete roared at the top of his lungs, competing with the thumping music. And I did the same. Smiling, Sarah took one last gulp of her drink and set it down on the bar next to us. Then she stepped away. I watched her latex catsuit gleaming in the colored light of the nightclub as she made her way onto the dance floor. The lustful eyes of men followed her every movement, tracking her hungrily as she began to move to the music. My cock throbbed and ached in the prison she had locked it in, and my heart burned with jealousy. I could only imagine what Pete was feeling as he watched his wife dance in a club full of strangers. 
 
    Beside us, two barstools had opened up. Tasha and Tiffany claimed them. Tasha’s leather pants shone in the light as she climbed up onto the seat, her broad hips spreading as she hooked the heels of her red boots onto the footrest of the stool. I had no choice but to step with her, standing beside her as she pulled on my leash. And as I got closer, she gathered the leash up in both hands, shortening it. In the packed press of the club, I was forced to stand close to her anyway. I could feel the slick leather of her pants against my thigh, and I could hardly tear my eyes away from the deep cleavage her black and red course it gave her. Every time she breathed, her breasts swelled against the material, as though about to spill over. I was trembling with desire just from looking at her, and I could feel her dark eyes on me again as she toyed idly with the leash in her hands. Over on the other stool, Tiffany was talking to Pete. I watched her cross her long legs, her silver high-heeled shoes sparkling and her toned thighs showing from under her white tulle skirt. But I had my own new mistress to pay attention to. 
 
    “She really has you guys whipped, huh?” 
 
    Tasha’s voice was slightly shrill as she raised it to be heard above the music. At the same time, she pulled on my leash, pulling my face down toward her. I tilted my ear in her direction. I didn’t want to talk about it. I didn’t want to have to explain myself to a stranger. But I knew I had no choice. Out on the dance floor, Sarah was gyrating, her hips swaying from side to side as she raised her arms over her head, losing herself in the music. She had abandoned me to the stranger. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said, while Tasha giggled. “It’s sexy though. I mean, look at her.” 
 
    “So you like dominant women?” Tasha’s dark eyebrows climbed her smooth brow as she spoke. The smile never left her face. Again, I felt my cock ache inside its prison, pressing itself pointlessly against the plastic walls. 
 
    “I guess so,” I said. “I mean, I never thought I did. This all happened kind of fast. I’ve been away for work, and when I came back… I don’t know. We just kind of started playing like this. It just sort of happened.” 
 
    “And she fucks you in front of her husband?” 
 
    “She has,” I said. There was no point lying about the things we did. For all I knew, Sarah had already told her everything. She certainly seemed well-informed on the broad strokes of the relationship between us. And my humiliation was complete already. If anything, admitting that this was something I enjoyed made it slightly less embarrassing to be Sarah’s bitch boy in public. If I admitted that I liked it, it at least seemed like I had some choice in the matter. 
 
    “That’s amazing,” Tasha yelled. “I should get myself a slave boy like you. There’s something really hot about knowing a guy wants you that badly that he’ll do anything to have you.” 
 
    Her eyes were shining, reflecting the sweeping colored lights of the club. Her tight leather pants shone on her thighs as she crossed her legs, the leash she held trailing over her fingers as she fidgeted with it. At this range, I could smell her perfume, could practically feel the heat rising off her beautiful young body. I wanted her badly. And the more she talked, the more I felt that desire boiling inside me. She had been looking mostly at me outside, and I had told myself it was wishful thinking. That I wanted her so badly that I was lying to myself. But now, it seemed undeniable. There was some sexual tension between us. As I watched Tasha squeeze her leather clad thighs with her hands, I wondered if this whole situation was turning her on. 
 
    “Well, you should,” I said carefully. “I mean, looking at you, I don’t think you’d find it difficult. You’re gorgeous.” 
 
    Tasha laughed at that, throwing back her head to toss her dark hair over her bare shoulders. It wasn’t mere flattery. She was gorgeous. And it felt strange, in the humble and humiliating position I had been forced into, to be flirting with her like this. In a way, it was almost nice. To feel even a little bit normal again in this unbelievable situation. To feel the pleasure of chatting to a beautiful girl the way I used to, but hadn’t done for years. 
 
    “It’s a pity you’re not available,” she said, smiling as she looked me up and down brazenly. My heart flipped in my chest. I was right. 
 
    “I’m single,” I said hopefully as I leaned toward her. 
 
    “Yeah, but you belong to her,” Tasha said, nodding her head toward the dancefloor. Over there, Sarah was still moving to the music, her body swaying in her tall high heels, testing the tensile strength of her skintight latex outfit. She wasn’t alone. There was a man in front of her, moving awkwardly to the music, his lips moving as he hit on her. And Sarah had her arms draped over his neck. At the same time, another man was standing behind her, his hands on her hips. And she was grinding her latex-covered ass back against him, pressing herself against what I had no doubt was an erection.  
 
    For a moment, I glanced over at Pete. He was still talking to Tiffany, but he couldn’t keep his eyes off his wife. I couldn’t blame him. Even I felt deeply jealous to see other men touching that incredible body, and I wasn’t married to her. Over the last few weeks, Pete had displayed a shocking lack of concern with his wife doing sexual things with other men. But perhaps even he had his limit. And by now, I knew the labyrinthine pathways of Sarah’s devious brain to know that that was part of the fun for her. To tease both her husband and me with what we couldn’t have, to remind us both that the pleasure we so desperately craved was hers to award or deny as she saw fit. It was working. 
 
    “I wouldn’t put it like that,” I argued. “I mean, we play together. But she’s married to Pete. I’m not seeing anyone.” 
 
    “Well, you looked pretty taken out there while you were licking her boots and calling her Mistress Sarah,” Tasha smiled at me. “Do you think she would see it that way? Would I have to ask to borrow you from her?” 
 
    “I mean, maybe,” I said, trying to smile as though the thought of such a thing wasn’t turning me on beyond belief, making my cock throb desperately in the chastity device and reminding me of what I already remembered all too well: the wild power Pete’s wife had over me. 
 
    “That’s so fucking hot,” Tasha laughed. I watched her take a swig of her drink, emptying the glass and setting it down on the bar behind her. Her eyes were shining even more now, and I suspected there was more than mere alcohol to blame. Sarah’s dominance over me was turning this beautiful young woman on, just as it did me. Wild possibilities raced through my mind as I looked down at her sitting on the barstool next to me. But there was no forgetting the cage locked onto my manhood. Tasha was right, even if I didn’t want to admit it. No matter what I wanted to do with this young woman, I wasn’t going to be able to unless Sarah allowed it. 
 
    Suddenly, I jumped. I saw Tasha’s brow crease in confusion as I squirmed on the spot. Involuntarily, my hands darted to my crotch, clutching at the chastity device through the laces of the latex shorts I wore. I turned my head toward the dance floor to see Sarah approaching, the remote control in her hand. Over next to Tiffany, Pete was squirming too, both of us feeling the abrupt pain his wife could give us whenever she felt like. Smiling lightly, Sarah slipped the remote back into her boot, and Tasha laughed as the pain subsided. 
 
    “There’s some really hot guys here tonight,” Sarah said, raising her voice to make sure we all heard her words. “Come on, girls. Let’s go have a dance. These two will be waiting for us when we come back.” 
 
    As she spoke, Sarah reached toward the bar between Tasha and Tiffany. I saw her pick up an empty glass and turn it over. The sexy devil and angel handed Sarah the ends of the leashes Pete and I wore when she asked for them, and Sarah placed them on the bar, setting the upside-down glass down on top of them. Her face was momentarily serious as she turned to look at him, then at me. 
 
    “Stay here,” she yelled. “Hold onto these seats, but don’t sit on them. Don’t move. If that glass is not exactly where it is when we get back, you’ll both be in big trouble.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah,” I yelled, and Pete bellowed the same thing. The smile returned to Sarah’s face. She said something else I didn’t catch, and both Tasha and Tiffany slid off their stools and onto their feet. As the three women walked away from us, toward the packed dance floor, I saw Tasha smile back at me over her elegant shoulder. On the dance floor, the men were circling as the three beautiful women began to move their bodies to the rhythm. And all Pete and I could do was stand there and watch. 
 
    “What the fuck is going on?” I asked him. 
 
    “I don’t know, man,” Pete said, shaking his head. “But you gotta admit, it’s pretty exciting.” 
 
    “Yeah, it is,” I yelled back. “But where does this all end? Where is this going?” 
 
    “That’s what makes it exciting,” Pete said. “We don’t know. That’s up to Sarah. That’s the whole point. Just give in to her. Let her do what she wants. It usually ends up for the best.” 
 
    “Can we at least have a drink?” 
 
    Pete seemed to be considering it. He was wearing the backpack that had the money in it, after all. But after a moment, he shook his head. 
 
    “I don’t know,” he said. “Sarah didn’t say we could.” 
 
    “She didn’t say we couldn’t, either.” 
 
    “Yeah, but does she look like she’s in the mood to look at things that way?” 
 
    I had to agree with him there. Nothing Sarah had said or done that night suggested she would show any tolerance of our needs or preferences. I stared across the dance floor to where the three women were dancing, and a crowd of men had gathered around them. Once again, Sarah was dancing with strangers, shaking her ass and grinding it against a man dressed in the white coat and stethoscope of a doctor. In front of her, another man, shirtless and painted green to look like the Incredible Hulk, had his hands on her upper arms, sliding over the tight latex of her catsuit. I watched as he stepped closer toward her, his hands moving over her breasts. And Sarah just smiled at him, still moving to the music. Encouraging him. Tasha and Tiffany had their own admirers too, of course, but neither of them were being quite as brazen as Pete’s wife. 
 
    “I think your wife really wants to get fucked tonight,” I said without taking my eyes off Sarah. 
 
    “Looks that way,” he admitted. 
 
    “You think… You don’t think she’d fuck a stranger?” 
 
    “I don’t know, man. I gave up trying to predict what Sarah is and isn’t capable of a long time ago.” 
 
    “And you’re okay with that? If she fucked that guy she’s dancing with right now, you wouldn’t have a problem with that?” 
 
    Pete turned to look at me. In the dim light of the club, his eyes seemed dark, his face serious. 
 
    “You didn’t have a problem with it when it was you fucking her,” he pointed out. “Why would it make any difference who the guy is?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” I said, shaking my head. “It’s just… I mean, we did all this for her. Because she said she might fuck us if we did as she said. If she fucks some other guy, it was all for nothing.” 
 
    “That’s exactly the point,” Pete said. “She’s showing us that she can do whatever she wants. No matter what. That’s the point. And that’s what’s most sexy about her. That fucking power she has. I can’t resist her. Don’t lie. Neither can you.” 
 
    Pete turned his face back to the dance floor, and so did I. There she was, his sexy wife and her new friends, parading her beauty in front of the whole club. Letting seemingly any man touch and fondle her incredible body. Any man except her husband or me. The doctor was still grinding into her ass, his movements becoming bolder as she didn’t try to stop him. In fact, Sarah leaned forward, arching her back and pressing her buttocks more firmly against his pelvis. At the same time, she tilted her face up toward the Incredible Hulk. She pressed her red lips against his, and I gasped where I stood next to the bar as I watched them make out. Rage and jealousy burned inside me as though she were my wife, not Pete’s. For whatever reason, sharing her with him was different. After all, they were married, and we were friends. But this seemed too outrageous to be believed. And yet Pete stayed right where he was, right where his wife had commanded him to stand. The glass covering our leashes and pinning them to the bar stayed in place. Even now, he wouldn’t disobey her. And the worst part was, he was right. Along with her incredible body, along with her pretty face, what was most appealing about the woman was her uninhibited sexual desires. The fact that she was capable of doing anything, and that she took what she wanted with such total confidence. She was teasing us both, knowing how badly we wanted her, and it was working. The more I needed her, the more I craved her, the more, I knew, she would be able to get away with. 
 
    The song ended, and a new one began. Detaching herself from her male admirers, I watched Sarah move toward Tasha and Tiffany. Placing her hand on each of their shoulders, I saw her talking to them. Neither Pete nor I missed the way the women glanced over us as they spoke, sly smiles showing even at this distance on their gorgeous faces. They were planning something new. That was obvious. And as Pete said, there was nothing we could do about it except wait and see what his wicked wife had in mind. Hard to believe what this woman had reduced us to. And yet it was too incredibly exciting to do anything except submit. 
 
    The girls walked toward us. At least, Tasha and Tiffany did. I watched them approach, the beautiful angel and the sexy devil both equally gorgeous. Tiffany’s short skirt swayed against her toned thighs with every step, and Tasha’s big breasts jiggled and moved in her corset. And yet as beautiful as they were, as physically drawn to them both as I was, I kept one eye on Sarah, still out on the dance floor. Still moving her gorgeous body and teasing the man that clustered around her, all of them competing for a fragment of the irresistible honor of touching her. All of them except us. 
 
    Following Sarah’s orders, Pete and I had guarded the barstools without sitting down. Now Tiffany and Tasha took their seats again, laughing together as they sat. Reaching toward the bar behind her, Tasha picked up the glass Sarah had set down. Taking my leash in one hand, she handed Pete’s to Tiffany. I felt a sharp tug as Tasha pulled savagely on my leash, and I lowered my head toward her red lips, knowing she had something to say. 
 
    “I think your mistress is going to get fucked tonight,” she said, cruelty and dominance dripping from every word “and I don’t think you’re the one who’s going to get to do it.” 
 
    “It doesn’t look that way,” I admitted, and Tasha laughed. Her breasts bounced hypnotically in her tight corset. 
 
    “No, it doesn’t,” she said. “And you’re not going to get to fuck me either. Sarah told me she owns your cock. Is that true?” 
 
    “I mean… Yeah,” I said with a sigh, prompting another bright burst of laughter from Tasha. 
 
    “That’s right,” the other woman said. “She owns your cock, and only she decides if it gets used. She told me she locked it away in a chastity device. Is that true?” 
 
    “Yes,” I groaned, feeling the familiar heat of embarrassment prickling my cheeks as Tasha laughed again. And I gasped as her hand darted between my legs, gripping my package through the tight latex shorts I wore. I had my back to the crowded dance floor now, facing the bar, and in the dim light, I hoped no one could see as she ran her hand over the contours of the device, feeling it through the ridiculous costume I wore. 
 
    “Oh my God, she was telling the truth,” Tasha said, staring deep into my eyes as she spoke. “She really does own your cock. That’s a shame. I think you’re pretty cute, but I guess you won’t be getting any pussy tonight, off me or anyone else.” 
 
    “I think you’re gorgeous,” I said, looking straight at her and doing my best to push aside my shame and embarrassment as I spoke. “I don’t know what’s going to happen tonight. But maybe some other time, we could get together. I’d love to take you out for dinner or a drink some time – whatever you want. I know this is kind of a crazy way to meet, but I feel like we might have something here.” 
 
    “Oh, we definitely have something,” Tasha said, raising her eyebrows as she tugged playfully at my leash. “But I don’t think you understand quite what’s going on here. Sarah has invited us back to her place to play with you some more. And I’m thinking about doing it.” 
 
    “On my God, that would be awesome,” I said, making Tasha laugh again with my sincerity. And I really did mean it. After all, she could talk all she wanted about me not getting anything from her, but hope springs eternal in the heart of a horny man. If she stuck around, if the night went on, maybe, just maybe, something might happen. 
 
    “You really want me to come?” Tasha asked, batting her eyelashes playfully at me. “You really want me to come back and see just how whipped your mistress has you? Wouldn’t that be extremely embarrassing for you?” 
 
    “Of course it will,” I said. “But I really like you. And it seems like you understand this game we’re playing. Who knows where it might go?” 
 
    “That’s what I was thinking,” Tasha said with a devilish smile that matched her Halloween costume. “But I think if you really want me to come back with you guys, you need to ask me nicely. You need to beg.” 
 
    I looked at her. Her smile never wavered. In the moving lights of the nightclub, her dark eyes flashed, her red lips rising at the corners in a grin of delight. I knew that look. I had seen it on Sarah’s face often enough in the last little while. 
 
    “Please, Tasha,” I began. “Please come back to Sarah’s place and play with us some more.” 
 
    “No, I mean really beg,” Tasha grinned. Her left hand still held my leash while her right pointed to the floor in front of her. “Get down on your knees right here in front of everyone and beg me to come home with you tonight.” 
 
    I gulped. But her smile never wavered. She waited. I felt my heart pounding in my chest as I looked at her. After everything Sarah had put me through, was there any point trying to resist anything a pretty woman wanted from me? 
 
    Tasha cackled with laughter as I sank slowly to my knees on the sticky floor of the nightclub. Beside her, Tiffany looked over at me, wide-eyed in shock. But I kept my eyes on my new mistress, gazing up her as I pressed my hands humbly together in front of me. 
 
    “Please, Tasha,” I begged, yelling the words so that she could hear them over the pulsing music. “Please come home with us tonight and help Mistress Sarah dominate me.” 
 
    “All right, since you asked so nicely,” Tasha said, while Tiffany howled with laughter beside her. “But that’s Mistress Tasha to you.” 
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    8. The Afterparty 
 
      
 
    We needed two cabs to take us home. Sarah had picked up so many new friends at the nightclub that a single vehicle was never going to be enough. And as we waited for the taxis outside the busy club, I felt the night had a strange sense of unreality about it. It wasn’t just the costumes, although that was probably part of it. But more than that, it was the pure strangeness of what we were doing.  
 
    Things hadn’t been the same since I came back from Saudi Arabia. My whole life had changed in the blink of an eye thanks to Sarah and Pete and their kinky games. But now, I was more deeply embroiled than ever. Now, I felt as though I was on the edge of something even stranger and wilder and more exciting than anything else we had done. And given our recent behavior, that was saying quite a lot. Sexual tension crackled and hummed in the air as we stood outside the buzzing nightclub, waiting for cabs to pick us up and take us on to the next stage of the adventure. 
 
    And while I waited, I looked across the Pete to see how he was doing. I had never guessed my friend was so kinky. His beautiful wife was being more than friendly with the two men she had picked up in the club, the men she had kissed and allowed to grope her in public on the dance floor while we watched. There was no doubt in my mind what was about to happen. Sarah was clearly in the mood to push things further than ever before. And beyond all that, she was horny. Dressing up in her skintight latex catsuit seem to always have that effect on her, and I had been the beneficiary of that myself. But now, it seemed Pete’s wife intended to do something even more outrageous. Even more teasing and humiliating. I felt jealousy burning and raging inside me, almost matching my desire for her, though not quite. And she wasn’t even my wife. Technically, the things Sarah did with me were cheating just as much as they were with these strangers. 
 
    And yet Pete said nothing. He did nothing. He just stood there with a strange expression on his face. A kind of resignation, maybe. But it was more than that. The truth was, I wanted Sarah just as badly as he did. And while the thought of her cheating with other guys might not give me the same wild emotional punch it probably did for him, I knew he would be feeling as conflicted as I was. Boiling over with jealousy and unrelieved desire, our cocks raging inside the chastity his wild wife had locked them into. But all of that only made her sexier to both of us. Seeing her unquestioned feminine power, her total control of the situation, made Sarah even more desperately sexy than she already was. And that was saying a hell of a lot. 
 
    The cabs arrived. Sarah took charge, to the surprise of absolutely no one. She directed me into one car, along with Tasha and Tiffany. She took the other for herself, leading her husband and her two new male friends inside. As the door of my cab swung shut, closing me in the backseat with two sexy strangers, I looked at Tasha and Tiffany. I could see the delight on their pretty faces. I could also see the nervousness. I guessed they had never done anything like this before in their young lives. Well, neither had I. I had been exposed to Sarah’s kinky ideas before, but now, on Halloween, it seemed she was taking things to a new and unpredictable level. I could only imagine what the night might have in store for us. Really, there was no way to know. Sarah’s kinky imagination and creativity had always been too much for me. From that first night years ago when she had sex with me in front of her husband, Sarah had been revealing a side to herself I had never known existed. And as much as I loved it, I couldn’t understand it. I certainly couldn’t predict it. That, I knew, was part of the wild appeal. To give up control in a very real sense and to go along with whatever Pete’s wife said was unbelievably exciting. And even though I was nervous about what lay ahead, nervous about how this night might play out and what my role in it would be, I couldn’t deny the sheer thrill of submitting. Of just giving in and letting someone else make all the decisions. I had never thought of myself as a submissive guy. But these days, with Sarah, it was getting harder and harder to pretend I was anything else. And I was getting less interested in trying. Sarah had a way of normalizing things. Of making even the most outrageous ideas seem like they made sense. Clearly, it wasn’t just Pete and I that it worked on. In little more than an hour, Sarah had managed to collect an entire entourage of strangers ready to go along with her kinky schemes. 
 
    “I can’t believe where doing this,” Tiffany said. She sat on the other side of the cab’s backseat from me, with Tasha in the middle. She was still holding my leash as though she never wanted to let go. The symbol of her power, her female authority over me, granted to her by Sarah. And just the thought of that was more than enough to make my cock throb and ache even more, desperate for release inside the chastity that Sarah alone could release me from. Such exquisite torture to sit in a taxi heading for home with these two beautiful young women and know that I couldn’t have sex with them unless my best friend’s wife allowed it. Somehow, Sarah had found a way to make herself central in situations she wasn’t even physically present at. I might almost have admired it if my list fogged brain had been able to think of much of anything besides the sex I was denied. 
 
    “Just relax,” Tasha replied. “It’s going to be awesome. I mean, isn’t that what Halloween is all about? Trying on another persona? That’s how I’m looking at it. Tonight, I’m not Tasha, some girl who works in accounting. I’m Mistress Tasha, a sexy devil who makes men grovel. Isn’t that right, slave boy?” 
 
    I felt Tasha tug on the leash as she turned her dark eyes toward me. I felt slightly breathless as I looked at her. Her beauty was formidable, almost scary in the context I was seeing it. Thanks to Sarah and her antics, I was starting to see female beauty as the weapon it was. And both Tasha and Tiffany had plenty of weaponry. 
 
    But also, I could feel my desire for this woman growing by the minute. Growing in tandem with her own surging confidence. Tasha might not have much experience in these games. Clearly, they excited her. And clearly, she wasn’t going to let the opportunity to experiment sexually slip away. Maybe she had the same fears and doubts that her friend did. But she was doing a far better job of hiding it. She seemed to be far more comfortable with what was happening than Tiffany was, far more willing to play this new role. The more confident she became, the sexier she was to me. Not that she needed any help in that department. But Sarah taught me something I had never known about myself. There was nothing more attractive to me than a woman who knew the power her beauty gave her. And if Tasha wasn’t there yet, she was definitely on her way. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Tasha,” I said, and heard Tasha chuckle under her breath. At the same time, she tugged on the leash again, as though reminding herself of her female authority and power over me. When she rested her free hand on my leg, I felt like I might pass out. And as the taxi rolled through the night, carving up the miles between downtown and my apartment building, her hand crept ever higher. Before long, I felt it resting possessively on the front of my ridiculous skintight shorts, on the laces that hid my caged cock from view. Anything Tasha wanted from me, she could have had there and then. Anything except one. The cock that was locked in Sarah’s chastity was as out of bounds for her as it was for me. 
 
    “What do you think’s going to happen?” Tiffany asked her friend. She was clearly the more timid of the two of them. But for all her doubts, she wasn’t exactly complaining either. I could hear the excitement in her voice, clear as day. I could hear the desire. In her own way, Sarah had seduced these two women just as surely as she had seduced the men she was going home with. Just in a different way. Tasha and Tiffany wanted what Sarah had, the wild power over us her beauty gave her. The two men in the taxi with Sarah and Pete just wanted her. 
 
    “Probably a lot of sexy stuff,” Tasha grinned. “I mean, I’m pretty sure Sarah’s going to bang those guys she’s taking home. She didn’t choose them for their conversational abilities, I’m guessing. But I don’t know what else she’s going to do. I don’t know if she’s going to unlock her husband and this loser or not.” 
 
    “You’re so good at that,” Tiffany said with a giggle. “Being mean to them. Belittling them. Don’t you feel a bit bad?” 
 
    “Of course not,” Tasha said. “Why would I? I mean, they obviously love it. Don’t you?” 
 
    Again, Tasha emphasized her words with a tug on my leash. I looked at her, feeling those dark eyes studying my face. Studying my reaction. Savoring my embarrassment and discomfort like it was a fine wine. This stranger had placed her finger on the truth. But just because it was true didn’t make it any easier to admit. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Tasha,” I managed to say, and the backseat of the taxi filled up with female laughter. 
 
    “See?” Tasha said triumphantly to her friend. “They want this. I’ve heard about guys like this. The worse you treat them, the more they like it. So I figure, why not enjoy ourselves? I’m sure we can get this one to do pretty much whatever we want.” 
 
    “You could, Mistress Tasha,” I said, making the women laughed again. The chastity device Sarah had put me in had never felt tighter as we moved through the night, the drive back to my apartment seeming interminable. In the front seat, the taxi driver said nothing. He didn’t react in any way to what he was hearing. But I had no doubt he was listening. I had no doubt that what he’d seen and heard that night would give him a good story to tell. But I couldn’t worry about that now. I had bigger things to worry about, including wondering whether and when Sarah might have pity on me and unlock my manhood so I could do what I wanted to. What I needed to do. With her new lovers in the car with her, I had the sinking feeling that my chances weren’t great. 
 
    Finally, our taxi pulled up outside the apartment building. Sarah and her entourage were already there. The tight black catsuit shone under the streetlights she stepped out of the cab, a bundle of cash in her hand. She paid both cabdrivers, giving them an eyeful of her delicious cleavage as she bent toward the open windows. Then, she led us all inside. What a spectacle we made, seven of us, all dressed up in ridiculous outfits.  
 
    Sarah led the way, a gorgeous dominatrix flanked by a doctor and the Incredible Hulk, her arms linked with theirs as she giggled happily, her body swaying with every step. Behind her, Tiffany and Tasha strutted along in their sexy costumes, giggling together at the thought of what was about to happen. And me and Pete followed behind, ashamed and silent, both led on leashes by the girls in front of us. It was a small mercy that none of our neighbors saw us as we made our noisy way through the halls of our apartment building. And there was no relief from the sense of shame as Pete closed the apartment door behind us and Sarah led us all toward the living room. I knew that whatever wild game she had planned was only just beginning. 
 
    Sarah led us to the living room. Her high heels echoed on the floor with every step, and Tiffany and Tasha’s shoes beat out a similar syncopated rhythm. Sarah sat on the sofa, and urged her new friends to do the same. The doctor and the Hulk sat down on either side of her, their bodies pressed against hers as she squirmed between them, thoroughly enjoying being the center of attention. She urged Tiffany and Tasha to sit too. There was only an armchair left for them, so Tasha sat down in it while Tiffany perched on its arm. That left Pete and I, standing awkwardly in the living room, on full display for everyone. 
 
    “Kneel, bitches,” Sarah said with a laugh, pointing to the floor. She seemed almost drunk, but it wasn’t just booze that was having that effect on her. It was also the intoxication of power, the pure wild excitement at what we were up to. There was an edge in her voice now, a real sense of joy at what she was doing. I could feel everyone’s eyes on us, waiting to see what we did. As though wondering if we would resist. They should have known better. After all, Sarah had our cocks locked away, and that gave her a power neither me nor Pete could fight against. To a chorus of laughter, we both dropped to our knees on the floor, our leashes hanging limp from our collars. 
 
    “Fuck, this is awesome,” Sarah said. On one side of her, the doctor was leaning forward, kissing her neck, his hand on her shining thigh. On the other side, the Hulk’s green hands were groping her breasts, feeling her swollen nipples through the fabric of her latex catsuit. They were both looking at her, ignoring us. But she was looking right at me and right at her husband, her blue eyes glowing with sadistic pleasure and malicious delight. Beside me, I could hear Pete breathing steadily through his nose, as though trying to calm himself. I did the same. But it didn’t seem to make much difference. I could still feel frustration and desire and shame raging inside me. And I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the beautiful goddess in front of me, tormenting me with her freedom and my lack of it. 
 
    “If I had told you boys of the start of the night that I would end up taking two cocks tonight, imagine how excited you would’ve been,” Sarah said. “It’s just a pity they won’t be yours. But that’s okay. As long as your mistress is happy, right?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah,” I said, my voice cracking with desire as I spoke. And beside me, Pete said the same thing, his own words struggling and straining against similar feelings of denial. Sarah moaned, as though our words alone were enough to give her sexual pleasure. Her red hair fell around her shoulders as she leaned her head back against the sofa behind her and turned her face toward the Incredible Hulk. Still fondling her breasts, he leaned toward her and kissed her, his eyes flickering toward Pete just a second before returning to her. And both Pete and I groaned as we watched her reach for the front of his pants. As she caressed the bulge between his legs, their kiss grew more passionate. And on the other side of her, the doctor’s hand slid up her thigh, toward Sarah’s groin. She let him. In fact, she parted her thighs for him, sliding her hips forward on the couch, eager to feel his hand on her. The doctor was kissing his way over Sarah’s shoulder now, moving his mouth inexorably toward her left breast. Meanwhile, his hand moved between her legs, stroking her through the latex catsuit and making her desire swell and grow.  
 
    Finally, Sarah moved on the sofa. Lifting her lips away from the Hulk’s, she climbed onto her knees between the two men. Smiling, she bent forward at the waist. I heard either Tasha or Tiffany gasp in shock as I watched her unfasten his pants and pull out his cock. He moaned in pleasure as she wrapped her hand around it, her face mere inches away from its throbbing length. For a moment, she smiled up at him. 
 
    “I’m little disappointed this isn’t green too,” Sarah said. “But it is nice and big. Just what I need right now.” 
 
    And with that, she opened her mouth and lowered her head down onto it, wrapping her bright red lips around the shaft.  
 
    I heard Pete cry out beside me, and saw Sarah’s burning eyes swivel to look at her husband while her cheeks hollowed around another man’s shaft. In the armchair, Tiffany and Tasha was spluttering with laughter that had more to do with shock than with genuine amusement. 
 
    And behind Sarah, the man dressed as a doctor moved. Kneeling on the sofa behind her, he reached between her legs and pulled open the zipper of her catsuit. She let him. In fact, she arched her back even more, thrusting her ass back toward the stranger while keeping the Hulk’s cock in her mouth. His hands on her shining black ass, the doctor lowered his face between her cheeks and began to lick Sarah right in front of us.  
 
    She moaned in pleasure, the vibrating sound in her mouth making the Hulk groan even louder as she sucked him. I kneeled there as if turned to stone, waves of pain radiating out from between my legs as my own ignored cock tried to harden inside the chastity device that Sarah controlled. But it was no use. There was no way to free myself, even if I wanted to. And even though I did desperately want to cum, I was conscious of that part of me that also didn’t. The strange conflicting feeling of wanting something so badly and also wanting it to be denied to me. The feeling Sarah was making sure I got more and more acquainted with. 
 
    The sound of pleasure filled the room. Sarah’s moans grew steadier along with the wet sound of the doctor eating her pussy. At the same time, we could hear the breathless grunts of the Hulk as Pete’s wife pleasured him. For a while, that was the only sound in the room. No one said a word. Again, I felt that strange sense of unreality, as though I was watching a dirty movie. But this was reality, unfolding right in front of me. Sarah in her dominatrix outfit was about the sexiest thing I had ever seen, and there she was, giving and receiving pleasure from two complete strangers while the cocks of me and her husband remained locked away indefinitely. It was a mind fuck unlike any I had ever known, and as I watched, everything else seemed to fade away. My focus narrowed until it barely included the two beautiful girls watching from the armchair, until it barely included Pete kneeling beside me. My whole world shrank down to cruel Sarah and her wild sexual pleasure as she tormented us with what we couldn’t have. 
 
    Sarah gasped as she finally lifted her head away from the cock of the man she was blowing. His member shone with her saliva, faint traces of her lipstick showing on his shaft. He looked up at her with a disappointed expression on his face, no doubt hoping she would finish the job. And behind Sarah, the doctor sat back, his face shining with her juices as she rose up on her knees. Turning on the sofa, she swung her leg over the edge, the heel of her boot cracking loudly on the floor she rose unsteadily to her feet. As she stood above us, her wet pussy now exposed by the open zipper of her catsuit, I gazed up her her with desperate hunger, the dominant goddess who had reduced me and her husband to humble and frustrated slaves. 
 
    “I think I need to go get fucked,” Sarah said, emphasizing the dirty word as she sneered down at me and Pete. “Here. You girls might enjoy this.” 
 
    My eyes followed Sarah’s hand as she reached for the remote control to our chastity devices and pulled it out of the top of her boot. She tossed it across the room, and Tasha caught it with both hands. 
 
    “They’re all yours,” Sarah said with a smile at the younger women. “I don’t need either of them right now. Do whatever you like with them. Boys, you know the rules. Do whatever these women say. If I hear you disobeyed them, you know I’ll make you pay.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah,” Pete said. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah,” I echoed. 
 
    Still with that smirk on her pretty face, Sarah held out her hands to the men on either side of her. Tentatively, they each took one and rose to their feet. Casting one last devious smile in our direction, Sarah led them both across the living room, toward the bedroom. Both Pete and I watched her go until she disappeared through the open door, along with her lovers. We could hear her giddy laughter drifting out of the room, and the creaking of her latex catsuit as she moved. Soon, we could hear muted moans of pleasure, the wet sound of kissing, all the telltale signs of growing sexual pleasure that was denied to us. 
 
    Tiffany stood. Tearing my head away from the open door of Sarah’s bedroom, I turned to watch her walk across the room. Smiling, she sat down on the sofa in front of us, crossing her long legs underneath her short skirt. Her blue eyes glowed as she looked at us. After a moment, Tasha followed. Still carrying the remote control, she moved across the room to sit beside her friend. Pete and I gazed up at these women we barely knew in humble silence. Sarah’s words echoed inside my head. She wanted us to serve them. And in that ever-growing submissive part of my psyche, I wanted that too. I wanted it badly, more badly than I would ever have imagined I would want such a ridiculous thing. And fear of the remote control in Tasha’s hand made me anxious to please my new mistress. But that wasn’t why I knew I would obey. 
 
    Beside me, Pete suddenly yelped. I braced myself, but it did nothing to lessen the sudden pain I soon felt in my vibrating cock and balls. Tiffany cried out in loud laughter as she watched Tasha use the remote control to shock us both. When she lifted her thumb from the device, both Pete and I were panting, clutching at our chastity devices as though that could possibly alleviate the pain she had delivered. 
 
    “This is so cool,” Tasha said, shaking her head in disbelief to make the dark waves of her hair swirl over her shoulders. “You really are her slaves. Now, the only question is, what should we make you do?” 
 
    “I could use a foot rub,” Tiffany giggled, turning her head toward her friend uncertainly. But Tasha didn’t seem to have any doubts. Snapping her fingers imperiously, she pointed at Pete. 
 
    “You,” she snarled. “Get over there and rub my friend’s feet what we listen to your wife get fucked.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Tasha.” 
 
    Pete’s leash trailed across the floor as he crawled on his hands and knees toward giggling Tiffany. She smiled down at him as he fussed with her silvery high heels, slowly sliding them off her feet while she sat above him like a queen. But I barely had eyes for the two of them. I was looking at Tasha, and she was looking directly at me. The seductive smile on her face tugged at something deep inside me, her painted lips calling to me. The corset she wore emphasized by the feminine hourglass shape of her body, her breasts swelling over its top with every breath she took, and I could barely keep my eyes away from her. And once again, I felt that strange feeling of connection I had felt from the moment I saw her. It had been a night full of humiliation and disgrace, full of frustration and denial. Yet somehow, I felt like Tasha was taking some kind of special interest in me. Or maybe I just hoped that was the case. 
 
    “You. Over here.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Tasha.” 
 
    I was more than happy to crawl toward this goddess on hands and knees across Pete’s living room, more than happy to kneel at her feet. Reaching down with her free hand, Tasha took hold of the leash that hung from my collar and wrapped around her fist, pulling me closer. I could smell her perfume, could hear the leather of her boots creaking. For a while, she simply looked down at me along the length of the leash. And while Pete rubbed Tiffany’s feet, we all listened for a moment to the sounds coming from the bedroom. Wild cries of pleasure. Deep moans and groans. The springs of the bed creaking desperately under the weight of three people. We were listening, all four of us, to Sarah getting fucked by two men at once. And every shriek of pleasure I heard from her only made my cock throb more in the painful chastity device I wore. 
 
    “Sounds like she’s really having a good time in there,” Tasha smiled down at me. “I think she’s really onto something. Keeping you guys locked up and humiliated and ready to serve. A girl could really get used to this. And it’s turning me on so much. What a pity that little cock of yours is useless right now.” 
 
    As she spoke, Tasha uncrossed her legs. I groaned as she tapped the toe of one red boot against the chastity device through the shorts I wore. 
 
    “Oh well,” she sighed. “Lucky for a slave like you, there’s more than one way to please a woman. Get over here and make me cum, bitch boy.” 
 
    Beside her on the sofa, I heard Tiffany gasp. But I had eyes only for Tasha as she reached for the front of her leather pants and unfastened them. She pulled them down over her hips, exposing her pussy to me. Then she pulled me forward with the leash around my neck. As I dove between her creamy thighs, I could smell her arousal, and as I ran my tongue along her swollen lips, I heard her giggle above me. And behind it all, the wild sound of Sarah getting fucked, shrieking her pleasure from the bedroom loud enough to wake the entire apartment building while her husband and I dutifully served the strangers. The chastity device had never felt tighter around my cock as I licked Tasha’s pussy and felt her tugging on the leash around my neck. I was completely humiliated. Completely owned. And it felt fantastic.  
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    9. Making Them Watch 
 
      
 
    Tasha moaned steadily above me. The taste of her pussy filled my mouth, driving me on as desire flared within me. My cock raged inside the tight chastity Sarah had locked me in, a constant reminder of my helplessness need. The situation I found myself in was unlike any I had ever experienced. Unlike any I had ever even imagined. And it was turning me on more than I would ever have believed possible. The fact that there was nothing I could do about to only made it worse. Or better, depending on how you look at it. 
 
    In between the legs of a beautiful stranger, I wasn’t capable of thinking about much besides pleasure. Every sound of sexual bliss that Tasha made encouraged me, and my tongue probed her silken folds more eagerly with every passing second. Kneeling on the floor of Peter and Sarah’s apartment in my ridiculous costume, I felt more alive than ever. Used and humiliated, yes. But as I had long ago learned, those feelings only excited me more. 
 
    The ecstatic feelings I was giving her. And beside her on the couch, I could feel her friend Tiffany watching. As far as I knew, Pete was still rubbing her feet, soothing them like a pathetic servant after a long night in high heels. But even though the thought of her watching added another delicious edge of sexiness to what was happening, I didn’t pay them much attention. All of my attention was devoted to the task in front of me, the task of sexually pleasuring this gorgeous young stranger with only the faintest hope of receiving any pleasure in return. 
 
    And all the while, even as Tasha’s moans grew louder and more exciting, I could hear the sound of Sarah getting fucked in the other room. My friend and Pete’s wife, having sex with two men she didn’t know, giving her gorgeous body to them instead of us. I could hear her howling and screaming like an animal, completely surrendering herself to wild passion and the intense joy of being such a slut. I could only imagine how it felt for Pete. Even I could feel jealousy raging inside me, and she wasn’t my wife. She was just the woman who kept my cock locked away and made me bow to her will. 
 
    Above me, Tasha moaned I could feel her pussy spasming against my mouth. Hot juices were pouring out of her, and I knew that I was doing my job. Doing what I was there to do, to provide sexual pleasure to women. Her hands gripped the back of my head, pressing my face against her sex. I plunged my tongue inside her. Growling with frustrated desire as I felt her calm. Tasha thrust her hips forward, grinding her spasming pussy against my captive face while her high heels drummed on the floor in sheer bliss. 
 
    Finally, she relaxed. She released her hold on my head, and I sank back on my knees. I could feel her hot juices on my face, and my cock throbbed and surged inside Sarah’s chastity. Tasha’s eyes were half closed as she stared down at me, her breasts rising and falling in the tight corset of her devil costume as she slowly recovered. And from the other room, we could all still here Sarah screaming and moaning. As though she had forgotten what was happening while I was going down on her, Tasha half tilted her head, cocking an air and listening to the sounds of sex ringing out from the bedroom. Then she dissolved in laughter. Beside her, her friend Tiffany began laughing to come her feet still in Pete sounds as he gazed up her, tormented by the humiliation of listening to his wife get fucked by two men in the other room. Tasha’s corset creaked as she leaned forward, spluttering and gasping in hilarity, and I failed miserably at trying not to look at her cleavage as it threatened to spill out over the top of the corset. I wanted her so badly, it almost made me breathless, and that was what gave her power, and we all knew that. These girls could do whatever they wanted with us. And there was no clearer proof of that than the fact that we were both kneeling on the floor, locked in chastity, forced to listen to Pete’s beautiful wife getting nailed and unable to do a single thing about it. 
 
    “Sounds like your wife is really having fun in there,” Tasha said, turning her smiling gaze on Pete. I turned my head toward him just for a moment, just long enough to see him cringing in shame as though her words were a physical blow. Even in the depths of my own embarrassment, my heart went out to my friend. This had to be pure torture for him. And yet, I had no doubt that he was enjoying it in the same weird way that I was. Enjoying the shame and the disgrace. Enjoying the feeling of powerlessness, of total helplessness, that we were both feeling. Completely and hopelessly turned on by being forced to submit to cruel female authority. 
 
    “This is so crazy,” Tiffany said. Not for the first time, I noticed that she was more shy than her friend. If shy it was a word that could be used in a situation like this, on a woman who was making a man she didn’t know massage her feet while they both listened to his wife having sex in the next room. But Tasha had taken to it all like a natural. The look on her face told me everything. I had seen a similar look on Sarah’s face when she got drunk on her own power, when she realized just how much her beauty and my desire let her get away with. Tasha was clearly having the same experience. She was learning, in the most unforgettable way possible, just how much power she had. And thanks to kinky Sarah, she was quickly learning exactly how to use it. 
 
    “I think it’s awesome,” Tasha said to her friend with a smile. “I think I could really learn to enjoy having a slave boy at my beck and call. And the fact that he has to listen to his wife getting nailed while he serves us only makes it better. She really can do anything she wants to you boys now that she has your cocks locked away, huh?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Tasha,” Pete said tonelessly while the women laughed. Glancing over at my friend, I noticed he was still rubbing Tiffany’s foot in his hands. As though his body was on autopilot, going through the motions while his brain tried to assimilate what was going on here. No easy task. 
 
    “It must be nice for her,” Tasha went on. “Having real men to play with, I mean. Not submissive little bitches like you two.” 
 
    “Tasha!” Tiffany protested, but she laughed as she said it. More surprised by her friends mocking words than actually outraged, I imagined. For all her shyness and reserve, Tiffany appeared to be enjoying herself just as much as Tasha was. She seemed every bit as intrigued and fascinated us by this crazy game as her friend was. Maybe she wasn’t quite as ready to get into her new role as a powerful dominatrix, but it was clear she wasn’t about to take much pity on us. 
 
    Tasha stood. Her tight leather pants creaked with her movements, and I watched with some sense of regret as she struggled to zip them back up. I could still taste her pussy in my mouth, could still feel the ghost of her orgasm trembling against my lips. As badly as I wanted her, I knew I couldn’t have her. At least not in the way I wanted to, in the way my surging cock inside its tight prison demanded. But I felt a sense of loss at being further deprived of even the sight of her wet sex, of losing the opportunity to taste her again. It was as though I could feel myself becoming addicted to this by the minute, increasingly obsessed with this wild game of frustration and humiliation. And Tasha looked absolutely radiant as she stood above me in her sexy devil costume, her beautiful body displayed by her tight leather pants and corset and high-heeled boots as she looked me up and down. I turned my head to watch as she walked around behind me. I heard her costume creak as she crouched down to the floor. 
 
    “Give me your hands,” she said in a soft voice. She didn’t have to speak loudly. Her lips were right beside my ear. I felt the soft silkiness of her long dark hair tickling my shoulder as she reached out and took hold of my wrists. Her grip was firm but gentle as she slowly pulled my arms back behind me. And I didn’t fight her. I knew what was coming, or at least thought I did. More helplessness. More humiliation. More loss of control as I was forced to submit to the whims of these women I didn’t even know. But that was what I wanted. That was the perversity of the situation I found myself in, that what I wanted most was also what I feared. To lose control completely, to give in to these dominant bitches and surrender all semblance of self-control. As I heard the metal clasp on the cuffs Sarah had made me wear click into place, I suppressed a tiny shudder that raced through my body. Who knew it was such a thrill to give up everything and submit to a stranger? 
 
    Once my hands were cuffed, Tasha stood. Again, I heard her kinky costume creaking and groaning as her incredible body strained against it. Her tall heels thumped on the floor as she stepped over toward Pete, and he looked up her with an expression of nervous desire on his face that mirrored my own conflicted feelings. I watched, still entranced by Tasha’s beauty as she crouched behind my friend just as she had crouched behind me and took his wrists in her hands just as she had fine. Pete put up no more of a fight than I had. Tasha had no trouble locking his hands behind him too, and as she stood, I could see the cheeky grin on her face that told me how much trouble we were in.  
 
    Stepping around in front of Pete, Tasha reached down, her beautiful breasts once again swelling over the top of her corset as she took hold of the leash around my friend’s neck. Picking it up, she turned toward Tiffany and held it out invitingly. Smiling, Tiffany took hold of Pete’s leash where she sat on the sofa. Tasha turned back to me. Striding purposefully toward me, she stooped and took hold of my leash. For a moment, she stood above me, and I looked up at her along the leash that connected us. Her free hand was on her head, her tight leather pants shining underneath her fingers. Her dark eyes flashed as she looked at me. My own eyes traveled up and down her body, sliding unstoppably over every curve, unable to look away. She looked like sex incarnate, and kneeling there on the floor at her feet, cuffed and leashed with my cock helplessly locked away, I felt completely emasculated. Totally used. Thoroughly owned. It felt fantastic. In that moment, all I wanted was to be Tasha’s humble pet, to grovel at her feet and worship her beauty and do everything this demonic goddess told me to do. Submissive desire raged inside me, and Tasha was the focus of all that wild energy. In that moment, this woman I hardly knew was everything to me, and nothing seemed more important than serving her in whatever perverted way she desired. It was an incredible feeling, and as my cock throbbed painfully in the chastity, I knew it was one I was never going to forget. 
 
    “Come on,” Tasha said at last, tugging gently on the leash she held. “Let’s go see what’s happening in the other room.” 
 
    She turned, and it took an effort of will not to groan in desire at the sight of her beautiful round ass straining against the black leather that clung tightly to it. But Tasha stepped forward, and I had no choice but to follow. Rising awkwardly to my feet with my hands cuffed behind me, I followed at the end of her leash, watching her body sway provocatively in front of me and tugging at every string of desperate lust inside me. 
 
    I heard movement behind us, the springs of the sofa creaking as Tiffany rose to her feet. I knew she was leading Pete just as Tasha was leading me, and what a ridiculous and humiliating procession it was as the women dragged us to the bedroom. I could only imagine what Pete was feeling as his wife’s cries of passion and moans of pleasure grew steadily louder. Even I was boiling over with jealousy for his sexy wife. But Pete played along just as meekly as I did. After all, it wasn’t like we had much choice. 
 
    As Tasha led me into the bedroom, my eyes went wide as though to take in as much of the erotic spectacle going on in there as possible. Sarah was in bed with the men from the bar. Her sexy black latex catsuit had been peeled off her beautiful body, probably by the eager hands of her two new lovers. Their costumes were also discarded, strewn across the bedroom floor in the haste of their desire. Though the man dressed as the Incredible Hulk was still painted green, adding to the strange unreality of the situation we were in. 
 
    Sarah was on all fours. Her knees and elbows on the bed, her back arched and her ass raised up into the air. The Incredible Hulk kneeled behind her, and I cringed in jealousy to know that his cock was buried deep inside her. Meanwhile, the man who had been dressed as a doctor was in front of her. Sarah had his thick cock in her hands, playing with it. But she paused as we entered the room, turning her face toward us. Her skin was shining with sweat, her fiery red hair in a confused tangle around her shoulders. Her nipples were pink and puckered as her breasts hung down from her chest, and there was a wild look of almost animalistic lust in her eyes as she fixed them on me and Tasha. My friend, and my best friend’s wife. A woman I had thought I knew so well, who had turned out to have hidden depths of kinkiness and cruelty I had never imagined. Sarah was a dominant goddess in the full flood of sexual desire, and the glow on her cheeks and the look on her face only confirmed what I had already learned. This woman, this goddess, had been having multiple orgasms in here while Pete and I sat frustrated outside.  
 
    And I knew enough about Sarah’s kinks by now to know that fact only made her pleasure greater. Pete’s wife was having the time of her life. And as I shuffled further into the room on the end of the leash Tasha held, I saw her smile grow wider and wider. Especially when Tiffany led her husband into the bedroom behind me. The two girls paraded us in front of our mistress, making us stand at the foot of the bed so we could see everything that was going on. And clearly, Sarah didn’t have the slightest problem with being on display like this. She still held a stranger’s cock in her hand with another buried inside her pussy as me and her husband gazed at her with unrelieved desire. 
 
    “Oh my God, look at you guys,” Sarah giggled. “This is too funny. My two little slave boys, collared and leashed. I hope you guys had fun out there. Because we’ve definitely been having fun in here.” 
 
    “So we could hear,” Tasha said, and both Sarah and Tiffany giggled. 
 
    “Was I being loud?” Sarah smirked. “I couldn’t help it. These two studs here have really been working me over. Fucking my brains out, in fact. You know how it is, ladies, when you finally find some really good dick. The last thing you want to think about is keeping the volume down.” 
 
    The women laughed again. I could feel the erotic tension that crackled in the air, mingling with the smell of sex, and as usual, my cock was aching for release I suspected wasn’t coming anytime soon. Sarah was having far too much fun being a cruel and demanding mistress, and having this audience only seemed to encourage her. Besides, as I was painfully aware, with two young lovers in bed with her, what did she need either me or Pete for? 
 
    “Actually, I don’t,” Tasha said beside me. “I’ve never been with two guys at the same time.” 
 
    “Mmm. Well, I highly recommend it,” Sarah said in a voice that dripped with sexual pleasure. As she spoke, she began to rock back and forth on the bed, moving her hips so that her ass pressed against the guy behind her. Responding to her movements, he held her hips in his hands, staring down at her with obvious lust as his cock slid in and out of her pussy once again. Sarah had no shame. Clearly, she was more than willing to have sex right in front of us. And the man in front of her gasped in pleasure as she began to manipulate his cock once again. 
 
    “But you know what I think will make it even better? Having my poor husband watching,” Sarah said with a smile in our direction. “Go on Pete. Get down on your knees and watch your naughty wife get fucked like a slut. You too, Chris. Go on, both of you. Get down on your knees where bitch boys belong and watch what real men do to a woman.” 
 
    Already, I could hear Sarah growing more and more breathless as her pleasure grew once again. I felt Tasha looking at me, a sly smile on her face. I had my orders. The leash between us grew tighter as I sank to my knees at the foot of the bed, just as my mistress had ordered. And beside me, I heard Pete do the same thing. Sarah smiled in triumph. And then, both Pete and I groaned as we watched her turn her face toward the man in front of her and open her mouth. He moaned in pleasure as she wrapped her lips around his shaft, sucking his cock and looking at us the whole time, her blue eyes shining with sheer sadistic delight. 
 
    “On my God,” I heard Tiffany say. But her words seemed to come from far away. I was engrossed in what I was seeing, the sexy show Sarah was putting on for us eclipsing everything else. Together with humiliated Pete, I watched her body rock back-and-forth, impaled at both ends by the cock of a complete stranger, and I heard her pleasure growing by the minute as she fucked her studs. We watched her slamming her ass back against the guy behind her as she rode his dick to ecstasy. The man behind her held her hips in his hands, fucking her harder by the second. And the man in front of her placed his hands on the back of Pete’s wife’s head, plunging his dick down her throat while she spluttered and moaned and sucked. It was an unbelievable spectacle of sluttishness, a humiliating performance that tore my heart with rage and desire while my cock throbbed uselessly in its prison. Just as Sarah intended. And even as she moaned and screamed, even as she sucked and fucked, I saw her eyes roll over towards us from time to time, as though reminding herself that we were there. Watching. And every time she did, Sarah’s moans seemed to grow a little louder, a little more impassioned. She hadn’t been lying when she said it turned her on to have us helplessly watch all this. I could see the truth of it for myself. 
 
    Finally, Sarah came. There was no missing that. Even with her mouth full, I heard her moan more rapidly and urgently than before. I saw her body stiffen, crouching as she was between the two men. Her bare breasts shuddered as she reached a climax. All at once, something seemed to relax inside her, and she let out a long cry of pleasure as the cock slid out of her mouth. Her head dropped as she collapsed on the bed between the two men, finally overcome by her wild sexual bliss. And as the man in front of her reached for his cock, desperately pulling on his shaft, the man behind her continued pumping his member in and out of her. Once again, jealousy raged inside me as I watched him cum, watched his explosive orgasm filling Sarah’s pussy while she moaned and mewed beneath him. My cock ached as I wished it was my cum filling her now, my cock exploding inside that gorgeous body instead of his. But that was what my mistress wanted. 
 
    The Hulk groaned as his orgasm came and went, and Sarah groaned along with him. At the same time the man in front of her brought himself climax. Sarah let out a tiny little laugh as he showered her with his cum, splattering his seed all over her face as she closed her eyes, seemingly luxuriating in the feeling. Beside me, I could hear Pete breathing rapidly through his nose. Trying to control himself and still saying nothing while he watched two strangers use his wife like a whore. As the exhausted men flopped down on the bed on either side of Sarah, she rolled over onto her side. Again, her eyes were shining as she lifted her cum covered face toward both me and her husband. 
 
    “Fuck, that feels so good,” Sarah groaned. One hand strayed between her legs she spoke, touching the wet mess of her pussy in front of us. “You know the best part? Knowing you boys can’t have this. Knowing you’d do anything to fuck me, but that your mean, nasty wife won’t let you. Maybe I’ll never let you out. Maybe I’ll keep you both locked up permanently. My two little slaves whose only job is to serve me and worship me while I fuck other men. How does that sound?” 
 
    “Awful, Mistress Sarah,” I heard Pete say beside me. All three women laughed, and Sarah lifted her eyes for a moment from her husband to look at Tasha and Tiffany. 
 
    “Good,” she said. “It’s supposed to be. That’s the only way you chastity boys will learn your place.” 
 
    Slowly, Sarah uncoiled herself from the bed and moved toward its end. The men on either side of her watched her movements just as closely as Pete and I did. She loved this, I knew. Loved being the center of attention, having all eyes on her like the sexy vixen she had become. And her movements captivated my full attention as she slowly climbed off the end of the bed, standing in all her naked glory above Pete and I where we kneeled on the floor. For a moment, she just stood there, her hands on her hips, brazenly naked and taunting us with her body. Between her legs, her freshly fucked pussy shone with the residue of her sex, and the smell of pleasure was heavy in the air as she looked down at us both, her eyes sparkling with malice and mischief. It was like I could see the wheels turning in her head as she plotted some new outrage. Making up her mind, she stepped toward Pete. He gazed up her open-mouthed as she stood above him, her hand drifting over her swollen lips. 
 
    “Look at that, honey,” she said in a soft voice that was nevertheless clear to everyone there in the room. “Look what he did to me. Look how much cum he spurted into your wife. God, I’m such a slut, aren’t I?” 
 
    “You’re magnificent, Mistress Sarah,” Pete said, and the watching women laughed. But I knew my friend meant it. I could hear it in his voice. I could see it in his face as he gazed up at his wife in astonishment, barely able to believe that this was the woman he had married, the woman he loved. And for a fleeting moment, I saw that love mirrored in Sarah’s face as she looked at him. As strange as it was, I could see the love behind this crazy game. Behind all the cruelty and teasing, Sarah felt the same strong feelings for her husband that he did for her. And even though I played this game right along with them, that was the difference between us. Maybe Sarah loved me, in a way. Maybe I loved her too, in that friendship sense that was only getting confused now that we were having sex together. But it wasn’t like what they had. That was something that neither I nor some random people picked up from the bar could ever touch. 
 
    But after all, we weren’t there to celebrate love. The sly smile returned to Sarah’s pretty face, and with it, I could see her wickedness returning. Stepping past her husband, Sarah moved toward where her boots lay shining on the bedroom floor like weapons. I suppressed another groan of desire as I watched her bend over the footwear, lifting one boot from the floor. Her wet pussy shone between her thighs as she moved, but she didn’t care. When she straightened up again, I saw that she had something in her hand. And I barely had time to brace myself before I lost control of my body. All my muscles tensed at once, completely involuntarily as electricity surged through my body. Sarah laughed as both Pete and I convulsed, waves of pain spreading out from our trapped cocks to make us writhe on the end of the leashes Tasha and Tiffany held. And then, she lifted her thumb from the remote control she held, and the pain suddenly vanished. All that was left was a dull ache between my legs as a reminder of what she could do to us anytime she chose. 
 
    “Just thought I should remind you boys who’s in charge,” Sarah said, brandishing the remote in her hand. “Say it with me now. Say it so everyone can hear. Tell us all who owns your worthless cocks.” 
 
    “You do, Mistress Sarah,” Pete said, without a moment’s hesitation. As Tasha and Tiffany and even the men on the bed spluttered with laughter, I said the same thing. After all, it was true. And the last thing I wanted was to give my gorgeous dominant Mistress another excuse to hurt me. 
 
    “You own our cocks, Mistress Sarah,” I said, gazing up at the naked goddess smiling down at me. 
 
    “That’s right, I do,” Sarah smirked. “And now that those cocks belong to me, I’m starting to wonder if I should ever let them go free again. After all, I have better men than you to willing to fuck me. Bitch boys like you belong in chastity, forever.” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    10. Playing The Game 
 
      
 
    A day in the life. My new life. The one I had been thrust into ever since my return from working overseas. The one that had been thrust on me, the one that sometimes I had the strange feeling had been waiting here for me to return. As though Sarah had planned out this whole thing. Maybe she had. But honestly, it didn’t feel that way. This felt more organic than that. Maybe my best friend’s wife had spared a thought or two for me while I was away. Maybe she had remembered that first unforgettable night we spent together. But I doubted she had thought about it even half as much as I did during my exile. After all, she had a husband to keep her company. I had no one and nothing but her. No female contact of any kind in the arid climate of Saudi Arabia. And like a ball held underwater, now that I was back, it seemed as though sex permeated every facet of my life. Or not sex, exactly, but the absence of it. The eroticized and fetishized lack of sex that made everything seem sexually charged. 
 
    I was experiencing a kind of reverse culture shock, I suppose. The traveler who returns home only to find it’s not the same home he left behind. An old story. When I first lived in Saudi Arabia, the call to prayer that echoed over the city five times daily seemed unbelievably obtrusive, a constant reminder that I was in a place very different from everything I had known up to that point. It felt like I would never get used to it. But I did. And now, sometimes, I found it hard to sleep without it. Humans will get used to anything. 
 
    That’s what I told myself, anyway. But everything that had happened since I got back was far too new and exciting for me to be used to it yet. It still all seemed so unbelievable. That Sarah, this woman I had known for years, had turned out to be this kinky dominatrix, and that she had so easily taken complete control of both me and her husband. Unbelievable. But it had happened. It was still happening. Because Halloween had come and gone, that wild night engraved on my memory when my humiliation and desire had been greater than ever before, greater than I ever believed possible. And still, Sarah had not released my cock from the chastity cage she had locked it in. 
 
    I had pleaded. I had begged. I had abandoned all vestiges of pride and self-respect, throwing it all away in favor of the desperate need to cum. And the more I begged her, the more delight Sarah seemed to take in saying no. She absolutely reveled in it, tormenting me with the total control she had over my pleasure. Over me. She could make me do anything, and she knew it. She loved it. And so, that night, after being forced to watch her take on two guys at once, I was forced to watch Tasha and Tiffany have sex with the two lucky men Sarah had brought home from the club. And both Pete and I kneeled there at the foot of the bed, watching beautiful women cum over and over again, unable to do anything about it. Forced to bask in our own total humiliation while other people got what we wanted more than anything. Forced to acknowledge and admit to ourselves that there was nothing we could do, that beautiful women had such outrageous power over us that we would let them treat us this way. 
 
    Even at the time, I knew that night was going to change everything. 
 
    And it had. At the end of the night, Sarah had sent me home, horny and frustrated. And I hadn’t been allowed any pleasure since. For over a week now, I had felt the horrible tightness of the unyielding chastity device around my manhood every time I got excited. And that happened a lot. Between my memories of that wild night and my constant state of arousal caused by unrelieved desire, I was an absolute mess. And with every day that went by, it only got worse. 
 
    That was another facet of my reverse culture shock, too. After two years in a country where sex is practically criminalized, where women are stripped of all power, here I was back in a place where the total opposite seemed to be true. I couldn’t turn on the TV without being bombarded by images of sexy women trying to entice me to buy whatever they had for sale. I had instant access to all the oceans of hard-core pornography the Internet contains, and all of it only served to drive me even more crazy with desire, because I was completely owned by a woman. Completely and utterly in the power of Pete’s wife. She had made us say that she owned our cocks that night, made us acknowledge her power over our manhood. But it was no joke. The chastity device, so far as I could tell, was inescapable. It wasn’t like I hadn’t tried. The only way out was through Sarah. 
 
    And after Halloween, she had left me alone. Left me to stew in my thoughts. Or maybe she had simply forgotten about me for a while. After all, as she had been so keen to point out, Sarah didn’t need me in anything like the way I needed her. And in the weird paradoxical way I was getting more and more used to these days, that only made her more alluring to me. 
 
    But I couldn’t hold on forever. I could hear that calling in my blood, far more regularly than five times a day. Summoning me to some new act of humiliation and debasement, I felt sure. I was trying to avoid it. Anyway, I suppose I was little bit scared of what might happen, of what Sarah might do. But there was no way around it. I couldn’t hold out forever. And Pete’s wicked wife knew that just as well as I did. 
 
    I’d been home for a while. I’d been waiting. Ridiculously, I didn’t want to appear too eager. Even though I knew that Sarah knew just how badly I wanted her. After all, how could she not? But still, for whatever stupid reason, I was trying to play cool, trying to hide the obvious truth. But she had to be home by now. They both would. And so, I picked up my phone and typed out a text. To Pete, not to his wife. 
 
    Want to hang out? 
 
    I didn’t have to wait long for a reply. He usually kept his phone close to hand. 
 
    Sure. 
 
    I sighed when I saw his answer, letting out a breath I hadn’t realized I was holding. I waited for a moment, the space of a few dull heartbeats. Then, I rose to my feet and headed for the door. 
 
    Peter and Sarah’s apartment wasn’t far away. Just one floor above and a couple of doors down from my own. But that day, the walk there seemed both endless and far too quick. My heart was in my throat every step of the way, and I half feared, half longed for what might happen on the other side of that door. I knocked, and Pete answered. Smiling as though it were old times, as though there were nothing weird going on when there so clearly was, he led me inside. 
 
    “How’s it going?” 
 
    I sat down on the couch beside Pete, staring at my friend in disbelief that he could even ask such an innocuous question. 
 
    “What do you mean, how’s it going? How do you think it’s going? I’m going crazy here. Aren’t you?” 
 
    Pete smiled sheepishly as I spoke. There was no need for me to specify what I was talking about. There was no way for him not to understand that at once. As far as I knew, he was in the same boat as I was. Maybe he had it even worse; after all, it was his wife that had turned into such a dominant sex vixen. He had had to watch the woman he loved cheating on him repeatedly with strangers right in front of him. I could only imagine how that must feel. But somehow, he seemed less bothered by it than I was. Even now, he exuded a kind of calm that I certainly didn’t share. 
 
    “Yeah,” Pete said at last. “She’s pretty wild, huh?” 
 
    “Pretty wild? She’s fucking crazy. I mean, I don’t mean to offend you. But your wife is nuts, dude.” 
 
    “Maybe,” he said with a shrug. “But then what does that say about us? We’re the ones who let her do it. It’s not like she has a gun to our heads.” 
 
    “Doesn’t she?” I persisted. “I mean, what choice do we really have? Does she still have you locked up too?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Pete said. As he spoke, his eyes flickered away from me for a moment. Still too painful to look each other in the face when we admitted just how much power Sarah had over us. 
 
    “So it’s not exactly fair,” I persisted. “As long as she has us like this, she knows she can make us do anything.” 
 
    “Maybe,” Pete said reluctantly. “But if you want this to stop, you just need to say so. She’s kinky, and she can be a little wild sometimes. She can get a bit carried away. But she’s not a psychopath. If you really don’t want to play like this anymore, just say so. She’ll let you go.” 
 
    I sat there for a moment in silence. Pete seemed very sure of the truth of what he had just said, but I wasn’t so sure. Still, his words had forced me to think about something that crossed my mind more and more these days. Sarah’s dominance was hard to endure. But at the same time, unlike most things in life, it seemed to only grow more exciting at the same time. The more I suffered for Sarah’s amusement, the more it turned me on. The more she turned me on. Pete had put his finger on the central conundrum that filled my heart in those days. It was easy to blame Sarah. To pretend I had no choice about anything that had happened. In its own way, that helped mitigate the shame and embarrassment I felt. To act like I had no other option. But according to Pete, I did. And that meant I had a decision to make. As hard as these games were, did I really want them to stop? 
 
    At that moment, Sarah stepped into the room from the bedroom. And as she did, she seemed to suck all the air out with her arrival. My eyes turned toward her immediately, and I didn’t even try to stop them. And when she saw me, a broad smile spread across her beautiful face. Her vibrant red hair was tied back behind her head, her makeup noticeable but far more subdued than it had been last time I saw her. Probably she had been changing out of her work clothes. She walked into the room wearing a T-shirt and a pair of yoga pants, an outfit made for relaxing around the house. So completely different from the unbelievably sexy black latex catsuit she had worn last time I saw her. But at the sight of her, my chest seemed to contract. My cock surged and throbbed in its prison, too stupid to know that there was no escape but somehow smart enough to recognize its mistress. Its new owner, I thought, with another delicious shiver of shameful lust. Now that I was locked away in chastity, Sarah was never far from my thoughts. But there was no substitute for her physical presence in the room with me. Even dressed down and casual, she was the sexiest creature I had ever seen. 
 
    “Oh, hi, Chris,” she said with that infectious smile. But I didn’t smile back. Just like her husband, Sarah was acting as though everything was normal between us. As though we were still just friends hanging out. As though she didn’t have both of our cocks locked away in inescapable chastity. I couldn’t pretend. After all, what else had I come there for? 
 
    “Hi,” I said uncertainly as Sarah paused in the middle of the room, her hands on her hips. Now that she was in the room with me, I felt more uncertain than ever. As far as I was concerned, we were still playing this crazy game. After all, I was still locked away. Everyone around me seemed to be acting like there was nothing out of the ordinary going on. So maybe being casual was the best way to play it. But Sarah’s blue eyes flashed as I spoke, and my heart jumped as I saw at once what was coming. 
 
    “What did you just call me, chastity boy?” 
 
    Beside me on the sofa, I felt Pete stiffen. 
 
    “Mistress Sarah,” I said quickly, seeing her teeth show as she bit her bottom lip in excitement. 
 
    “That’s better,” she smirked. “Just because I haven’t seen you in a while doesn’t give you an excuse to forget your manners. You’re lucky I don’t have the remote control handy, or I’d give your little balls quite a shock for forgetting to address me properly.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Mistress Sarah,” I said. When it came to Pete’s wildlife, complete and rapid submission seemed to always be the best course of action. 
 
    “You should be. And you call that an apology? Go on. Get down on your knees at my feet where you belong.” 
 
    I drew a deep breath. So we were getting straight into it, then. I had no real preconceived ideas about how the night was going to go. When it came to Sarah, I never did know what to expect these days. I probably shouldn’t have been surprised at the turn this was taking. But the way she so easily controlled and manipulated me always astonished me. And there I was, sliding off the couch to kneel on the floor of my friend’s apartment, looking up at his smiling wife as she stood over me, the faint shape of her pussy just about visible through the clinging fabric of her yoga pants as I gazed up her with desperate desire. 
 
    “I’m sorry for not addressing you properly, Mistress Sarah,” I said with all humility I could muster. At the same time, I cringed with shame as I felt Pete watching me. Not like he could judge me for submitting so easily to his wife. After all, he did exactly the same thing. But telling myself that didn’t do much to dampen my feelings of shame and disgrace. 
 
    “Kiss.” 
 
    Sarah snapped her fingers as she spoke, and pointed down to the floor the same time. I knew what she wanted. Placing my hands on the floor, I lowered my head down toward her feet. I felt the coolness of her skin against my lips as I kissed the top of her foot in an act of total adoration and total submission, like a penitent worshiping an angry god. But Sarah wasn’t angry. Not anymore. Now that she had so rapidly and easily reestablished the relationship of domination and submission between us, I could hear her chuckling above me. 
 
    “Better,” she said. “You boys are so easy to dominate, but so difficult to train. Like you keep forgetting your place. Still, that just makes it more fun putting you back in it. No, no. Stay down there. You know I like you on your knees.” 
 
    With that, Sarah stepped away from me. I watched her take two steps over to the couch and sit down beside her husband, crossing her long legs as she smiled at me. At the same time, her hand reached out toward his, and he held it. The picture of wedded bliss, sitting there on the couch looking at me while I kneeled on the floor. 
 
    “So how does it feel being my 24/7 chastity slave?” Sarah said. 
 
    “Extremely frustrating, Mistress Sarah,” I said truthfully while she laughed at my response. “It’s driving me crazy. In fact, I was hoping –“ 
 
    I didn’t finish my sentence. There was no need. Sarah knew exactly what I was hoping for. Still, her eyes went wide and round, the smile slipping from her face as she processed what I had said. For a moment, I just kneeled there in silence, waiting for a response on which everything important in my life seemed to hinge. Only this woman, out of all the women in the world, could give me what I desired. What I needed. And she had the total power to deny it to me if she so desired. 
 
    “You want me to let you out?” Sarah said as a mocking smile returned her face. “You want me to take out your little cock and play with it until you make a mess? Is that what you came to ask me?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah.” 
 
    “That’s what I thought. Honestly, I’m impressed you lasted this long. Pete here has been begging me for an orgasm every single day since Halloween. Haven’t you, babe?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah.” 
 
    “I haven’t given him one, of course. You boys know you have to earn those from now on. But having you both here is kind of fun. I tell you what. Why don’t you take your clothes off? You. Let me see the locked-up cocks that I own.” 
 
    Just for a second, Pete looked over at me. My eyes flickered toward him. But there was never any real doubt. Of course we would do whatever this goddess said. And as I reached for my shirt, he reached for his, and Sarah laughed at us both, squirming in delight as she sat crosslegged on the sofa. I struggled out of my clothes, staying on the floor where she had put me, and Pete pulled off his own shirt and pants. In a matter of minutes, we were both naked, stripped of everything except the hard plastic chastity devices between our legs. Sarah didn’t try to hide the way her eyes moved from mine to his and back again, enjoying every minute of this. 
 
    “Too easy,” she said, shaking her head. “But I’m still not convinced that I want to let either of you out. You know what? I could use a drink.” 
 
    It took me a second to understand what she was driving at. But only a second. Realization dawned on me, and I sprang to my feet. At the same time, Pete launched himself from the couch, all but sprinting toward the kitchen. Behind us, Sarah collapsed in a fit of laughter.  
 
    In the kitchen, Pete and I jostled one another as we both grabbed at the door of the fridge. I wasn’t going to fight him, but I will admit, the thought did cross my mind. I’m sure it did for him, to. It wasn’t like Sarah had even said that whoever brought her the drink would get to cum. I highly doubted she would make it that easy. But we were both desperate to get in her good graces in any way possible. And I felt a stab of disappointment as Pete managed to grab a bottle of soda out of the fridge and pushed past me. I raced after him as he brought the bottle over to his smiling wife. 
 
    “Good job, honey,” Sarah smiled she took the bottle from him. “Oh, this is too good. The two of you just fighting to serve me better. On your knees, both of you.” 
 
    Again, I dropped to my knees on the floor of the living room, and Pete fell into place beside me. We were both kneeling, gazing up at this woman who was the center of both our attention, the center of both our sexual lives. And Sarah took a slow sip of her drink as she pondered her next move. 
 
    “It must’ve been so hard for you boys watching me and those other girls get fucked on Halloween,” she said at last. “But it was really fun for me. It was awesome. Some of the best sex I ever had. There’s something about having an orgasm and knowing you boys can’t, that you’d give anything to be the ones making me cum, but that I won’t let you. It’s just such a rush, I can’t even describe it.” 
 
    But she didn’t need to. I couldn’t imagine what Sarah felt in these moments when we played these insane games. But I could see the effect they had on her. I could see how much it turned her on to be the center of attention, to be the person who decided who got to do what and when. I had seen how hard she came when me and her husband watched her, rejected and disgraced. I knew that deep down, it made her feel alive. Because it made me feel that way too. 
 
    “Okay. You did it, boys. You got me going.” 
 
    Sarah uncrossed her legs as she spoke, rubbing her hands over her thighs through the skintight yoga pants. And I felt my cock pressing against the tight plastic of the chastity device again, hope swelling in my heart at the same time. 
 
    “Seeing you both there on your knees for me is such a turn on,” Sarah went on. “But as you both know, I only fuck winners. So why don’t you fire up that little game of yours, Pete, and you two can have a match? Winner gets to cum. Loser gets to watch. You guys know the rules. Only make it a quick game, because I know neither of you want me to change my mind.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah.” 
 
    Pete rose to his feet at once. As I stood, I watched him walk across the room and turn on his console. Without a word, he handed me a control pad. He sat down on the sofa next to his wife, and I sat down on the other side of her. Just that, just being in such close proximity to her, was enough to ignite my lust for this incredible woman. And she sat between us with such a satisfied air, watching as Pete quickly navigated through the menus to get a game started. We were both silent, both deadly intent about this meaningless game, because the reward was anything but meaningless. It felt like I had never wanted anything more in my life, and I knew that Pete felt the same way. I knew that he would be doing everything he could to make sure he won, just as I would. And Sarah chuckled happily to herself as she sat between us, watching us bend over our control pads as the game began. 
 
    It was close. Pete had set the the game to last only five minutes, mindful of his wife’s instructions and her fickle nature. There wasn’t enough time to run up a high score. Pete drew first blood, getting an early touchdown from the kickoff that made Sarah coo in admiration. I watched from the corner of my eye as she ran her hand along his bare thigh, finally letting it rest on his caged cock like a promise. But maybe that distraction proved to be his undoing, because I quickly snatched back a touchdown and conversion of my own. The game was already drawing to its close as Pete’s team came charging down the field, eating up the yards as he closed in on the goal line. The control pad was slippery in my hands as I sweated nervously. But when one of my players intercepted the ball, I let out a shout of joy that made Sarah jump beside me. In the last minute of the game, my player raced up the field, my thumbs swirling over the control pad as I steered him back-and-forth through lunging defenders. I let out another whoop of joy as I broke through, racing over the line as my player spiked the ball down into the turf. I had won. And Sarah cackled with laughter, clapping her hands together with glee at her husband’s disappointment. 
 
    “Well, I guess that’s that,” she said, turning her head from side to side to smile at us both. “Well done, Chris. Bad luck, honey. Maybe next time. Now, both of you, in the bedroom. Let’s go.” 
 
    With that, she stood, the firm muscle of her ass straining against the elasticated fabric of her yoga pants, and I leapt to my feet. Setting aside his control pad, Pete followed more reluctantly. He didn’t say a word. And I wasn’t going to say anything to rub my victory in his face. I didn’t need to. I knew his wife was going to do that very well by herself. Besides, all my attention was on her. As strange as I knew it would be to have sex with her in front of him, I wasn’t really thinking about that. I was thinking about how good it would feel, what joy it would be to finally be released from the cruel chastity. 
 
    Inside the bedroom, Sarah rummaged in a drawer and produced a key. She smiled up at me as she stepped toward me, sliding the key into the lock of the chastity device and twisting it. I groaned as the device came away, and my cock swelled instantly to life in front of her. Setting the device and the key aside, Sarah took my manhood in her other hand, gently stroking it. I grabbed her hips, pulling her body against mine as my erection swelled between us. But Sarah pulled away. 
 
    “Not so fast, chastity boy,” she said with a smile. “I can’t just let you do whatever you want just because you won some silly game.” 
 
    Returning to the same drawer, she fished out a pair of handcuffs and carried them toward me. I didn’t even think of resisting as she stepped behind me and locked my hands together in the small of my back. I didn’t care what it took to have her. I was ready to go along with it all. And once I was cuffed, Sarah picked out another pair of handcuffs and shackled Pete’s wrists as well. Then, she stripped off her casual clothes, letting her T-shirt flutter to the floor and peeling off the clinging yoga pants. Her underwear followed, and both Pete and I gasped and groaned in desire at the sight of her naked body in front of us, so close and yet so untouchable. 
 
    “Get over here,” Sarah said with a smile. At the same time, she reached out and took my cock in her hand, tugging on it gently but firmly to pull me toward her. I stepped forward, and Sarah stepped back, sitting down on their bed. Awkwardly, I climbed onto the mattress with my hands cuffed behind me. And Sarah lay back, spreading her legs, her pussy on display right in front of me like a fulfillment of every wild submissive desire I had ever had. 
 
    “Better make it good, Chris,” Sarah warned as I positioned myself between her legs. “And if you don’t make sure to please your mistress, it could be a very long time before I let you out again.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah,” I said. All my doubts and fears from earlier seemed to have evaporated, along with any thought of refusing to play this game. This reward she was offering seemed worth just about any price. And as I shuffled on my knees closer toward her, as the swollen head of my cock slid between her well-lubricated lips, and both of us groaned in mutual desire and satisfaction while her husband watched in sullen silence, I knew that I would play this game again and again. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    11. Healthy Competition 
 
      
 
    Bliss filled me. Indescribable bliss, filling every inch of my body from the roots of my hair to the tips of my curling toes. It was incredible. My time in Sarah’s chastity might have only been a week, but to me, it felt like a lifetime. And now, I was finally getting what I wanted. 
 
    Of course, I wasn’t completely free. Pete’s wicked wife had taken the precaution of cuffing my hands before we began. After all, her plan was to lock me back up once we had had our fun. But I couldn’t care about that. I was too caught up in the moment to give it a second thought. Nothing mattered except the powerful sensations of physical pleasure I was feeling as I slid my cock in and out of my best friend’s wife right in front of him. And even though Pete was right there, standing at the foot of the bed with his hands cuffed and his own cock still locked away helplessly, I barely gave him a moment’s thought. Everything in the world seem to vanish as I fucked Sarah. As her cries of pleasure grew ever louder and more frequent, my excitement grew along with them. It had all been worth it. All the long nights and early mornings of total frustration, of humiliation and denial, became worth it now that I was inside of her. 
 
    I moaned and groaned. I puffed and panted. My stomach muscles ached as I slid my cock in and out of her, thrusting from the hips without the use of my hands to balance. I ignored all that. And as ecstasy threatened to overwhelm me, I tried to hold back. I wanted to make the moment last. Not just to better please my demanding mistress, although that was part of it. But also because I never wanted it to end myself. I was enjoying it too much, my long-awaited sex managing to be everything I had hoped it would be even when denial made such a thing seem impossible. I never wanted to stop fucking her. The look on her face as her eyes rolled back in her head with pleasure, the sound of her voice dripping with sex as she moaned and screamed – it was all completely intoxicating, completely irresistible. It felt like everything I had ever wanted all at once. 
 
    But the body has its limits. Mine certainly does. After more than a week of total sexual denial, a week in which I hadn’t been able to forget the wild Halloween we had had, I was primed and ready to explode. And as Sarah’s moans and cries of pleasure filled the room, I felt an orgasm boiling inside me. She was panting breathlessly, and so was I, beads of sweat beginning to roll over my skin as I thrust my hips back-and-forth more and more rapidly. I winced as I felt her pussy spasm around me, her pleasure growing ever closer to orgasm just as my own was. Sarah howled like an animal as her pussy spasmed again, and it proved too much for me. With a loud cry, I finally gave in to the wild bliss inside me. I came, and I growled and roared like a wounded bull as a week’s worth of pent-up desire suddenly exploded inside my best friend’s wife. Sarah groaned too, her eyes closed, her breasts rising and falling on her chest as she panted, basking in the feeling of my cock exploding inside her. And I fell back on my knees, completely drained, panting in disbelief as my drained cock slid out of her quivering pussy. 
 
    For a little while, only a little while, we stayed like that. Me on my knees, gazing in shock and awe at this incredible woman. Her lying on the bed in front of me, trembling in the afterglow of pleasure as her body shook. Behind me, out of sight for now, Pete, watching it all with a feeling of increasingly familiar bitterness and knowing that another man had been granted what he most wanted in the world. 
 
    Sarah opened her eyes. I could see them shining as she looked up at me with a goofy grin on her face. Her cheeks were pink, flushed with pleasure. The gleam in her eyes told me that things were far from over. That it would take a lot more than what I had just given her to satisfy this vixen. Deep down, I wouldn’t want it any other way. 
 
    “Is that all you’ve got, chastity boy?” Sarah teased, grinning up at me as she fondled her own breasts, teasing her swollen nipples with her hands. “I thought you really wanted to fuck. I’ve had cigarettes that lasted longer than that.” 
 
    “Just give me a minute, Mistress Sarah,” I said, still breathless from my exertions. And maybe a little breathless, too, from being so relentlessly mocked by a woman I had just been inside. 
 
    “That’s about what you just gave me,” Sarah said. She sat up on the bed, her breasts hanging from her chest as she stared at me. Reaching forward, she wrapped her hand around the back of my head. I grimaced slightly as she grabbed my short hair. Then she used her grip to pull me down. I bent at the waist, leaning forward until I flopped facedown on the mattress beside her. Instantly, Sarah was on top of me. She rolled me over onto my back, pinning my cuffed hands behind me. There was a wild look in her eyes as she placed her knee on my chest, pinning me down to the bed. 
 
    “Neither of you are leaving this room until Mistress is completely satisfied,” she snarled. “Is that understood? 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah,” I panted. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah,” I heard Pete echo from the foot of the bed. 
 
    Lifting her knee off my chest, Sarah lunged toward the side of the bed and stood. This ferocity in her was something new. When we had played before, even when she was making us do the most outrageously humiliating things, Sarah always had a playful air about her. She never stopped smiling, truly enjoying her role as our sexy dominatrix. But now, she was like a woman possessed. The fierce energy of desire burned inside her, driving her onward. A feeling I knew all too well myself. The only difference was, she could do something about it. Both Pete and I watched as she moved toward her dresser drawer again, the place where I knew she kept many of her favorite toys. My heart clenched as I saw her pull out the collars and leashes we wore on Halloween. Sarah was smiling again now, feeling triumphant as she stepped toward her husband. From the bed, I watched her fasten the collar around his neck, the leash dangling down on his chest. Picking up the leash, Sarah led Pete toward the bed. And I stayed where I was as she made him climb onto the mattress. After all, I had my orders. 
 
    With a series of terse commands, Sarah directed her husband to lie down on the mattress beside me. She turned him around so that he was lying in the opposite direction to me, his head at the foot of the bed and his feet toward my head. Bending her beautiful body over him, Sarah pulled Pete’s leash down and tied it off to the footboard of the bed. Once she had her husband immobilized, she picked up the other collar and leash and moved toward me. 
 
    I knew what was coming. I even lifted my head to make it easier for her. Sarah smiled happily as she buckled the collar around my neck and tied the leash to her headboard. We were both immobilized, not going anywhere until she decided otherwise. And Pete’s eyes followed his sexy wife as she once again climbed off the bed and turned toward her special drawer, retrieving the key to his chastity device. Bending over him, she unlocked it, and his cock sprang out in front of her, hard and ready as she set the toy aside. Sarah smirked as she ran her hand up and down Pete’s shaft, making him groan with desperate pleasure. And she smiled at me as she did it, her blue eyes blazing with a kind of challenge. My own cock lay flaccid and limp against my thigh, conquered by her beauty and sexiness. Not for long. Already, I could feel desire swelling inside me, driving me on as I waited to see what Sarah would do next. 
 
    “Hmmm,” Sarah said thoughtfully, still stroking Pete’s cock as she pondered her next move. “You know, I’m starting to think one cock just isn’t enough for a girl like me. Luckily I have you two slave boys to play with. And even then, it’s not a guarantee the two of you together can keep me satisfied. Plus, you know my policy about only fucking winners. And you lost today, honey. I’m really not sure you deserve this pussy.” 
 
    “I don’t, Mistress Sarah,” he panted, his raging desire obvious in his voice as he spoke. “I’m not worthy of you, Mistress Sarah. You’re so fucking sexy, I can’t believe it.” 
 
    Sarah laughed. 
 
    “Flattery will get you everywhere, husband,” she smirked. “I just love how much you want me. Both of you,” she added, with another glance in my direction. “It just makes a girl feel so good, knowing you can’t resist me. But I think now, we need to focus on my pleasure for little while.” 
 
    As though we hadn’t already been doing that. But I knew better than to argue with my gorgeous mistress. Instead, I watched in silence as Sarah climbed on top of her husband. He stared up her with wide eyes, completely entranced by the beauty and sex appeal of the woman he married. I knew what he was feeling. It was just like how he had all but disappeared for me while I was fucking her. Now, it was my turn to be the voyeur, to watch and say nothing while Sarah enjoyed another aspect of her game. 
 
    Climbing on top of Pete, she straddled his chest. As she inched higher on his body, facing away from me, I realized with a sense of shock what she had in mind. And Pete seemed to realize at the same time. His face changed, his eyes opening wider and his lips parting as he stared up at his wife. And his wife, smiling still, crawled up his body until she was sitting high on his chest, almost at his throat. Placing her knees on either side of Pete’s head, Sarah straddled his face. Her pussy hovered right above him, and she teased him with it, swaying her hips from side to side as she brandished her sex in front of her husband like a weapon. 
 
    “What’s wrong, honey?” Sarah mocked. “You normally love eating my pussy. Is it because it’s full of your friend’s splooge?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah.” Pete’s voice was thin, almost cracking as she spoke. For once, I actually felt a stab of pity for him. I knew he loved these games as much as I did, if not more, but this was an entirely new level that Sarah was inflicting on him. I was glad it wasn’t me she had chosen for such a disgusting task. But at the same time, as always, I couldn’t deny how sexy it was to see her so totally in control. To see her willing to push Pete’s boundaries in order to get what she wanted. And what she wanted, clearly, was more than her own sexual pleasure. What she wanted was her husband’s complete and total disgrace.  
 
    “I know, honey,” Sarah said in a soft voice. “I know it’s hard. But this is what I want. So it’s what you’re going to do. Besides, my other slave left a really big load inside me, and I need my pussy cleaned. What am I supposed to do, go to the bathroom and leave you boys alone here? No, I don’t think so. So get to work and clean all his slime out of me. Otherwise, it might be a while before I unlock you again.” 
 
    That threat by itself, I knew from experience, was enough to motivate men like me to do some pretty outrageous things. Still, Pete hesitated. Probably, he felt just as I did. The nervous feeling of a boundary being crossed, of Sarah accruing even more sexual power at our expense. He was right. Because I knew that things wouldn’t stop. Right now, it might be him forced to do the unthinkable. But I knew what Sarah was like. I knew that if she got away with it with her husband, she would soon try it on me too. And lying there helpless, I had no idea what my reaction would be. I knew I would be just as flustered and horrified and disgusted as Pete was. After all, neither of us had even the slightest interest in any sort of sexual act with other men. But this wasn’t that, not exactly. Not when it was Sarah making him do it. Not when it was all his sexy dominant wife’s idea. I knew, probably better than anyone, what conflicted emotions would be running through Pete’s head as his wife straddled him, her pussy leaking from the sex we had had and my semen still warm inside her. 
 
    “Come on, Pete,” Sarah said. “My pussy isn’t going to clean itself. You know you want to, and you know that you don’t want piss me off. You know I can get laid anytime I like. Maybe I’ll just lose your key and keep you as my frustrated chastity slave forever.” 
 
    Sarah’s methods may have been fairly crude and obvious, but there was no denying their efficacy. She slowly lowered her pussy down toward her husband’s face, and grudgingly, he opened his mouth. Sarah laughed as she felt his tongue on her sex, cleaning her up just the way she wanted. I cringed in sympathetic embarrassment for my friend, and cringed for myself too as Sarah seemed to swell, glowing with power. Whatever she did to him, I knew, she was likely to do to me. 
 
    But for now, she was otherwise occupied. I watched her slender back arch as she ground her wet sex up and down her husband’s face. I watched her beautiful ass tensing and relaxing, the gorgeous cheeks perched on top of Pete’s face as she used him for her pleasure. Soon, I could hear her moaning, and knew he was eating her out to the best of his ability. His cock raged and throbbed above his body, but Sarah ignored it, and I did my best to ignore it too. Besides, I felt some genital stirrings of my own. Watching Sarah ride his face, completely losing herself in her own selfish pleasure, was turning me on. Soon, my cock was as hard as Pete’s was, both of them rising up into the air, both of them equally unwanted for now. 
 
    Sarah didn’t need them to have fun. Lying helpless on the bed beside her, I watched as her moans of pleasure grew into loud ecstatic cries. Beneath her, Pete kept eating her pussy, and over the wet sound of his mouth moving against her body, I could hear her pleasure growing. Clearly, she intended to stay right where she was until orgasm. And I watched her body stiffen, watched her back arch as she reached a climax astride her husband’s face. Pete gasped and gulped, his face trapped between his wife’s shaking legs while she howled her pleasure at the ceiling. It was an unbelievably erotic spectacle to witness. And I was trembling with desire of my own as I watched Sarah’s perfect body finally relax, loose strands of her red hair that had broken free from her bun clinging to her shining skin as she slowly climbed off Pete’s face. 
 
    “See, honey?” she said breathlessly as she sat down on his chest once again, her face hovering above his. “That wasn’t so bad, was it?” 
 
    “It wasn’t great,” Pete said in a voice choked with humiliation. But his wicked wife just laughed. After all, that was exactly what she wanted. 
 
    “Don’t be such a baby,” she said. “It’s a husband’s job to serve his wife. You don’t get to pick and choose how you’ll do that. That’s up to me. It’s not all going to be sexy outfits and kinky fun, you know. Sometimes, I’m going to make you do things you don’t want to do, just because I can. Because that’s fun for me. Besides, keeping your slut wife’s pussy clean is a very important job for a submissive husband like you.” 
 
    With that, Sarah turned. Pivoting on top of his chest, she turned toward me, swinging her leg over him. My heart beat steadily as I watched her eyes find my hard cock, and her face lit up. 
 
    “Oh, look who’s finally ready for another shot at pleasing his mistress,” Sarah said. “Think you can last more than 20 seconds inside me, horny boy?”  
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah,” I said while she laughed at me. I hoped I was right. In the mood Sarah was in, there was no telling what she might do if I displeased her again by coming too soon. I was just thankful for the chance to try again as she climbed off her husband and moved toward me. There was something predatory about her when she got like this. Something almost insatiable. As though this sweet and relatively ordinary-seeming woman became possessed by some kind of sexual demon. She was fully in the grip of her desire now, her lust pushing her to the most outrageous actions. But I didn’t care. It only made her more enticing to me. And as she climbed on top of me, taking my surging cock in her hand again, I moaned in helpless pleasure. 
 
    Sarah turned. Just as she was straddling me, she seemed to change her mind. She rotated so that she was facing my feet, and then impaled herself on my cock. I cried out in wild lust as I felt again the tightness of her sex around mine. Pleasure filled my body, pushing away all other thoughts the way it usually did. Still, I was dimly able to reflect on the fact that Sarah has probably turned away toward my feet so that she was facing Pete while she rode me. So that her husband could watch her face as she fucked another man out loud as I reflected on the devious kinkiness of hours sadistic mistress. But most of all, I groaned at the wild pleasure she was giving me. Just as before, I watched her ass tense and relax, the round cheeks teasing me as she bounced up and down top of my cock. And soon, Sarah let herself get carried away. Riding my cock like she had stolen it which, I reflected, she more or less had. She was bouncing up and down with wild abandon, holding nothing back, making the bedroom of their apartment shake with her cries of passion. Again, I found myself wondering what our neighbors must think. The sounds of sex that must be coming from this apartment in the last two weeks told a strange and hardly believable tale. But I didn’t care about that anymore than Sarah did. All I cared about in that moment was sex. 
 
    This time, I was able to last. Even though wild desire was boiling inside me, my previous orgasm made it possible to hold back. Even though the feeling of Sarah’s pussy sliding rapidly up and down my cock was absolutely incredible. Even though all I really wanted was to explode inside her again. I managed to hold back, and was rewarded by her ever-growing shouts of pleasure and the wild spasming of her sex around mine. Sarah’s body stiffened again, and I felt a glow of satisfaction spreading through me as once again, I watched her cum from behind. I didn’t try to hold back my own groans as her pussy grew even tighter around my cock, gripping it tight between her silken lips. And as her orgasm swept through her, leaving her gasping and panting, Sarah picked up where she had left off. She went on riding me, her body soon slamming up and down on top of mind with her former ferocity, as though the last orgasm had never happened. 
 
    Before long, she came again, filling the bedroom with her cries and letting her husband see the look of ecstasy on her face that was concealed from me. And that proved to be all I could take. I cried out as another orgasm swept through me, even more powerful than the first. My surging cock leaked inside her as I pumped my cum deep into her pussy once again, filling her up with the hot flood of my passion while she moaned and groaned above me. 
 
    For a moment, Sarah just sat there. Her hands gripped my thighs, her head hanging forward as she panted where she sat with my cock still inside her. Recovering herself, I knew, from another orgasm. But this insatiable woman still wasn’t finished with us. Reaching down, she raised herself on her knees and slid my cock out of her pussy, making both of us groan with an aftershock of sexual pleasure. Then she turned her face toward me. I could see a mischievous light in her eyes as she approached, one hand between her thighs and covering her still-dripping sex as she straddled my chest. I let out a groan of fear as I saw what was coming, and it only seem to make her smile deepen. Just as she had with her husband, Sarah kept climbing until she was straddling my face, and her dripping slit was right about me. I could see my own cum shining within the intricate folds of her womanhood, and I could smell our sex just as Pete must’ve been able to. Leaning forward, Sarah grabbed my throat with one hand and looked deep into my eyes. 
 
    “Cleanup time, chastity boy,” Sarah said in a singsong voice. “Count yourself lucky. I’m only making you eat your own mess, since you won the game today. But I suggest you do a good job unless you want me to change my mind. There are far worse things I could feed you. Now, get to work.” 
 
    With that, Sarah lowered herself down onto my face. Darkness engulfed me, darkness that was heavy with the smell of pleasure. Trapped under her, I cringed and grimaced. It was no use. Sarah was going to get what she wanted from me, and we both knew it. The only way out of my predicament was to do as she said.  
 
    And so, I slid my tongue out from between my lips and ran it over her pussy. Above me, I could hear her spluttering with delighted laughter at my surrender. And as I licked her, I could taste my own fluids mingling with hers. I had never tasted anything quite like it before, and certainly never wanted to. But I tried not to focus on that, even as the gooey mixture slid down my throat. I tried to focus on her and the fact that I could taste her sex on my tongue. And as I kept licking and swallowing what came out, her taste began to overcome my own. Slowly, I cleaned her out, until all that was left was her. That’s when I started to lick with more enthusiasm. Soon, she was moaning and groaning as she rocked up and down on top of me, just as she had on top of Pete’s face earlier. Before long, I felt that familiar spasm of her pussy, gripping my tongue and sending a flood of her hot juices over my skin. Sarah came in my mouth, howling with pleasure and sadistic delight once again. And I drank down every drop like a good little boy. 
 
    Once she had recovered herself, Sarah climbed off my face. She flopped back on the bed between us, smiling with a look of almost disbelief on her face. Her cheeks were flushed crimson, her eyes slightly glazed with pleasure. The woman had had multiple orgasms, and it showed. Sexual pleasure seemed to radiate out from her body, showing in every line and curve. 
 
    “Fuck, that was fun,” Sarah giggled. “I really like this competition between you. I like the thought of you competing to please your mistress. And I love having the power to lock up whichever one of you doesn’t satisfy me. Or both of you, if I feel like it.” 
 
    I didn’t respond, and neither did Pete. There didn’t seem to be any response necessary. Already, Sarah was moving toward the head of the bed, her breasts dangling temptingly over my face as she reached for the leash and untied it from the headboard. Tugging on it, she urged me to sit up, and I did what she wanted. Sarah ordered me off the bed, and I did as I was told, swinging my legs down to the floor and standing. She stood too. Holding onto the leash, she led me around the foot of the bed. Untying Pete’s leash from the footboard, she held onto it with her other hand and ordered him to stand up to. Once Pete struggled to his feet, Sarah turned. Still holding both leashes, she sat on the edge of the bed. Both Pete and I watched, enraptured, as she spread her legs in front of us. 
 
    “One last game before I lock you both away,” Sarah said, her eyes flashing as she saw both Pete and I tremble in fear. “I haven’t decided how long I’ll keep you both locked up. It could be a while. After all, you both do such a good job of serving me when you’re horny and frustrated. Why would I ever let you out?” She giggled as she spoke, but neither Pete nor I felt much like laughing. 
 
    “But before I do that, I want one last orgasm from your slave mouths,” Sarah purred. “So get down on your knees, both of you. You’re both going to lick my pussy, and whichever one of you has his tongue inside me when I cum is the winner. You’ll still get locked up. But you’ll be the first one to be released whenever I decide to play with you again.” 
 
    I gulped Sarah was crazy, and I loved that about her. But this new game, for such a vague and uncertain reward, scared me. Still, I wanted to win. I needed to. And when Pete dropped at once to his knees on the floor at Sarah’s feet, I had no choice but to do the same. 
 
    Still holding our leashes in her hands, Sarah laughed loudly as we both lunged toward her. Side-by-side, shoulder to shoulder, we jostled for position, pushing each other’s heads out of the way. Pete got a few good licks in of his wife’s pussy before I was able to push him aside and press my own mouth to her sex. Then he shouldered me away and started licking her again. And Sarah spread her legs wide, howling with laughter as she watched us fight to please her. 
 
    “Come on, boys,” she said. “Eat my pussy like you mean it. Otherwise, it might be a very long time before I let either of your worthless cocks go free.” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    12. Sarah Makes A Housecall 
 
      
 
    No one knocks at my door. You’re not even supposed to be able to get into the building without a key or one of the other residents letting you in. And sure, the odd person sneaks in from time to time when my neighbors aren’t vigilant about closing the door behind them. But it doesn’t happen often. One of the pleasures of apartment living is that you don’t get traveling salespeople or other chronic interrupters knocking on your door. 
 
    So when I heard the knock, my first thought was confusion. It was an ordinary weeknight, or as ordinary as any of my days got lately. I wasn’t expecting anyone. As I climbed off the couch and walked toward the door, my defenses were up, wondering what to expect. When I opened the door to see Sarah standing in the hallway in front of me, all my defenses instantly evaporated 
 
    “Hi,” she said. “Can I come in?” 
 
    “Yeah, of course,” I said. Stepping aside to make way for her, I pulled the door open wider. Sarah smiled as she stepped inside. Her dyed red hair hung loose around her shoulders, falling in coiled curls. A long black wool coat pulled tight around her reached down to her knees. Maybe she had just come from outside? But as she stepped into my apartment and I closed the door behind her, the high heels of her boots rang out on the floor with every step she took, and my heart lurched with hope. She was wearing a pair of shiny black patent leather boots that I recognized. The same boots I had been forced to kiss and lick in public on Halloween. The coat she was wearing was not for protection from the elements, but to hide what she was wearing underneath. And as Sarah strode into my living room like she owned the place, I felt my cock surging at once inside the tight prison of the chastity device to which only she had a key. Sarah had come down here unannounced to play another of her kinky games. I felt lightheaded wondering what new adventure lay ahead. 
 
    Though furnished and decorated differently, my apartment had a similar layout to the one she shared with Pete. Still, Sarah never came down here. I always visited them upstairs. As she reached for the fabric belt that held her long coat together at the waist, I saw her looking around my apartment with a critical eye. But I didn’t care about that. As she opened her coat and slid it off her shoulders, I felt a smile of delight spreading across my face. She was wearing it again. The black latex catsuit she had worn the first night we were together, the same one she had worn on Halloween when she so effortlessly dominated both her husband and me. She was wearing it again, along with the riding crop she carried in a holster at her hip. I knew what that meant. Sarah felt like being a dominatrix again, and I was filled with delight at the thought of it. As hard as it was to admit sometimes, I loved submitting to her. I loved being owned by her. I loved most of all when she looked like this, some creature of unbelievable sexiness that could do whatever she wanted with me. 
 
    “You know the drill,” Sarah grinned at me. As she spoke, she reached for her hip and swept out the riding crop, pointing to the floor in front of her with its tip. “Get down on your knees over here and greet your mistress properly. Kiss my boots and show me you remember your place.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah.” 
 
    I was still smiling as I stepped toward her. As hard as it was to understand even for myself, I felt the wild joy at the start of a new game. A joy that wasn’t in any way diminished by the sheer humiliation of being ordered around like this in my own apartment and knowing that I would comply. Stepping around the sofa, I walked toward Sarah. As I dropped to my knees on the floor at her feet, I saw that she had the remote control of my chastity device clipped into the top of her boot, ready to give me a painful electrical shock at a moment’s notice. Clearly, she was in no mood to be disobeyed. 
 
    Leaning forward, I placed my hands on the floor and pressed my lips against the slick leather of her boot. I heard the sexy footwear creak as she shifted her weight slightly, and I didn’t need to look up at her to know that she was smiling down at me, enjoying this act of service. She always did. Sarah loved these little rituals, these outward signs of just how badly I wanted her. Just how eager I was to do even the most debasing tasks, just to please her. Just for the faint hope that she might let me cum. It was pathetic. But I was glad to see her, and I kissed her boot with real passion, worshiping my goddess while she stood above me. And while I was down there, it occurred to me that this was the first time we had played together without Pete being there. I tried not to read too much into that, even as my heart vibrated with hope and excitement. After all, it was never easy to guess what Sarah had in mind when she decided to play like this. 
 
    For a while, she said nothing. She just stood there, letting me lick and kiss her boots and drink in the full measure of my humiliation. Then, she moved. I felt the tip of her riding crop tapping against my raised ass. Not hard. Just insistent. As though reminding me of what she could do. As though it were in any way possible for me to forget. 
 
    “Good boy,” Sarah said. “I’ve decided I want to play with you. So get those clothes off, now.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah.” 
 
    Smiling again, I sat back on my knees and began to pull off my clothes. Sarah watched, her blue eyes shining, the riding crop dangling menacingly from one hand while the other rested on the swell of her hip. The shining black latex of her catsuit threw the light back at me from every one of her irresistible curves, and I knew that if my cock had not been so mercilessly caged in her chastity device, I would have been fully erect at her feet. Any man would. She looked magnificent, and the skintight black latex only emphasized her incredible figure. She looked almost too sexy to be believed, too provocative to be merely flesh and blood. 
 
    In a matter of seconds, I was naked at her feet. As naked as I could get, anyway, with the hard black plastic of the chastity device locked onto my cock. Sarah grinned when she saw it. She always did. She loved the reminder of her total power, and I cringed as her hand strayed toward the remote control in the top of her boot. But she didn’t use it. Not yet. I hadn’t done anything to displease her yet, I supposed. And I didn’t intend to. 
 
    “This is awesome,” Sarah said, shaking her head as she spoke. Sometimes, her other self broke through into these games. She could play the demanding dominatrix incredibly well, far better than I would ever have imagined she could. But she never tried to hide her delight and surprise, or the fact that she enjoyed these games. In its own way, that made her even more attractive to me. As though her dominant nature was closer to her truest self than a role she played just for fun. 
 
    “I love how I can just come down here and take you anytime I want. Doesn’t matter what you’re doing. Doesn’t matter what you had planned. Now you’re mine for the rest of the night, and however much longer I decide to keep you.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah,” I said eagerly. It was exactly what I wanted. Exactly what I longed to hear. Between her toned thighs, I could see the shape of her pussy pressing against the revealing fabric that clung so tightly to her body, and it made my mouth water. 
 
    Sarah turned and stepped away from me. I watched her go, doing my best not to groan in frustrated desire at the side of the tight black latex shining on the incredible curves of her ass. Her body swayed seductively from side to side in her high heels as she walked, the tip of her riding crop almost grazing the floor of my living room. Over on the couch, she slid the riding crop back into its holster at her side. Bending slightly, she rummaged in her discarded coat. The catsuit grew even tighter over her ass, and I felt a wild urge to press my lips against those flawless cheeks. But I didn’t. After all, Sarah hadn’t given me permission yet. And so I waited, filled with unbelievable tension while she rummaged in her coat. I heard the clinking of a chain as she pulled something out of her pocket and turned toward me with an item in her hands. It was the collar and leash she had made me wear on Halloween. She stepped toward me holding it, and I knew what was expected of me. I kneeled with my hands resting my thighs, raising my head as she buckled the collar around my neck. She pulled it tight, and a shiver passed through me. There was no denying it. It turned me on to be used like this. To be restrained and humiliated and treated like a pet for this beauty. 
 
    “Now then.” Sarah’s high heels cracked on the floor as she took a step backward. She was holding the end of my leash in her hands, standing with one hand on her hip, one foot in front of the other. Looking every inch the gorgeous dominatrix that she was. “You know how much I love humiliating you boys,” she went on. “I love seeing how far you will go for me. So I’m going to take you up to my place so we can have some fun. I want you to come like this.” 
 
    “Like this, Mistress Sarah?” I gulped nervously. But the devious smile on Sarah’s pretty face left me in no doubt. Her eyes were shining with pleasure way they did when she had a new idea, and I knew how dangerous it could be to argue with her. 
 
    “Like this,” Sarah smiled. “Are you embarrassed by being my little sex pet?” 
 
    “A little bit, Mistress Sarah,” I said. Sarah threw back her head and laughed, her white teeth shining between lips painted a bright and vibrant red to match her hair. 
 
    “You should be,” Sarah said. “It’s pretty pathetic how you let me boss you around and treat you the way I do. But that’s the reality. A submissive slave boy who gets off on being treated badly by his mistress. Besides, no one’s around. If we’re quick and quiet, probably no one will see. And if they do? I don’t care. I don’t care who knows that I own your worthless cock. That’s your problem.” 
 
    I hesitated. It wasn’t like I had much choice. Once Sarah made up her mind, there was nothing I could do to change it. And she had far more weaponry than she needed to ensure my compliance. The shock device inside the chastity device I wore. The device itself, that ensured I could have no sexual pleasure unless Sarah allowed it. The riding crop that hung at her hip, ready to be swept out and brought down with real force. And above and beyond all that, her beauty and sex appeal. Her real weapon, the one that allowed her to have all the others. It was that which made me serve, which made me willing to grovel at the feet of my best friend’s wife. Sarah knew that just as I did, and so she was content to stand there looking ravishing and wait for my reply. 
 
    It was after dinner. Our apartment building was small, and usually got quiet in the evening. She was probably right that no one would see us. Then again, what if she was wrong? She might not care about our kinky games being discovered, but I did. After all, she wasn’t the one on the end of a leash. She wasn’t the one naked except for a humiliating device locked onto her genitals. She wasn’t the slave here. I was. 
 
    But as I looked over at her, I felt my resistance crumbling the way I so often did in her presence. I wanted her too badly. The thought of going up to her apartment with her dressed the way she was and in the mood to play excited me like nothing else. It filled me with wild desire, and that desire broke down my sense of pride and self-respect. My brain worked against itself, convincing me didn’t matter. Telling me that no one would see, or if they did, it wouldn’t matter. It was all worth it for the pleasure and pain of serving Sarah again. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah,” I said. And Sarah cackled with delight as I gave into her once again. 
 
    “Come on then,” she said, tugging gently on the leash. “You don’t need to bring anything except your mouth and that cock I own. Come along. You can walk behind me while I lead you through the building.” 
 
    She meant it. Without waiting for any further reply from me, Sarah turned and moved toward the door. Rising to my feet, I hurried after her. The chain hung slack between us as I followed close behind her. Maybe if I stayed close, her body would hide some of my nakedness from any prying eyes. My skin prickled as she opened the door of my apartment and led me out into the hallway. I could barely believe we were doing this. Then again, the last few weeks had been full of things I could barely believe. What was one more to add to the pile? Still, I felt my blood roaring in my ears as Sarah led me down the hallway of the apartment building and toward the stairs. My skin prickled, and I felt as though judgmental eyes were watching from behind the people of every door in the building. Sarah’s sexy swaying strut seemed glacially slow to me, but I didn’t dare try to hurry her along as I walked close behind her in her sexy outfit. Halloween had come and gone, and there was no longer any excuse for dressing like this. But beautiful Sarah didn’t seem to care. She got off on looking like this, just as I got off on looking at her. Or I would have, if she hadn’t had my manhood under lock and key. 
 
    Sarah’s boot heels echoed loudly on the stairs as we climbed. As we stepped out into the hallway of her floor, I glanced around fearfully. Mercifully, the hallway was empty. There was no one around. Sarah led me down the hall and to the apartment she shared with Pete. As we stepped inside and she swung the door shut behind me, I breathed a deep sigh of relief. 
 
    “There. That wasn’t so bad, was it, slave boy?” Sarah said, turning her face toward me. 
 
    “I just hope no one saw us, Mistress Sarah,” I said carefully. For a brief moment, Sarah’s eyes flickered over my face. Then, unexpectedly, she stepped forward. My back pressed against the closed door of her apartment as she pushed me backwards, and in an instant, her red lips pressed against mine. She kissed me hungrily, and after a moment, I kissed her back. After all the things we had done together, it shouldn’t have felt so strange to be kissing my best friends wife. But somehow, it did. I wondered where Pete was, and why he wasn’t a part of today’s game. But if Sarah wanted to kiss me, if her desire was raging inside her, I wasn’t going to argue. Her lips were soft and warm and as inviting as ripe fruit, and I felt my cock surging and throbbing inside the chastity device as we made out. 
 
    Just as suddenly as she had started, Sarah stopped kissing me. She lifted her lips from mine and stepped back. Her eyes were still showing with that same old delight as she grinned at me. Without another word, she turned and led me toward her own living room. On the end of her leash, I had no choice but to follow. And when I stepped into Sarah’s living room, I got yet another surprise on that surprising day. 
 
    Sarah wasn’t alone in her apartment. But it wasn’t Pete I saw sitting on the sofa. He didn’t have lustrous dark hair that fell like molten chocolate around slender shoulders. He didn’t have eyes that turned copper at the edges where the light caught them, glowing as they went wide and round in surprise and delight. He didn’t have those soft and pillowy lips I watched spreading in a broad smile as I entered and felt my skin prickling with a sudden onrush of further shame. It wasn’t Pete that was staring at me in astonishment from the sofa in Sarah’s apartment. It was Tasha. 
 
    “Nice to see you again,” Tasha said in a voice that dripped with honey. Beside me, Sarah laughed. 
 
    “You were probably too busy being horny and frustrated to notice,” she said, turning to me,” but I took Tasha and Tiffany’s numbers on Halloween. The guys, too. You never know when you might need a hot stud to fuck, after all. And I remembered how well the two of you got along, and I thought maybe you would like to see each other again.” 
 
    “Well, yeah,” I said, flustered. I was completely thrown off balance by this new development. It’s not like I hadn’t thought of Tasha since that night. I had thought of her again and again, in fact. After all, she was beautiful. And she had slid into her role as a dominatrix with impressive ease. I had wondered if the spark I felt between the two of us was real, or if it was just a byproduct of the relentless horniness I felt thanks to Sarah’s little games. But I had been busy with other thoughts too. Thoughts about Sarah and Pete and the kind of life the three of us were now living. I hadn’t expected I would ever see Tasha again. And now, there she was, sitting on my friend’s sofa and staring at me while I stood practically naked and on the end of a leash held by Sarah. 
 
    And Tasha looked fantastic. She wasn’t dressed up like a dominatrix from a dirty movie the way Sarah was, but she still looked good. She wore a purple sweater that strained over the impressive curve of her breasts before sliding into her narrow waist. As Sarah led me around the couch, I saw that the jeans she was wearing looked tight enough to have been painted onto her, and they disappeared into a pair of high-heeled black leather boots. Sarah must’ve told her to keep her shoes on. I wondered how much she had told Tasha about what she had planned. After all, with Sarah dressed the way she was, it was pretty obvious that we were going to get up to some sexy fun. Tasha’s outfit, though perfectly appropriate for the street, wasn’t without its own sex appeal. 
 
    “Well, I think you know by now that you need to greet her properly,” Sarah said. By now, she had led me around the sofa to stand in front of her guest. Tasha was looking me up and down, grinning with delight as she sat with her arms folded, enjoying the show. I wondered if I was right in thinking I could detect a little nervousness in her, and if so, I could hardly blame her. But she was hiding it well. Playing the role of the dominant goddess who assumes that man are there for her to play with and use. 
 
    “Go on,” Sarah said beside me, tugging at the leash. “Kiss her feet too.” 
 
    I dropped to the floor. It all felt like I was part of some strange dream, some bizarre fantasy come to life. I didn’t have it in me to resist. I heard the women laughing at me as I leaned forward on hands and knees and pressed my lips to the leather boots of a woman I barely knew. A woman I had been unable to forget. A woman I had been forced to watch enjoy one orgasm after another while I was denied. As I kissed her boots as humbly as I was able, I felt my cock aching inside the chastity device, and knew just how much trouble I was in. The kind of trouble you never want to get out of. 
 
    “Look at you,” Tasha said smugly above me. “I see that you haven’t managed to grow any more of a backbone over the last week or so. Still doing everything your mistress says.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Tasha,” I said, provoking more laughter from the girls. 
 
    “Well, what do you expect?” Sarah said behind me. “I own his cock, and so I basically own his balls to. It’s not that he doesn’t have any. It’s just that they’re mine.” 
 
    More laughter. There kneeling there on the floor between them, Sarah’s words were hard to deny. She did own me. Tasha was right, too. I didn’t have the balls to defy Sarah. I didn’t have the balls to even try. And deep down, I wanted this too badly. All of it. The disgrace and the humiliation. The shame and the desire. 
 
    “Shall we take him to bed?” Sarah said behind me, and my heart soared in hope as Tasha smiled down at me. 
 
    “Sure,” she said, uncrossing her legs and rising to her feet. As I got my feet underneath me, Sarah placed her hand on my shoulder to stop me from rising. 
 
    “No,” she said. “Stay down there. Beneath us, where you belong. You can crawl on your hands and knees like a dog.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah.” 
 
    The two of them walked ahead of me, Sarah in her kinky dominatrix outfit and Tasha in her street clothes. And I crawled along behind both pairs of thudding boot heels, my desire and excitement rising inside me with every step.  
 
    When they led me into the bedroom, it was time for my third surprise of the night. Pete was standing in a corner, his arms raised above his head and fastened to a steel eyebolt screwed into the wall. He was as naked as I was, only his chastity device shining between his thighs above a length of rope that tied his legs together. He also had a gag over his mouth. Rendered mute and immobile, standing with his back to the wall and facing the bed. Once again forced to watch pleasure he could have no part in unless his mistress decided otherwise. My sympathy for his predicament was eclipsed by my joy that it wasn’t mine. I didn’t know what the girls had planned for me, but I hoped I got to be a more active participant in it than my friend was. 
 
    “Why don’t you get a little more comfortable?” Sarah said to Tasha. “Here, sit down on the bed. Chris, take Tasha’s boots off. But don’t use your hands.” 
 
    Tasha burst out laughing at the wild suggestion. For a moment, I glanced up at Sarah. But the sight of her towering over me, grinning down at me with her body shining blackly in the light, told me she wasn’t joking. And so, as Tasha sat down on the bed with her feet in front of me, I leaned my head toward her knees. Carefully, I lifted the zipper of her boot with my tongue and began to draw it down. I could feel everyone watching me, sexual tension crackling in the air as I debased myself. But for a while, no one said a word. When the zipper of Tasha’s boot was undone, I took her heel gently in my mouth and slowly pulled her boots off. Glancing up at her as I let the boot fall to the floor, I saw her dark eyes sparkling with sheer delight. Her breasts rose and fell underneath her sweater as she leaned back on the bed, supporting herself on her hands as she watched me. As Sarah tugged on my leash, I repeated the procedure with the other boot, pulling it off with my mouth and letting it fall to the floor. 
 
    “Now the rest of her clothes,” Sarah said in a soft voice. After all, she didn’t need to shout and scream. Her power was so great that she could issue commands in a whisper. And after only a moment’s hesitation, I sat up on my knees and inched toward Tasha. Still smiling down at me, she let me come. She let me bury my face in her lap, my cock throbbing and aching as I felt the warmth of her sex through the fabric. Sticking out my tongue, I found her zipper and lifted it until I could get it between my teeth. Then I pulled it down. 
 
    “You’re getting good with your mouth,” Sarah said. “That’s a positive quality in a slave boy. Maybe soon, I can keep you tied up all the time. Just use you as an oral slave whenever I or my friends feel like using you.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah,” I said, wondering as I spoke if my dominant goddess had any idea just how much that appealed to me. I took her jeans between my teeth and began to pull on them. The tightness of her pants made it a challenge, but she straightened her legs and wiggled her hips until I was able to pull her jeans off completely. It took a while, but clearly, no one was in a rush. And when her jeans dropped to the floor, Tasha peeled her sweater off over her head and flung it aside, her dark curls bouncing on her bare shoulders as her breasts rose and fell in a black bra that matched her panties. 
 
    “Go on, slave boy,” Sarah said. I grunted as I felt her kick my bare ass playfully with one booted foot. “Take off her panties with your mouth and make her cum. While you’re doing that, your superiors will decide what we’re going to do with you.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah.” 
 
    There were few commands she could give me that I would be more eager to obey. Tasha smiled as I lunged toward her again, taking the warm fabric of her panties carefully between my teeth and pulling them down. Still holding my leash, Sarah stepped past me to sit beside the other woman on the bed. Raising her feet from the floor, she put them on my back as I pulled Tasha’s panties completely off and let them fall to the floor. Then, raising my head again, I put my face between her thighs and began to lick. The taste of Tasha’s pussy filled my mouth, making my cock surge and ache inside the chastity device. On my hands and knees, I ate her out while Sarah used me as a foot rest. 
 
    “So what should we do with him?” I heard Tasha say. She was speaking normally, but already, I detected a faint catch in her voice that spoke of the pleasure I was giving her. And it only encouraged me to try harder, to make it impossible for her to pretend I wasn’t turning her on. 
 
    “That’s the beauty of having slave boys like this,” I heard Sarah reply. “We girls get to do whatever the hell we like.” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    13. Double Team 
 
      
 
    Once again, I found myself in that strange hinterland between heaven and hell. A place that Sarah was taking me to more and more often. As hard as it was to believe everything that had happened to me up to that point, there was no denying the reality of it. There I was, a slave to my best friend’s wife, and now, it seemed, Sarah intended to share me with near strangers. But there was no point being too precious about. After all, it wasn’t the first time I licked Tasha’s pussy. And from her point of view, I could see the appeal. She got to do whatever she wanted and treat me as badly as she felt like, and I would always let her. I would keep coming back for more. I couldn’t help myself. The crueler these women were to me, the less I was able to resist them.  
 
    Sarah knew that. And Tasha was learning. And as I kneeled at her feet, my face buried between her soft thighs, it felt as though every woman in the world would soon be able to manipulate and control me as effortlessly as Sarah did. And somehow, I felt okay with that. More than okay. The incredible taste of Tasha’s pussy filled my mouth, and the sheer humiliation of what was going on made my cock rage and ache inside Sarah’s chastity device, and every moment of shame and disgrace only made my desire stronger. It only made me want to serve them more. Kneeling on the floor of Sarah and Pete’s bedroom, I was trembling with desire, on fire with the knowledge that there was nothing I could do about it. That Sarah and Tasha were going to have their way with me, and that I was incredibly lucky that two gorgeous goddesses like them wanted to play with me in any way. Yes, it was a pathetically submissive way to think. But that was what these women brought out of me. The strange submissive side my personality that I had never even imagined existed.  
 
    Because after all, it felt good to lose control. It felt good to give up, to give in, to submit to Sarah’s whims and let her treat me however she wanted. Wanting her and Tasha as badly as I did made it strangely easy. It made it all feel strangely right. Or wrong in just the right way. It didn’t matter which. What mattered was that I was there, with my face between beautiful Tasha’s legs, the taste of her pleasure filling my mouth as her moans and groans of ecstasy grew ever louder.  
 
    And Sarah was watching. Watching with sexual desire filling her own body inside that sexy skintight latex catsuit she was wearing. My mistress, my owner, turned on by making me serve another woman. The air in the bedroom felt as though it were ready to ignite with the sheer force of sexual tension. But that wouldn’t happen until Sarah decided. She was firmly in control of all of us. 
 
    A sudden shock tore through me. Not the shock of desire and arousal, for once, but something more external. My muscles tensed uncontrollably as I realized that Sarah was shocking me once again. With my face buried between Tasha’s thighs, I couldn’t see her. But I could hear her, laughing gleefully behind me as my body spasmed uncontrollably. She was using the remote control she had to activate the electric shock component of the chastity device I was locked into, and I grunted and groaned both in pain and pleasure as my genitals ached from her punishment. A reminder of who owned my cock, as though I needed one. A reminder of what this wicked woman could do to me anytime she liked, for any reason and for no reason. As abruptly as the shock started, it stopped, and I kneeled panting on the floor at Tasha’s feet. But I didn’t forget my duty. I kept licking through my own pain, and felt Tasha’s pussy spasm against my mouth. I heard her groan with wild pleasure, seeing my devotion to making her cum. And I hoped Sarah saw it too. 
 
    “That’s it, keep licking that pussy,” I heard Sarah say behind me. As though I had any intention of doing anything else. “Make my guest happy. Show her you know your place, serving superior women like us.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah,” I said. But muffled by Tasha’s pussy, all that came out was an unintelligible mumble. Still, that didn’t matter. It was clear what I meant to say. And both women laughed out loud again at my pathetic submission, basking in the wild power their beauty gave them to rule over both me and Pete. After all, he was part of this too. A helpless prisoner of his wife, tied up in the corner and forced to watch the sexual pleasure of others. More and more, that seem to be his role in life, as well as mine. I was just glad, as Tasha’s pussy spasmed against my mouth once again, that this time, I was getting to do something. Even if my cock was still under Sarah’s lock and key, at least I could taste Tasha’s pussy and feel its infinite softness against my mouth. 
 
    That wasn’t all I could feel. I grunted again at a sudden weight on my shoulders, pressing me down. The sharp heel of Sarah’s boot, pressed into my back. I placed my hands on the floor close to Tasha’s feet for balance. And I barely had time to register the menacing hiss of Sarah’s riding crop sliding out of its holster at her side before she brought it down on my bare ass.  
 
    I cried out in pain, jumping on the floor, and Sarah howled with laughter. Above me, Tasha groaned, her orgasm coming closer with every movement of my tongue but still not here yet. Bright pain radiated out from where Sarah had whipped my ass, and my cock ached with the frustration of desire as my mistress mistreated me. Just as Sarah knew it would, it only made me want more. 
 
    “Take it, bitch,” Sarah snarled above me, completely caught up now in her dominant role. “Don’t let a little whipping distract you from your job of pleasing a woman.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah,” I tried to say as I pressed my mouth once again to Tasha’s pussy. And as Tasha moaned in pleasure once again, Sarah brought the riding crop down again. She struck a different part of my ass, and I whimpered as pain bloomed outward from there. Sarah struck me again and again, and each blow seemed harder than the last as she got into her stride. And all the while, I did my best to keep licking Tasha, to keep pleasuring the pussy in front of me while pain made my body shake.  
 
    Crazy to think of the transformation in Sarah. She had always been so sweet and friendly. By day, she was a mild-mannered graphic designer. Increasingly by night, she was the evil mistress of the wild dreams I didn’t know I had. A woman who was more than happy to tie up her husband and turn him into her sex slave, along with her husband’s best friend. Me. There I was, on hands and knees, my cock locked away, my ass burning from the blows of Sarah’s riding crop, doing my best to pleasure a woman I barely knew while another I considered a friend tortured me. Crazy to think that not too long ago, I had endured my dry spell in Saudi Arabia, two long years without female touch. Now, I was even more frustrated than I ever had been them. But it was different somehow. Not getting to have sex because Sarah wouldn’t allow it was completely different from not getting it because there was none to get. Somehow, Sarah had turned celibacy into the sexiest thing I could imagine. Just because she enforced it on me. Just because it was up to her where and when and how I got to cum. Just because I had to earn her favor by suffering through her more dominant urges. It was the sexiest thing I had ever encountered, the sexiest thing I could imagine. And on the floor at Tasha’s feet, I was a trembling ball of desire and pain and humiliation and lust. Just as Sarah wanted me to be. 
 
    Tasha howled. I had known for a while that her orgasm was getting close. I could feel it as her sex spasmed against my mouth, her swollen lips swelling even more with pleasure as I got to her. The only kind of triumph I was allowed. The only kind of victory I would be getting. Down on my hands and knees, I did my job, the one assigned to me by these beautiful and wicked women. And soon, I felt Tasha’s hands gripping the back of my head, pulling me against her as she thrust her hips forward. I felt the hot flood of her juices coating my face, the taste intensifying as I plunged my tongue more easily inside the well-lubricated channel of her sex. She howled in pleasure, and as she reached a climax, the blows from Sarah’s riding crop stopped falling. My ass was throbbing almost as much as my teased cock, but I kept licking and kissing Tasha’s womanhood, riding the waves of her pleasure as she screamed above me. 
 
    Finally, Tasha flopped back on the bed. I raised my head from between her legs, feeling her wetness cooling on my skin as I gazed up at her. She looked absolutely ravishing. Somewhere along the way, she had shed her black bra, and her breasts rose and fell as she panted and gasped, lying back on the bed. I watched her chest rising and falling, her stomach sunken, her pussy shining wetly between her thighs with the same moisture I could feel cooling on my face. Overcome with pleasure, she looked every inch the goddess she was acting like, and my desire had not abated one bit. I wanted her more than ever, and Sarah’s chastity had never felt crueler. But all I could do was sit there, on my knees, and wait to see what my female owners wanted to do with me next. 
 
    “Good boy,” Sarah said condescendingly. I heard her high heels on the floor as she stepped close behind me, running her fingers through my hair. Patting me. And even though I cringed, even though I felt shame flooding through me once again, I couldn’t help but smile as I looked up at my mistress. After all, she was smiling down at me like some friendly sun, like some promise of summer in the heart of the bleakest winter. I didn’t know which of these women I wanted more, and I didn’t waste any time trying to figure it out. I wanted them both. I wanted them as surely as I knew I couldn’t have them. Not until Sarah decided otherwise, anyway. And the only way to get what I wanted, I knew, was to do what Sarah said. Not that that was any guarantee. But it was my best shot. I knew just how manipulative that was. How ingenious it was on Sarah’s part to make my longed for pleasure contingent on hers. That was the genius of the game we played.  
 
    And maybe Pete was right, and that if I truly wanted to stop, Sarah would stop.  she would unlock me and release me and let me go free, the way I had been before this all started. But why on earth what I want that? Why would I want anything like what I used to have, when this intense desire was on offer? It didn’t make sense to me. But it didn’t have to. I knew how I felt. And gazing up at my mistress standing above me with a whip in her hand, her beautiful body tightly wrapped in shining black latex, I knew there was nowhere else I wanted to be.  
 
    Barely even conscious of what I was doing, I leaned closer toward Sarah. She still had her hand on my head, her fingers entangled in my hair as she slowly tightened her grip. There was something possessive about that hand on my head, and it made my cock Ached once again inside the chastity device. Looking up at Sarah all the while, I planted a tentative kiss on her shining thigh. I never knew how she was going to react. And with the riding crop and the remote control to the electric shock device in my chastity belt at her disposal, Sarah had no shortage of ways of punishing me for even the slightest infraction. But the smile never left her face as I kissed her. If anything, it grew. Her teeth shone between her painted lips, her pretty face opening up in an expression of delight. Encouraged, I kissed her again, feeling the latex warmed by her body slick against my lips. I wanted her so badly, and her pussy was mere inches away from my face. As though her feminine power radiated out from it, weaving a spell over me that I could never resist. She knew it as well as I did. She was as delighted with this as I was. Maybe even more so. After all, everything was going her way. 
 
    “See that, babe?” Sarah turned her head toward her captive husband as she spoke. “See how a slave boy is supposed to serve his mistress? He doesn’t ask for anything. He does what he’s told and focuses on the pleasure of the women around him. Even though you know he wants to cum so badly right now. Don’t you, chastity boy?” 
 
    With those last words, Sarah turned her dazzling smile back to me. I lifted my lips from her thigh long enough to give the expected reply. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah.” 
 
    “Good. That’s what makes you weak. That’s what makes you my bitch. Now, worship my boots.” 
 
    As she spoke, Sarah used her grip on her hair to throw my head downward. As always, I didn’t fight. I didn’t resist. I did as I was told. On hands and knees, I lowered my head to the floor and pressed my lips against the leather of her boots. I kissed Sarah’s feet passionately, hungrily, moving from one foot to the other and back again as I showered her feet with adoration.  
 
    I knew I was being watched. I could feel it. By Tasha and by Pete, both of them witnessing my humiliation with what had to be very different feelings. But I didn’t care. I pushed it out of my mind. All that mattered was what Sarah thought of me. All that mattered was how well I was pleasing her, and how close I might be getting to what I wanted. After how much she had humiliated me, worshiping this goddess didn’t seem like such a crazy idea. After all, her power was unquestionable. She could make me do anything. If she wasn’t actually divine, she seemed it in that moment, and many others. So high above me it was like we were different species. The kind of thoughts I knew I would be ashamed of my more lucid moments, but in the depths of desire, they seemed to make sense. 
 
    “Oh, this is so fucking good,” Sarah moaned above me. I thought I could detect the music of sexual desire in her voice, and it thrilled me to think I was exciting her. It didn’t matter how. If groveling at her feet got her going – and I knew from experience that it did – then I was ready and willing to do just that. I knew from experience too that for Sarah, having her husband tied up, having him helplessly witness her selfish pleasure and her power over another man, only made things even more exciting. Sarah had a kinky streak a mile wide, and lately, she was in the mood to indulge it. I wasn’t going to argue. 
 
    There on my hands and knees, kissing Sarah’s boots and worshiping her like the goddess she had become, I cringed as I saw her reach for the remote control in the top of her boot again. But this time, it wasn’t me she was looking to punish. Over in the corner, I heard Pete groan as his wife shocked his locked cock and balls. And Sarah laughed out loud, totally delighted with her ability to hurt us whenever she felt like. 
 
    “You’re a good boy, aren’t you, Chris?” Sarah said above me as she continued to smiled down at me. “Not like my husband. Do you know why he’s tied up over there, just watching while you get the privilege of worshiping two goddesses like us?” 
 
    “No, Mistress Sarah,” I said between kisses, playing along the way I knew she would want me to. 
 
    “Because he had the nerve to beg me for sex today,” Sarah said, basking in her own outrageous cruelty. “Can you imagine that? A husband having the balls to expect his wife to have sex with him? Ridiculous. Husbands aren’t for fucking. Husbands are for teasing and dominating and using while their wives fuck other men. Don’t you think, Chris?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah.” 
 
    There was nothing else I could say. Nothing else this goddess wanted to hear. And my cock still ached and throbbed inside the chastity device at her outrageous words. I still remembered their wedding. How beautiful Sarah had looked dressed in virginal white. How happy Pete had been to make this woman his wife. None of us would have ever guessed that things would turn out like this. That Sarah would flaunt her infidelities in front of both me and Pete, and that they would only make us both desire her more. But that was where we were now. And it was thrilling to hear her talk this way. Especially because both Pete and I knew that it was true. That she had fucked other men, right in front of us, and had the best sex of her life doing it. And that if she wanted to do it again, there was nothing her husband could or would do to stop her. 
 
    “I’m glad you have such an enlightened view of modern marriage,” Sarah cackled. “Maybe you’ll actually make some woman a decent husband someday. I mean, you are a submissive little bitch, which isn’t exactly a point in your favor. But if you learn your place, you could actually make a woman happy someday. By serving her and worshiping the ground she walks on while she fucks another man.” 
 
    Over on the bed, Tasha howled with laughter. Sarah joined in, cackling with delight at her own devious words. But down on the floor at her feet, I trembled. I had never even imagined such a thing, but now that Sarah was saying yes, I wondered. I hadn’t been with anyone except her in years, unless you counted my oral service of Tasha. Dating and relationships weren’t even on my radar. Especially now that my best friend’s wife had my cock locked away. What use would I be to a woman even if I met one? But Sarah’s words struck some wild chord inside me. As much as I desired her, I never wanted to be released from her service. But there was no denying the thrill it gave me to hear her talk this way. To imagine myself in Pete’s place, the submissive husband of a cruel and dominant wife. It gave me a wild thrill even to think about, even as I wondered whether I could ever actually go through with such a thing. Whether I could possibly endure what he did, to see the woman I loved spurn my advances in favor of some strange kinky game. I wasn’t at all sure I would be able to handle such a thing. Then again, I hadn’t been sure I could handle this, either. I still wasn’t sure. 
 
    “You guys are so crazy,” Tasha said. I turned my head toward her, keeping my eyes down. I couldn’t look her in the face. Not after what she had seen me do. Not after the things she could see me agree to. But Tasha was smiling at me, even as she spoke to Sarah. Again, I wondered what lay behind that gorgeous smile of hers. I wondered if I was just imagining the vibe I had felt between us on the Halloween night when we had met, when both Pete and I had been Sarah’s sex slaves in the most public way possible. It had been me she looked at and smiled at and spoke to, not Pete. And it was me she smiled at now, too. 
 
    “I can’t believe how much you get away with,” Tasha went on. She was sitting up on the bed now, totally naked and completely unashamed. And why should she be? After Sarah, she was the person with the most power in that room. She got to use us however she wanted, to make us bow and grovel just as Sarah did. She wasn’t the one being totally humiliated. 
 
    “It’s easy,” Sarah smiled. “Seriously. Lock their cocks away, and you can do whatever you like. You can fuck other men right in front of them, and they’ll love you for it. If you ever get married, you have to lock your husband in chastity. I mean it. I only wish I had discovered this sooner.” 
 
    “You should teach a class,” Tasha said with a smile. And still, I felt those deep dark eyes looking at me, not at Sarah. Smiling at me, flashing at me, taking in every moment and every detail of my total humiliation while I kneeled there completely ashamed and completely overcome. 
 
    “That’s a good idea. Maybe I will,” Sarah said. “I’d love to do that. To teach women how to take control in their relationships and get what they need from their husbands. I think it’s something every woman should do.” 
 
    “You have a point,” Tasha said. As she spoke, her voice dripping with desire, I watched her hand slide over her bare thigh, her movements slow and languid. Her painted fingernails shone in the light. Her dark hair cascaded down around her bare shoulders, framing her beautiful face with those glowing eyes fixed on me. Every bit as beautiful as Sarah, in a totally different way. The two goddesses I had to serve were both completely ravishing. That was the secret of their power. 
 
    “Why don’t you unlock my husband?” Sarah said abruptly. “The key is over there in that drawer. Take his cage off so that he can really feel what he can’t have.” 
 
    Tasha paused, though only for a moment. Her teeth shone as she bit her lower lip, her eyes shining with desire. Then she rose from the bed. I watched, still kneeling at Sarah’s side like an obedient pet, while the other woman walked across the bedroom and went to the dresser drawer Sarah pointed out. 
 
     Rummaging around inside, she retrieved a set of keys. My heart convulsed as I saw more than one key on the ring, and I knew that Tasha was now holding the ultimate power over me. The key to my own locked cock. But she carried the keys over toward Pete and slipped one inside the lock of his device. Her movements were fumbling and awkward, unfamiliar with the device. But Sarah was in no hurry. And Pete groaned as Tasha finally found the right key and figured out how to disassemble the chastity device. She pulled it off his body and laughed out loud as his cock swelled instantly right in front of her, twitching and throbbing and leaking with days of pent-up desire. 
 
    “It looks painful,” Tasha said. Ridiculously, I felt a strange spasm of jealousy pass through me as I saw her staring at Pete’s cock, her naked body mere inches away. I had no claim on Tasha, of course. Just because of some vibe I may have imagined between us. And Pete had watched me fuck his wife. I had no right to be jealous of anything. And yet, somehow, I was. I wished it was my cock Tasha was unlocking, even if he didn’t seem to be getting much pleasure from it. Instead, all he got was more frustration, having this beautiful young woman standing naked in front of him and being unable to do anything about it. He shifted his weight on his feet, struggling pointlessly against the eyebolt fastened to the wall he was handcuffed to. There was nothing he could do. Sarah had made sure of that. 
 
    “It is,” Sarah said. “That’s the whole point. Cocks deserve to be punished. Especially married cocks. That’s what it means when a man gets married. He surrenders control of his cock and balls to his wife. At least, that’s the way it should be. That’s the way it is in this house. You can touch if you want. Just don’t let him cum.” 
 
    Pete groaned. And it was all I could do not to groan too as Tasha turned toward him with a slow smile. Without a word, she reached out and wrapped her fingers around Pete’s cock. Slowly, she drew her hand along his throbbing shaft from base to tip, making him squirm and fight against the restraints that held him. It was no use. Even as he thrust his hips forward, Tasha drew her hand away, keeping her contact light, keeping him from the release he so desperately wanted. 
 
    “Nice,” I heard Sarah say above me with a notice of approval in her voice. “You’re a natural cocktease. Now, forget about my worthless husband for a while. We’re still not done using this one yet.” 
 
    As she spoke, Sarah reached down and grabbed a handful of my hair again. I winced as she tugged on it, stepping forward at the same time to drag me toward the bed. At her command, I climbed up onto the mattress, rolling over onto my back as ordered. I watched the skintight latex that covered her body shining as she climbed up beside me, pinning me down with one knee on my chest, the leather of her boots creaking with every move she made as she smiled down at me. As her hand reached slowly between her legs, finding the tiny zipper of the catsuit and pulling it open, I had eyes only for her. I couldn’t tear my gaze away as Sarah slowly exposed her pussy to my hungry eyes, its shining wetness revealing what I already knew about just how much this game was exciting her. 
 
    “Now it’s time to make me cum,” Sarah said as she straddled my head, her knees denting the mattress on either side of me. “Time to make your mistress happy. Time to eat my married pussy while my useless husband watches. Before this night is through, Tasha and I are going to drive both of you completely crazy.”  
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    14. Serving The Girls 
 
      
 
    Darkness descended on me. The warm and fragrant darkness of being underneath Sarah. I could hear the creaking of her skintight latex catsuit like the soundtrack to my humiliation, and it turned me on. But not as much as her pussy hovering above me, filling all my senses as the light disappeared. The smell of her arousal fueled my own, making my cock throb and ache desperately inside the confines of her chastity device. If I had been free, I knew, my cock would have been as desperately hard as Pete’s was. 
 
    But it wasn’t. And so, as ever, I did what my mistress wanted. I tongued her dripping pussy, tasting her raging desire with every lick, knowing that it was only going to make me even more crazy for her yet unable to resist. I would take whatever I could get of her, even if it hurt me. Especially when it did. Besides, I knew the only hope I had of getting what I wanted was to make Sarah happy. And so I licked and kissed her sex while her husband watched, bringing her pleasure while she denied mine. The same wild game we had been playing all this time, the same delightful torture that had first bewitched me and pulled me into her world. Sarah might be crazy. But no crazier than the rest of us were for going along with her sexy games. It was a kind of crazy you couldn’t look away from, the kind you couldn’t resist. Certainly I couldn’t, anyway. Nothing in my life had ever been at once as thrilling and as difficult as this. 
 
    Behind Sarah, I raised my arms. As I cupped the firm flesh of her ass cheeks in my hands, she didn’t protest. I squeezed, luxuriating in the slick feeling of her latex outfit against my skin. Pulling her pelvis against me, ready to drown myself in her flowing juices. The flavor of her pussy driving me on, turning me into an animal as I moaned and groaned beneath her. And she moaned and groaned above me, savoring that selfish pleasure, riding the movements of my tongue toward her next orgasm. I was there to serve, and we both knew it. We both reveled in it. We both wanted it. I wanted to serve her, and she wanted to make me. To use me. To control me. As she moaned and gasped above me, forgetting herself in pleasure, I forgot myself too, losing track of everything else in the excitement of my task. 
 
    But we weren’t alone in the room. And even over the cacophony of her moans and groans, matched by my own, I could hear other things going on. Other forms of pleasure and pain besides my own. At first, I wasn’t sure what I was hearing. But then, as I went on licking Sarah, I heard a muffled moaning coming from the corner of the room where Pete was tied up. Tied up, and no doubt at least as wild with desire as I was. Bound and gagged but still making his presence known through his desperate moans and groans. I found myself wondering what Tasha was doing to him. Again, I felt that strange spasm of jealousy I had no right to. After all, there I was in Pete’s bed, eating his wife’s pussy while she sat on my face. And Sasha was no more my girlfriend then she was Pete’s. She was her own woman, independent and downright dominant, there to use us both in whatever way she saw fit. 
 
    I could tell myself that. I could see it as the truth. But that didn’t change I felt about it. Jealousy was ridiculous in the position I was in. But that didn’t change a single thing. If we could help how we feel, I would never be in the position I was currently in. It was desire and emotion that had brought us here, and no amount of reason was going to change that. Even as I lay under Sarah, doing my best to pleasure her with my mouth, I wondered what was going on in the corner of the room where Pete stood with his hands tied to the wall. I imagined Tasha continuing to stroke his cock, teasing him with her hand, and that same ridiculous jealousy made my heart swell as I growled and groaned underneath Pete’s sexy wife. 
 
    “That’s it. Watch her.” 
 
    Even above Sarah’s moans and groans, Tasha’s words floated in the air. I heard the familiar note in her voice, the note of desire, the sexy tone of dominance that came from a woman discovering her own power. It was utterly bewitching. Lying there trembling and licking Sarah’s pussy with everything I had, I couldn’t stop thinking about Tasha over there in the corner, teasing Pete. A man she hardly knew, and yet felt at ease dominating like this. It was that, that confidence, that total self-control, that made both her and Sarah so sexy. Well, among other things, anyway. 
 
    “Watch your wife getting her pussy licked by her slave. Look how much she’s enjoying herself. Look how turned on she’s getting. Don’t you wish it was you underneath her? Don’t you wish it was your face she was sitting on?” 
 
    I could hardly believe what I was hearing come out of Tasha’s mouth. But maybe I shouldn’t have been so surprised. After all, she had shown a real taste for domination that very first Halloween night we had met. Far more so than her friend Tiffany. It seemed to come quite naturally to her, the way it apparently did to Sarah. And yet, it still caught me by surprise. It still made me tremble with wild lust to hear her so comfortable teasing both Pete and me. It still made me want her just as desperately as I wanted Sarah, just as hungrily as I longed for the woman who had taken possession of my cock. The only thing better than submitting to a dominant mistress, I was quickly learning, was submitting to two of them. And the only thing more difficult than serving Sarah was serving both her and Tasha and wondering if either of them would see fit to grant me the pleasure I so desperately desired. 
 
    “But it’s not, is it?” Tasha went on, her voice growing thicker and heavier as though her words had been dipped in honey. I groaned in frustration, and though I lay there in darkness, in my mind I could see clear as day the way she was stroking him. Toying with him. Completely controlling his cock and therefore controlling him as she reveled in her irresistible power. He was as helpless as I was. And if I was jealous of him for having Tasha touches cock, how much more jealous must my friend be of me as I tongued his wife’s pussy? Like I said, rational thought didn’t enter into this. This was about something else entirely. 
 
    “Just watch her,” Tasha said. “Look how beautiful she is. Look how sexy. Look how badly other guys want her. Look at him, grabbing her ass. Listen to how turned on she’s getting. She’s going to come in his mouth in a minute, isn’t she? And you’re just going to watch. Watch your wife having sex with other men. Like she says, that’s what a husband is there for. That’s your place. She really does own your cock, doesn’t she?” 
 
    Pete groaned wordlessly against the gag that covered his mouth. And I groaned too, gagged myself by Sarah’s streaming pussy above me. It was women’s voices that filled the room, Tasha’s taunting and Sarah’s wild pleasure. Not the first time that bedroom had vibrated to that same strange music. Male frustration and female pleasure. The massive power imbalance between us highlighted through nothing but sound. 
 
    “Don’t let him cum.” Sarah gasped above me, her voice ragged and torn, breathless with pleasure, and I felt my cock surge once again inside the tight confines of the chastity device to know that I was bringing her such ecstasy. Also, her cruelty turned me on. To know that even now, as the peak of her pleasure approached, she was concerned with making sure the man she loved didn’t get the same release made her as sexy to me as ever. Over in the corner, I heard Tasha laughing. I heard the wildness in her voice as she was swept up in the moment, completely delighted with her role in this kinky situation. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” I heard her say in response to Sarah’s request. “I know my way around one of these things.” 
 
    “Oh fuck!” Sarah cried out, arching her back and pressing her pussy harder than ever against my face. She rocked her hips back-and-forth, grinding her streaming sex over me, and I spluttered and gasped and gulped underneath her, feeling her coating my face in her juices. The pain of my cock trying to harden inside the chastity device combined with the wild pleasure made my body shake, alive with the intense ecstasy of denial, and I felt as though everything were combining into one bright point where pain merged into pleasure and denial merged into release. The fact that it was my mistress’s sexual release and not my own hardly seemed to matter anymore. I squeezed her ass tightly through the latex catsuit, plunging my tongue inside her to feel every quiver and spasmed of her vibrating pussy, and in some weird way, it felt like it was my own release happening through her body. 
 
    Not that that did anything to dampen the desperate desire I felt. As Sarah gasped and sobbed with pleasure above me, her body finally relaxing as her climax came and went, I still felt as horny as ever. As desperate for sex as she wanted me to be, as ready to commit the most depraved acts imaginable for the promise of pleasure as I had ever been. And as she swung her leg over my head and sprawled on the bed beside me, I gazed at her in wonder, hardly able to believe what she had become. What I had become, thanks to her. What Sarah had made all of us into. 
 
    Over in the corner, Pete was panting and moaning. Tasha stood next to him, just as naked as before, one hand wrapped possessively around his cock. Both of them were looking at us, Tasha’s dark eyes shining with pleasure, and Pete’s glowing with wild frustration and desire. His face wore a look of anguish that I recognized, the same anguish I so often felt at being denied what it seemed I most wanted in the world. But that was what turned these women on. That was what turned us all on. 
 
    Tasha released her hold on Pete’s cock. I saw my friend tremble and gasp as she took the contact away, and he thrust his hips forward as though his penis was trying to follow her across the room. It was no use. Tasha stepped away from him, her voluptuous body swaying with every step as she walked toward the bed. She climbed onto the mattress, and I felt it sink underneath her weight as she sat on the opposite side of me from where Sarah lay sprawled. As I felt her hand on my thigh, I almost jumped. My caged cock throbbed and bounced in the chastity cage as it tried for the thousandth time to free itself, with no more success than ever before. 
 
    “You really have these boys whipped,” Tasha said, letting her hand rest on my thigh, just a few teasing inches away from my manhood. “I love it.” 
 
    “I can see that,” Sarah grinned at her new friend. “But you’re not so bad yourself. Seems like you’re having a lot of fun over there teasing my husband, playing with his cock and not letting him cum while you watch me fuck this slave’s face.” 
 
    Tasha burst out laughing at the crudeness of Sarah’s words, and Sarah joined in. The two women were in their element, completely thrilled with everything they were doing, and that only made them more alluring to me and Pete both. 
 
    “He looks so horny and frustrated over there,” Tasha said, turning her gaze for a moment toward the corner where Pete stood before looking back Sarah. “Which I guess is how you want him.” 
 
    “Exactly,” Sarah said. “More obedient that way.” 
 
    The latex catsuit creaked as she sat up. She didn’t bother trying to cover herself up, leaving the zipper between her legs wide open and her dripping pussy on display. We were long past the point of being coy in front of each other. Everyone in this room had seen each other naked, and watched each other having sex in some form or another. The image of Sarah getting nailed by two men at once on the night of Halloween was burned into my brain, never to be dislodged. I remembered watching Tasha too, seeing her beautiful body convulsed with pleasure granted to other men, but not me and not Pete. Never us. Gazing at both of them, all I could think was how lucky any man was to be with them. And how much I would give to be that guy. How much I had already given. I had given Sarah everything. My dignity. My self-respect. My manhood. And she had used it to turn me into this, a pathetic sex slave, her humble chastity boy. If only it didn’t feel so fucking good to be owned like this. 
 
    “Do you still have that key?” Sarah asked. Looking up her from where I lay on the bed, my face shining with the residue of her orgasm, it was all I could do not to gasp as a wild hope surged inside me. And Tasha grinned too, the fire in her dark eyes matching that in Sarah’s pale ones as they grinned at each other over my conquered body. 
 
    “It’s over there on the dresser,” Tasha said. 
 
    “Okay. Help me tie this bitch down and we can try something else.” 
 
    “Okay,” Tasha giggled. As Sarah rolled off the bed, Tasha moved closer to me. Rising up on her knees, she climbed on top of me. Her dark hair fell in waves around us both, and I gazed up into her pretty face as she grabbed my wrists in her hands, locking her elbows and pinning my arms to the bed. Probably I could’ve broken free if I wanted to. But I didn’t even try. Instead, I gazed up at this gorgeous woman as she smiled down at me, her eyes blazing with dark fire, her teeth showing as she bit her lower lip, her big breasts hanging down above me, teasing me with their swollen nipples. 
 
    “You stay right here,” Tasha growled. At the same time, she inched her hips backward until she was straddling my lap. I groaned, and she laughed out loud as she slid her pussy up and down the cage that held my cock. So close to everything I wanted, and yet still denied. Tasha kept laughing as she ground her sex against the prison Sarah had me locked in, anointing my chastity with the juices of her desire. 
 
    I was so focused on Tasha that I barely noticed as Sarah climbed onto the bed with some restraints in hand. Together, the two women buckled some leather cuffs around my wrists and looped them around the headboard of the bed. As always, I didn’t resist. Tied or untied, it barely made any difference. I was helpless before them either way. Unable to resist anything they wanted, not even thinking of fighting back. They had me right where they wanted me. And soon, Tasha and Sarah had me as helplessly bound as Pete was, my arms raised above my head and anchored to the headboard above me. 
 
    While Tasha sat grinning beside me, Sarah climbed off the bed again and moved toward her dresser. Picking up the key that lay there, she turned for a moment toward her husband. Both Tasha and I watched as she pressed her shining body against him, reaching up and gripping the back of his neck to pull his head down toward hers. She kissed him deeply, passionately, and as he kissed her back, her hand slid down his helpless body and took his throbbing cock in her hand. At the same time, she raised one knee, sliding her latex-covered leg over his. With his lips still locked on his wife’s, he moaned and groaned in desperate desire as Sarah stroked him, squeezing and tugging on his cock and turning him into an absolute wreck in a matter of mere seconds. 
 
    Then, just as suddenly as she had begun, Sarah stopped. Releasing her grip on Pete’s cock, she turned on one foot, bringing her other down to the floor with a loud crack. Pete cried out in desperate frustration, and his wife smiled, completely secure in her dominance and control. She climbed onto the mattress on the opposite side of me from where Tasha now kneeled, I hardly dared to breathe as Sarah took my chastity device in her hand. Slowly, teasingly, she slid the key into the lock twisted it, and suddenly, I was free. Sarah’s skilled hands disassembled the device, setting it aside on the bed, and just as Pete’s had earlier, my cock surged and throbbed, finally released after what felt like centuries of confinement. I moaned as the blood rushed between my legs, making me momentarily dizzy as I lay on the bed between the two women. And Sarah smiled as she took hold of my cock with the same hand that had so recently toyed with her husband’s, gently stroking it and enjoying making me squirm as I panted up at her. 
 
    “You been a very good boy today,” Sarah said at last. “Not like my worthless husband. You’ve done everything your mistresses have told you to do and made us cum. So to prove I’m not a completely heartless bitch, I’m going to give you a reward. I’m going to finally let you cum.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress Sarah!” I howled with relief before I could even think about what I was saying. The women laughed out loud, sharing a smile over my helpless body. But in a strange way, I meant what I said. Even though I knew I shouldn’t, I did feel some bizarre form of gratitude to her, the woman who had locked me up and taken away my orgasms, for awarding me what used to be mine to take whenever I wanted. After all, I knew from experience by now that the orgasms Sarah allowed me to have, rare as they might be, were far more powerful than any I had had before we started playing this game. In my own way, I was becoming addicted this, seduced by her power and by the wild delight of not getting what I wanted. Of being forced to submit. 
 
    “You’re welcome, slave,” Sarah grinned, while Tasha Left on the other side of me. “You know the rules. Make sure you don’t cum picture until we give you permission. And when you do, you know what you’re going to have to do for me, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah.” 
 
    I did. And even in the depths of my lust, the thought terrified me. Again, experience told me what would happen after. When I had had my long-awaited orgasm and my desire cooled to be replaced by a far deeper sense of shame. Shame that would haunt me for days afterwards, that would fill my head whenever I was alone and thinking of her, which was always. The things she made me do were unbelievable. And yet I did them. Every single time. 
 
    “Say it,” Sarah said, and I groaned as she ran her hand up and down my boiling shaft again. “Tell us all what you’re going to do once I let you cum.” 
 
    “I’m – I’m going to eat it, Mistress Sarah,” I said, speaking through trembling lips. And Tasha exploded in laughter. Kneeling beside me naked, she clapped her hands together with wild glee, her breasts bouncing on her chest as she vibrated with sadistic delight. 
 
    “That’s right,” Sarah grinned. “That’s the only way slave boys get to cum, isn’t it? They have to clean up their mess. Every single time.” 
 
    Releasing her hold on my shaft, Sarah lifting one leg and climbed on top of me. Straddling my thighs, she inched forward, pressing my cock back against my stomach. I groaned at the feel of her warm pussy against my skin, the softness and slickness of her swollen lips driving me wild as she rubbed her sex up and down mine. Still teasing me. Still frustrating me. Then, rising up on her knees, she reached down and took hold of my cock. As she lowered herself down onto it, the swollen head pressing her wet lips apart, I watched her roll her eyes with pleasure, moaning open-mouthed as I filled her. Over by the wall, Pete watched, his eyes blazing with jealous fury above the gag that filled his mouth. There was nothing he could do about this, and nothing I could do about it either. Sarah was going to take me now right in front of her husband, and it filled me with delight. But even if it hadn’t, I knew, it wouldn’t matter. It wasn’t about what either of us wanted. It never was. 
 
    “Doesn’t it feel good to be inside your mistress at last?” Sarah grinned down at me once she had lowered herself down onto me completely, the warmth of her pussy enveloping my cock. As she spoke, she clenched, making her lips contract around my manhood so that I groaned with desperate pleasure. Already, I could feel orgasm boiling inside me. I had no idea how I was supposed to hold back until this cruel beauty decided I had earned the right to do what came naturally. But I knew I had to try. There was far too much she could do to punish me if I failed. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah,” I groaned, the cuffs that held me rattling against the headboard as I squirmed beneath her. “It feels so good, Mistress. You’re so fucking sexy. Thank you, Mistress Sarah.” 
 
    “I love a polite slave boy,” Sarah said to Tasha, and both women laughed. “It’s important to make sure they never forget their manners. Now, I want another orgasm from you. I’m sure Mistress Tasha does too. So make sure you hold back until both of us cum. Otherwise, when we lock you up again, we might just forget where the key is.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah,” I groaned, making the women laughed again.  
 
    And then, Sarah began to bounce up and down on top of me. I watched her latex catsuit shining in the light, her breasts bouncing in the cutout window as her movements grew more and more rapid. She leaned forward, her fingernails digging into my chest as she slammed her hips up and down more forcefully, and I moaned and groaned just as she did, pleasure filling us both while she fucked me right in front of her husband. The feeling of her pussy tightening around my cock was incredible, driving me absolutely wild with a lust I knew I couldn’t give in to. Even though I wanted nothing more. Even though my orgasm felt like a fire in the pit of my stomach, radiating out from between my legs so that I could think of nothing else. And Sarah looked so incredible, so beautiful, so darkly dominant and in charge and filled with selfish delight as she rode on top of me. 
 
    But she wasn’t alone. I felt the mattress shift underneath us, and then Tasha climbed on top of me. Straddling my head, she blocked out my view of Sarah entirely. Behind her, I could hear my mistress laughing, delighted with what was going on. 
 
    “You need to make me cum again too, slave boy,” Tasha said as her dark hair fell once more around her shoulders. Reaching down, she gripped my throat, and her dark eyes stared deep into mine, shining with exquisite sadism as she taunted me. “You need to lick my pussy just like you did a moment ago until I cum all over your face. What do you say to that?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Tasha,” I said at once, without a moment’s hesitation. “Thank you, Mistress Tasha.” 
 
    “Oh my God,” Tasha giggled, shaking her head to make her dark held sway around her face. “You’re so fucking whipped.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Tasha,” I said obediently. But this time, she barely seemed to hear. Already, she was straddling my face. I saw her pussy shining with arousal beneath the dark strip of her pubic hair just a moment before her thighs engulfed me. And I tasted once again the erotic flavor of her womanhood, the wet flow of her juices already sliding past my lips as I moved my tongue against her. 
 
    Meanwhile, Sarah was bouncing up and down on top of me. The bed shook to her movements, and the walls rang with her cries. She was getting close. I could feel it in the wild spasming of her pussy, and it took everything I had to resist, to hold back, to not give in and explode in orgasm inside her. I tried to focus on Tasha as the other woman ground her pussy against my face, riding me just as Sarah had done. It wasn’t easy. Not by a long shot. I felt my body dancing on the edge of orgasm, and fear warred with my desire as I wondered what they would do to me if I failed. How long would Sarah keep me locked up this time? Would she do as she had threatened and throw away the key forever? I couldn’t put anything past her. But for all the fear that came with that threat, I also couldn’t deny the feelings of pleasure swelling inside me. I couldn’t hold back. I couldn’t resist. I couldn’t stop my body from doing what came naturally. 
 
    And then, to my utter relief, Sarah howled. Her pussy spasmed and clenched my cock, and I gritted my teeth underneath Tasha’s pussy, still trying to resist as she savored her orgasm. Somehow, I had outlasted her. And I finally let go. I heard Sarah cry out as she felt my orgasm explode inside her, and I moaned and groaned and thrashed on the bed beneath them both. My cock throbbed as it pumped what felt like gallons of cum inside her, my orgasm only growing more powerful the longer I was denied. And Sarah’s spasming pussy milked every single drop out of me. When our mutual pleasure passed, I was relieved to feel her climb off me, to feel her wet pussy sliding easily off my shaft. 
 
    For a while, Sarah left me alone. And I was able to concentrate solely on the woman sitting on my face. Soon, I had her moaning in pleasure, rising in intensity as my tongue caressed her fragrant lips. Soon, Tasha was coming again, spewing her juices all over my face. I had done it. Somehow, I had made them both cum again. 
 
    And as her orgasm tore through her and slowly subsided, Tasha climbed off my face and flopped down on the bed beside me. Immediately, I felt Sarah climbing on top of me. Her hand was between her thighs, covering her pussy framed by the open zipper of the catsuit. Her knees thumped into the mattress on either side of my head as she immediately took Tasha’s place, and I groaned in despair and humiliation. But there was no escape. The handcuffs held me tight, and the threat of what Sarah might do if I displeased her held me tighter. 
 
    “Here you go, slave boy,” Sarah said cheerfully as she straddled my face. Trapped beneath her, I could smell the scent of our sex, and feel the juices start immediately began to flow out of her. “Get my pussy nice and clean before we lock you away again.”  
 
    I cringed beneath her, unwilling to perform this humiliating duty now that my pleasure had passed. Especially unwilling to do it in front of Tasha. But there was no helping it, I knew. The only way out was the way through. And so, right there in front of everyone, I humiliatingly began to eat my orgasm out of Pete’s wife’s pussy. 
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 15. An Unexpected Visitor 
 
      
 
    She usually finished work after I did. But one day, I came home to my apartment to find Sarah waiting there. It wasn’t as big of a surprise as it might once have been. Not long ago, she’d requested a key to my place. Or demanded it. What was I going to do, say no? After all the other crazy things this woman had made me do, giving her access to my apartment for whatever reason she wanted it was more or less insignificant. 
 
    I had known she would use her newfound ability to come and go as she pleased. I hadn’t known it would be so soon. That hardly made a difference. Shutting the door behind me, I kicked off my shoes and walked into the living room where my mistress waited to see me, my heart pumping in my chest the way it always did when she was around. To say nothing of what my cock was doing. Inside the chastity device to which she held the key, I was aching once again for release. It had only been a few days since she last let me out, since she and Tasha forced me to perform the disgusting and humiliating duty they had decided it would amuse them to watch. But as always, desire was burning and boiling inside me, and at the sight of my mistress, I felt it rising to a fever pitch of intensity. 
 
    She wasn’t wearing the skintight latex catsuit that have become the uniform of her dominance over me and her husband. That’s not to say she didn’t look incredibly sexy. She was sitting on my sofa wearing a white shirt, a tight red pencil skirt, and black leather boots that rose to her knees as she sat with her legs crossed, the rounded shape of her thighs showing through clinging scarlet material. Maybe she had worn that outfit to work, and you couldn’t exactly call it inappropriate. Though I suspected if I worked in an office with Sarah, I wouldn’t be getting much work done. And her appearance had the same effect on me it always did. Her mere presence seemed to suck all the oxygen out of the room. With her around, it was impossible to think of any anything else. Impossible not to slide unstoppably and all at once into the strange mindset I found myself in whenever Pete’s wife was around. It was like stepping into another reality, shutting the door on my day-to-day life and entering a world that was both brighter and darker at the same time. A world far more thrilling than the one I used to know. A world that, the more time I spent in it, the more alluring it became. 
 
    “Hi,” Sarah said, grinning at me as she swept her red hair back from her face. 
 
    “Hi, Mistress Sarah.” I didn’t hesitate anymore to use the title she had awarded herself. I knew what she wanted to hear. And even though I felt a faint stab of shame and embarrassment every time I said it, that didn’t hold me back. Compared to some of the other disgraceful things I had endured, calling her that was nothing. Though it did help to set the tone right away, which was why she insisted on it. It put me in my place. It ensured I couldn’t forget the power imbalance between us. 
 
    “Come sit beside me.” Sarah patted the couch cushion next to hers as she spoke. We might be in my apartment, but she was acting as though it were hers, and I was the guest there. Still, I didn’t question it. As always, I did what she wanted. Moving onto the sofa, I took a seat beside her, her raised foot mere inches from my knee as it bobbed in her leather boot. Not for the first time, I wondered if she knew the power of proximity. If she knew how much my desire for her, and therefore the power it gave her, grew as I got closer to her. Sitting this close, inhaling the faint scent of her perfume, practically feeling the warmth of her gorgeous body next to mine, I felt as helpless as ever before. As helpless as if I were tied up and naked at her mercy, the way I had been the last time I saw her. The power she had over me didn’t require whips and chains or any of those other props, much as she enjoyed using them from time to time. All she needed was the way she looked, and how badly I desired her. 
 
    “So.” Her eyes were shining with delight the way they so often did as she turned to me. There was no question that she enjoyed these kinky games at least as much as I did, at least as much as her husband did. For a moment, I wondered where Pete was, and if he knew that his wife was down here with me. Probably. One thing Sarah seemed never to do was to keep secrets. After all, she didn’t need to. She could do whatever she wanted whenever she wanted to. She had no need to hide anything from us. 
 
    “Tell me all about it.” 
 
    For a moment, I blinked. Distracted as I was by the beauty of my dominant mistress, it took me a split second to realize what she was talking about. But then, there was only one thing she could be talking about. Only one incident that had happened in the recent past that she hadn’t been present for. It’s not like she was asking me about my workday, after all. 
 
    “Right. The date,” I said, shifting uncomfortably on the sofa beside her as my cock continued to rage inside the prison she had locked it into. 
 
    “Yes, the date,” Sarah grinned, leaning back on the sofa cushions as she made herself more comfortable. “I want to hear every detail.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I was nervous. I was nervous so often these days that you would think I would be used to it. But apparently not. The same butterflies were still flapping and somersaulting in my stomach, making my blood tremble as it stumbled through my veins. 
 
    I had got to the restaurant first. In fact, I was a full 15 minutes early. Something told me I didn’t want to be late. I didn’t want to keep this woman waiting. And maybe, in some strange way, I thought I could get this over with by getting there early. Even though I knew that wasn’t the case. Even though I knew that things would go exactly the way Tasha want them to, and no other. Once again, this gorgeous woman was in complete control, and I felt as though I was simply along for the ride. 
 
    So there I sat, gulping down a drink way too fast as though it could possibly help to steady my nerves. The date had been Tasha’s idea. I could never have asked her out. After the things she and Sarah had made me do, my confidence was shot. And even though I felt there had been a spark between us, that I had picked up on some vibe that first night we met on Halloween, I would never have dared pursue it. As far as I was concerned, the relationship between us was purely sexual. Weird and wild and completely unexpected, and based purely around kinky sex. But after our last session, when Tasha had witnessed with delight my complete humiliation and subjugation to Sarah’s wild whims, she had proposed we go on a date. Sarah had enthusiastically agreed. My consent, as always, seems superfluous. Not that I would’ve withheld it anyway. I didn’t have it in me to deny either of these women anything they wanted, as they both knew all too well. 
 
    I might not see the point of a date with a woman I was already having sex with, if you could call what Tasha and I did together sex. But I didn’t need to. It was what Tasha wanted, so it was what Tasha got. I won’t deny that I was at least intrigued. The truth was, I liked her too. Obviously, I was deeply attracted to her, just as I was to Sarah. But I sometimes felt as though there were more to it than that. Some mysterious connection between us, some sense of something beyond the bedroom. Maybe I was just imagining it. But as I sat there waiting for Tasha to arrive for our date, I couldn’t keep myself from pondering what it all meant. She could have me serve her sexually any time she wanted to. We both knew that. So maybe, just maybe, this date indicated that she wanted something else. Something more. Or, alternatively, maybe she was just messing with me. After all, that was always a very real possibility with these women. 
 
    Finally, Tasha arrived. I saw her immediately. She stepped through the door of the restaurant looking absolutely radiant, like a fantasy come to life. And maybe my appreciation of female beauty was exaggerated by my constant state of sexual frustration caused by having my cock locked away in Sarah’s shocking chastity device. But that wasn’t the whole story. I could see the way Tasha turned heads as she smiled at the host and walked toward my table. She knew she looked good. You could see her confidence radiating from every curve of her incredible body, provocatively displayed by the tight sleeveless dress she wore that clung to her like a second skin, the hot pink color designed to attract attention.  
 
    I watched her coming, feeling suddenly breathless at the sight of her, watching her perfect hourglass body swaying from side to side with every step she took in a pair of strapping high heels, and I almost winced as pain radiated out from between my legs. My cock trying to harden yet again inside Sarah’s prison just at the sight of this woman. This girl I barely knew and yet was already falling for. This girl who could make me do just about anything. 
 
    “Hi,” Tasha said as she approached the table where I waited. 
 
    “Hi,” I replied, rising awkwardly to my feet. Her dark eyes sparkled the way they so often did, framed by the cascading waves of her dark hair like molten chocolate pouring down around her shoulders revealed by the sleeveless dress. I was almost surprised when she stepped closer to me, wrapping her arms around me and planting her painted lips on mine. As she kissed me, I felt my nerves crackling and sparkling all along my body, electrical signals racing up and down my spine. And as I clumsily wrapped my arms around her, Tasha pressed her body against me, no doubt feeling the hardness of the chastity device pressed against her and enjoying the feeling. 
 
    Our lips parted. I watched as Tasha stepped back, and I tried not to groan as she bent her body into the chair opposite mine, her already tight dress growing even tighter around her with her movements. I sat too, feeling the dull ache in the chastity device locked around my cock and wondering where all this was going. 
 
    “I know it’s our first real date,” Tasha smiled at me. “But we’re kind of beyond just shaking hands at this point, aren’t we?” 
 
    “I guess so,” I said. In spite of my predicament, I couldn’t keep a smile off my face. After all, this whole situation was just so completely ridiculous, so utterly insane, that I just had to laugh at it if I was going to get through it. Here was this goddess sitting in front of me, this absolute beauty who was rapidly discovering her sexually dominant streak, and there was absolutely nothing I could do about it. Sure, I could serve her sexually in any way she wanted, if she so chose. But I couldn’t fuck her. The one thing I wanted to do more than anything was the one thing was absolutely and unequivocally off the table. And if Tasha was enjoying the strange tension that fact created, I could only smile at it.  
 
    To say that I was enjoying it wouldn’t be accurate. What I felt was a long way from enjoyment. But it would also be untrue to say that I completely hated it. After all, I was there, wasn’t I? I had shown up for this date, knowing full well just how frustrating it would be. Because I enjoyed this too, in some weird way I couldn’t explain. I like feeling like this, forever on the edge of something that I rarely attained. If only because, on the rare occasions Sarah did allow me orgasm, it was so much more pleasurable and intense that it had ever been before. And maybe I was getting addicted to denial. August on frustration. Not long ago, I would never believe such a thing was possible. But in the last few weeks, I had learned over and over again how little I really knew about myself, let alone anybody else. 
 
    The waitress arrived almost immediately, and Tasha ordered a drink. I had enough in my class already. And I barely noticed the waitress come and go. My eyes were fixed on the woman sitting across the table from me, studying every detail of her as she bent over the menu in front of her, smoothing her lustrous dark hair back behind one ear as her eyes scanned the page. Eating was the last thing on my mind. All I wanted was her. To take her home and do what to me was the whole point of dating. To take her home, to her place or mine, and peel off that scandalous dress that was designed to drive me crazy. To take the that incredible body in my arms and hurl her onto the mattress and drive myself deep into her. To make her moan and scream in the same bliss I would feel as I fucked her. Sitting there at the restaurant table, vibrating with desire and denial, I felt as though I was about to break out into a cold sweat at the unrelieved tension of the moment. 
 
    “I don’t know what to have,” Tasha said, her dark eyes still moving over the text in front of her. “It all sounds good. I’m really hungry.” 
 
    “Yeah, everything’s pretty good here,” I said, as though I knew the restaurant really well. In reality, I had been there only once before, when my family came to town for a visit. The circumstances could hardly be more different between now and then. Now I was trying to cling on to my sanity, trying to act as though this were just another normal night, a regular date between regular people instead of what it was, yet another exercise in humiliation and frustration. And another shiver passed through me as I wondered if this was turning Tasha on. If her body, wrapped in that tight bright dress, was vibrating with the same raging desire that mine was. Just the thought that it might be was enough to add another outrageous edge to my own painful lust. 
 
    “Maybe I’ll just have the pasta,” Tasha said. As she raised her smiling eyes to me, I felt again that ever more familiar stab of lust. Just a normal date between two young people. Except this was anything but. 
 
    “Good choice,” I said blandly. As always in these situations, I was being careful. Waiting to see what was coming. Knowing it wasn’t in any way up to me. Knowing that all I could do was stay flexible and hope to get at least some of what I wanted. Not that that was really on the table tonight. Tasha couldn’t release me from chastity even if she wanted to. Only Sarah could do that. Which was part of what made the whole night so wildly erotic. Sarah’s presence seemed to float over our table like a ghost, the invisible and unspoken yet potent source of everything that was happening. The power Tasha had over me, after all, came through Sarah. There was no way to forget it. And there was no way to forget the situation I was in, the frustrated sex slave of two beautiful women who could do whatever they liked with me, and knew it. 
 
    “I know what you’re having. For dessert, anyway,” Tasha said. I stared at her open-mouthed, not sure if I was hearing what I thought I was hearing. But her mischievous smile left me in little doubt. And again, my cock surged and ached inside the chastity device, straining uselessly toward a release we both knew wasn’t in the cards. 
 
    I didn’t know what to say. And so I just stared at Tasha in disbelief while she grinned at me. And under the table, something tapped against the hard plastic of the chastity device between my legs. I jumped in surprise, and Tasha giggled. Her foot between my legs, the sole of one high-heeled shoe pressing against the device that kept me locked up and effectively neutered. 
 
    “You like my shoes?” She asked, coiling her dark hair around one finger as she spoke. 
 
    “Yeah, I do,” I said. Tasha’s pink lips were still smiling, but a faint frown creased her smooth brow as her eyes flashed. 
 
    “You haven’t even looked at them,” she said. “Go ahead. Look at them now.” 
 
    Leaning back from the table, I looked down to where Tasha’s foot rested on my cock. Her shoes were black leather, made from a series of narrow straps that crossed back-and-forth over her bare foot from her exposed toes all the way to her slender ankle. The thin heel was easily six inches tall, giving her foot a provocative arch and leaving anyone looking in no doubt that this woman had chosen sex appeal over comfort. 
 
    “You look great,” I said. At the same time, unable to help myself, I reached toward her foot and gently cradled it in my hands. Tasha smiled devilishly across the table at me, as though she could see the strange thoughts that were racing through my head. But I couldn’t help it. Any contact with her beautiful body, no matter how insignificant, seemed to me like a prize beyond compare. Just to touch her soft skin and feel the warmth of the blood moving through her veins was enough to make me tremble with desire. And even though I knew it could only make my situation worse, I didn’t care. I wanted her that badly, and even the slightest contact seemed worth it. 
 
    “Good,” Tasha grinned. “I’m glad you like my shoes. Because you’re going to be kissing them soon.” 
 
    I almost gasped at her audacity. But Tasha wasn’t finished. As I looked up at her, still holding her foot in my hands, she picked up a knife. The silver flashed from moment in the restaurant’s low light as she held it up in front of me. Then, she deliberately tossed it under the table. 
 
    “Get that for me, could you?” she said, all smiles. And of course, I knew what she was up to. It wasn’t like she had made any attempt to pretend this was anything other than an obvious ruse. But that was the point. The point she was making so well was that she didn’t have to hide her intentions from me. She could be completely open about what she was planning, and I would still go along with it. 
 
    She was right. 
 
    Releasing her foot, I slid off my chair to crawl under the table we shared. Her eyes followed me all the way down until the table hid her pretty face from my view. In the darkness below, her smooth legs shone in front of me. Fumbling around down there, I found the knife she had dropped and grabbed it in my hand. At the same time, Tasha shifted in her seat, her chair creaking underneath her. I felt the toe of her shoe underneath my chin, tilting my face up toward her as she smiled down at me from high above. 
 
    “Go on,” she said, her dark curls swaying around her face as she tilted her head to get a better view of me on hands and knees beneath the table. “Kiss my feet. And hurry up if you don’t want anyone to see.” 
 
    I could hardly believe her audacity, even though I knew I shouldn’t be surprised. I knew she was capable of outrageous things. And if she wasn’t quite as dominant Sarah was yet, not quite as comfortable with showing off that dominance in public, I knew that she was getting there. Still, I hesitated, only for a moment. She was right, of course. The quicker I was, the lower the chances of discovery. No one at the tables around us seemed to be paying much attention. Better just to get this latest humiliating ordeal over with. 
 
    And so I did. Tilting my head, I pressed my lips to the leather straps of her high heel and the smooth skin underneath. Tasha laughed as I kissed her foot, then turned my face to the floor to kiss the other one. As I lifted my head again, I felt one of her high heels on my back, the slim point digging slightly into my shoulder blade. Her dress strained around her thighs as she spread her legs, and this time I gasped audibly as I saw that she wasn’t wearing anything underneath. Her pussy was brazenly on display, and I felt my mouth water at the sight of her puffy lips and the faint sheen of moisture that already shone there. She was turned on. Just as I had hoped she would be. Even if there was no guarantee that it would do me any good. 
 
    Evidently, Tasha wanted me to look. Over the tight fabric of her dress, her hand pointed toward her pussy. But the signal was unnecessary. I couldn’t tear my eyes away. My mouth watered, far more intrigued by what she was offering than anything the restaurant had on its menu. Predictably, my cock raged inside the prison of chastity. I wanted her so badly, and that desire was enough to chase away every other thought in my head. Every worry about who might see or what they might think evaporated, as though the entire restaurant had vanished and only we two were left. Without thinking, my body seeming to act of its own accord, I began to crawled toward her. Nothing seemed to matter as much as tasting her did, as pressing my face between those creamy thighs and bringing her pleasure with my mouth. But as I crawled toward her, I felt Tasha’s hand on my forehead, stopping me. At the same time, I heard her giggle above me. 
 
    “Not so fast, naughty boy,” she said. “I like that you want to please me so badly, but this isn’t the time or place. Still, knowing how badly you want me is a turn on. Maybe we’ll make this your appetizer as well as your dessert. Come on, sit up. Back in your seat.” 
 
    As she spoke, Tasha used her hand on my head to push me roughly away. I felt a stab of disappointment as I did what she said, backing off and rising up above the table to take my seat again. But at the same time, I realized the sense behind it. I couldn’t exactly eat her out right there in the dining room of the restaurant, matter how much I might want to. Still, those were the kind of lapses in reason she caused me. I was ready to forget everything, to forget even my own name in favor of sexual bliss. 
 
    “I think I need to cum,” Tasha said in a matter-of-fact voice, her dark hair hanging around her face as she leaned over the table speak to me. “I think you need to help me with that. So I’m going to go to the bathroom now. In two minutes, I want you to follow me inside. There, you can eat my pussy the way you clearly desperately want to.” 
 
    “Which bathroom?” Tasha’s smile only deepened at my question. 
 
    “The women’s, course,” she said. “I’m not going into some gross men’s bathroom.” 
 
    “But I can’t go in there,” I protested. “What if someone sees me?” 
 
    “That’s for you to figure out,” Tasha said with a smile. “Tell them you have to sexually service your mistress. After all, that’s the truth. I don’t care what you tell them. Just make sure that two minutes from now, you’re in the bathroom with your tongue in my snatch.” 
 
    With that, she pushed her chair back from the table. Astonished, I watched her rise to her feet, tugging at her tight dress as she adjusted it around her body. Picking up her small purse, she made her way through the tables, and I watched her go, her body swaying as provocatively as ever on her ridiculous high heels until she disappeared from my view. 
 
    For a moment, I sat there panting with desire and fear. I knew she wasn’t joking. I knew these dominant women too well by now to think they would let me off. But the thought of what Tasha had asked scared me. She could act like it was nothing all she wanted, but the truth was, getting caught trying to sneak into the women’s bathroom represented a huge risk for me. And yet, the greater risk was displeasing her. She might not have the key to my chastity device in her possession, but I knew that a word from her to Sarah would be enough to bring me some new awful punishment. Besides, as strange as it was to admit even to myself, I wanted nothing more than to go to the bathroom and do as she said. To fall to my knees and worship her body just the way she wanted. 
 
    I stood. My mind was made up for me, really. After all, I didn’t have much choice. And perhaps the only mercy of Sarah’s chastity device was that it kept me from having a visible erection as I hurried through the tables, the blood roaring in my ears and my heart pounding in my chest as I wondered how I would carry out this latest outrageous command. 
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “Oh my God, that’s so awesome,” Sarah said. On the sofa beside me, she was squeezing her thighs together inside her tight red skirt, her black leather boots shining in the light every time she moved. The movements of her body and the wild light in her eyes left me no doubt. My little story was turning her on. Of course, reliving the memory was turning me on too. Combined with being so close to my dominant mistress, it was enough to make my cock rage inside the device just as it raged on the night of my date with Tasha. And I wasn’t at all sure that I was anymore likely to get a release on this night than I was on that one. 
 
    “She really humiliated you, huh?” Sarah’s eyes sparkled as she spoke. 
 
    “She really did, Mistress Sarah,” I acknowledged. 
 
    “And I bet you loved it, didn’t you, you little pervert?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah,” I admitted. 
 
    “Not that it matters,” Sarah said. “It only matters that Tasha had a good time, right?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah. I think she did.” 
 
    “Good. God, I’ve got you so well-trained.” 
 
    Sarah’s hand slid over my thigh as she spoke, rising along the fabric of my pants to where my caged cock throbbed between my legs. I watched her, powerless to either stop or encourage her, barely even sure what I wanted her to do. And she was in her element, basking in her selfish power, knowing she was in complete control whatever happened that night. 
 
    “Well, go on,” she said. “Tell me what happened next.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    16. Kinky Date Night 
 
      
 
    My heart was in my throat as I approached the back of the restaurant. I could see the bathrooms in front of me, their discreetly-lit signs differentiating between men’s and women’s. Tasha was nowhere in sight, but I knew where she had gone. Nervously, I glanced around. The restaurant was busy, and I didn’t know whether it was better to wait a little while and scope out the situation or just go charging in and get it over with. After all, the clock was ticking. Tasha was waiting, and dominant women like her are not known for their patience. 
 
    While I waited, a woman left the bathroom in a cloud of perfume. Maybe she had been its only occupant other than Tasha. Maybe not. But I screwed up my courage as I decided that now was the time. If I got caught, I could always claim it was an honest mistake. Taking a deep breath, I put my hand to the door of the women’s bathroom and pushed my way inside. 
 
    As the door swung shut behind me, I breathed a sigh of relief. They didn’t seem to be anyone inside except Tasha. My mistress for the night was standing in front of the large mirror, carefully adjusting her lipstick with a single fingernail. As I entered, she turned her eyes toward me, and again I caught the sadistic glow in them to let me know I was in trouble. As if I didn’t know already. 
 
    “Stall. Now,” Tasha ordered with a snap of her fingers, barely taking her eyes off her own reflection as she gave me my orders. Orders that, this time, I was happy to follow. I hurried into the nearest available stall, and as I stepped inside the relative security of the bathroom cubicle, Tasha’s high heels rang out on the floor as she followed me. I turned to watch her walking toward me, her hot pink dress clinging to her body, her hips swaying invitingly as she approached, and again, I felt my mouth watering at what was to come. 
 
    Tasha stepped inside the bathroom stall. She had to press her body against mine to create enough room to swing the door shut and lock it behind us. Then, she placed her hands on my shoulders. Gently but firmly, she pushed me down. Taking the hint, I sat down on the toilet. She stood above me, smiling in triumph, her hands on her hips as she looked me up and down. 
 
    “Get it out,” she ordered. “Let me see that locked away cock of yours while you eat my pussy.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Tasha,” I said as I reached at once for the front of my pants. She laughed at that, her pink lips rising in joy as I submitted to her. 
 
    “That’s right, I am your mistress, aren’t I?” she said. “And you have to do everything you’re told and be a very good boy tonight. And still, I’m not going to fuck you. You’re just here for my pleasure. Just a submissive sex toy for me to use. Isn’t that right?” 
 
    “Absolutely, Mistress Tasha,” I said with a smile. After all, all this talk was turning her on. That, I knew, was why she did it. Reiterating what we both already knew to drive my lowly position home to me was like foreplay for her. And if it turned my mistress on, I wasn’t about to argue. 
 
    “Good. Now, shut the fuck up and eat my pussy.” 
 
    Tasha stepped forward, reaching for the hem of her dress at the same time. I noticed she didn’t bother to take it off. Instead, she just pulled it up around her hips, the tight pink fabric putting up some resistance before finally yielding to her hands. Her pussy shone in front of me, brightly lit now by the bathroom lights as opposed to the darkness under the table where I had seen it before that same night. It only looked better the more of it I could see. As Tasha stepped toward me, her womanhood lewdly on display, I felt longing for her rise up inside me. As she straddled me where I sat on the toilet, her high heels scraping loudly on the floor, I reached out for her, wrapping my arms around her hips and squeezing her firm buttocks as I pulled her in close. The taste of her pussy was incredible as I ran my tongue over her sensitive folds, drinking from her pelvis as though from a beautiful bowl while she moaned in pleasure above me. 
 
    “That’s right, slave,” Tasha growled as she thrust her hips forward, grinding her pussy against my face. “Eat me. Eat that pussy and make me cum before you buy me dinner.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Tasha,” I said, or tried to say. With her wet sex pressed against my mouth, my words were little more than an unintelligible mumble. But there was no way she could miss their meaning. And Tasha laughed, the sound high and wild and echoing in the restaurant bathroom as she gave in to pleasure. 
 
    It wasn’t the first time I had gone down on her. Both she and Sarah had made sure I had plenty of oral practice in the last few weeks. I gave it everything I had, harnessing every trick I knew to bring her pleasure, and it worked. Soon, Tasha was trembling above me, her voice rising in a series of groans and gasps as orgasm approached. She didn’t seem to care at all about making a public spectacle, about the risk of us being caught. I did. I worried enough for both of us. But after all, there was nothing I could do about it. 
 
    Tasha’s hands gripped the back of my head. She bucked her hips back-and-forth, crushing her pussy against my face as she sought ever more powerful sensations of bliss. And all the while, she kept up a mocking monologue, reminding me of my place and the pleasure I was giving her that she had no intention of reciprocating. 
 
    “That’s right, kiss it,” she snarled. “Kiss that pussy that owns you. You know you’re not worthy to fuck me. All you get is to be my little oral slave and make me cum whenever I feel like. Go on, lick it. Taste it. Get my cum all over your face like the little slut you are.” 
 
    Between Tasha’s legs, I groaned. Her words were lighting a fire inside me, fueling the raging desire I already felt. As always, the more cruel and mocking she was, the more desperately I desired her. The strange magic that kept me in service to both her and Sarah and probably any other pretty girl who knew how to use it. But for now, I was all hers. For now, I belonged to Tasha. For now, with my face between her thighs and my tongue sliding over her trembling sex, it was easy to forget that the rest of the world existed at all. 
 
    Until it broke through. 
 
    From the bathroom outside, I heard the sound of female laughter. I froze in fear, my skin prickling with the familiar sensation of shame and my heart trembling with fear and doubt. But Tasha never seemed to doubt anything. She never seemed to be afraid. As I paused, she took a step back, her high-heeled foot ringing out on the bathroom floor. Another wave of shock raced through me as she swung her arm and slapped my face. The loud sound echoed back from the tiled walls of the bathroom, and my cheeks burned where she had struck me. I looked up at her in astonishment. But she stared me down with her dark eyes blazing, coils of her hair swaying around her gorgeous face. She was completely caught up in the moment, completely lost in her dominant role. I knew from experience that now, nothing was off limits. Nowhere was too far to go in her quest for selfish pleasure. Tasha didn’t care about anything anymore except the orgasm that was building inside her. Whatever she had to do to get it, she would do. And she would make me do whatever it took. In fact, she would enjoy it all the more. 
 
    “I didn’t tell you to stop, bitch,” she snarled, and more laughter echoed from outside the cubicle. Someone was listening to us. And Tasha seemed more than willing to put on a show for them. The walls of the bathroom stall hid us from view, but Tasha’s voice rang out, leaving no doubt about what was going on. Leaving no doubt about who was in charge. 
 
    “Keep licking my pussy until I cum all over your slutty face,” Tasha growled, and I winced as she grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled it. “Get that mouth back between my legs if you ever want me to let you cum again.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Tasha,” I croaked. The sadistic smile lit up Tasha’s face as I spoke to let me know I’d done the right thing, at least in her opinion. Which, as totally in her power as I was, was all that mattered. Stepping forward again, Tasha pressed her pussy to my mouth, and I resumed licking and kissing, bringing her pleasure even while I listened to the sounds from the bathroom outside and wondered who was eavesdropping on this wild moment. 
 
    “That’s better,” Tasha purred, and I could hear the growing pleasure in her voice. She liked to talk anyway, but I knew that now she was keeping up her monologue for the benefit of our audience, whoever they were. “You’d better get good at eating pussy, because that’s your main role in life now. To bring me pleasure with your mouth. You know the best part? Knowing I don’t have to fuck you. Knowing I’m never going to blow you. Knowing that you just have to bring me pleasure and get nothing in return except the honor of buying me dinner and looking at me from across the table while you dream of having sex with me. Isn’t that awesome?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Tasha,” I mumbled into her sex once again. But I knew that deep down, her words weren’t for me. They were for the women listening outside. And again, I heard a bright burst of laughter from outside the stall. 
 
    “Don’t have too much fun in there, you two,” a woman’s voice said, while her friend giggled wildly. 
 
    “Well, you know how it is,” Tasha said breathlessly, turning her head slightly to project her voice over the walls of the stall we were in. “Some boys need a little extra encouragement to please a woman.” 
 
    “You go, girl!” One of the women cried out in encouragement. “Make him do a good job!” 
 
    “I will,” Tasha grinned. At the same time, she turned her smiling face back to me, staring down at me while I ate her out and gazed up at her. Enjoying the view, probably. Certainly enjoying the wild power she had over me, and the humiliation that raged inside me to know that complete strangers were listening to this woman completely dominate me. 
 
    More hard shoes echoed on the bathroom floor as the women left, still spluttering with laughter at what they had heard. Finally, Tasha and I were alone together in the bathroom again. Not that it mattered much anymore. My secret was out. And even though the women hadn’t seen my face, even though they had no idea who I was, I felt shame roaring and crackling inside me as though the whole world knew. As though the secret of my submissive nature was out, and I would never be able to look another woman in the eye ever again. 
 
    “God, that must’ve been embarrassing for you,” Tasha groaned, her obvious pleasure welling up inside her and threatening to erupt at any moment. She spoke breathlessly, her chest heaving inside her tight dress as she sucked down air, right on the very brink of explosion. “That’s what makes it so fun for me,” she went on, struggling to speak through her rising moans and yells of bliss. “Knowing – that there’s nothing – you can do – to stop me – oh, fuck!” 
 
    And there it was at last. Tasha’s orgasm erupting against my mouth, coating my face with the warmth of her juices. I swallowed her cum as it streamed out of her, more of it dripping off my chin and falling to the bathroom floor. Her grip on the back of my head tightened as she crushed my face against her, tipping back her head and howling a cry at the ceiling that would’ve sounded angry if I didn’t know better. I could feel her body trembling, her ass shaking in my hands as I held her tight. The clenching of her pussy around my tongue drove me wild, making my cock throb and ache again inside the tight chastity. All I could do was hold on and try to enjoy the sensation of her orgasm in my mouth while she came above me. 
 
    Finally, Tasha stepped back. Her dark hair hung around her face as she placed one hand on the wall of the stall and leaned against it for a moment, her body wracked with tremors and sobs of pleasure. I could see more of her juices running down the inside of her legs, and I knew the whole bathroom must smell of her sex, and I felt as horny and frustrated as I ever had as I watched her bask in the afterglow of the orgasm I had given her. 
 
    Then, opening her eyes, she straightened up. Her legs were still shaking slightly as she stepped toward me, grabbing a handful of my shirt. Straddling me where I sat again, she pulled me toward her and used the front of my shirt to wipe up some of the wetness between her legs. Releasing her grip, she tugged at her skirt, wiggling her body as she pulled her tight dress back down to cover herself. Then, she turned. I watched her gorgeous round ass test the tensile strength of her hot pink dress as she lowered herself down to sit in my lap. My caged cock raged underneath her, pressing desperately against the hard plastic that separated it from her beautiful warm body. And Tasha sighed with pleasure as I wrapped my arms around her, holding her tight. She leaned back against my chest, her head on my shoulder. After what had just happened, her selfish orgasm and the cruel mockery she had subjected me to while I pleasured her, the moment felt strangely intimate, completely out of character for this snarling dominatrix. But I knew from experience that was often the case. That Sarah, too, seemed to get strangely affectionate in those immediate post-orgasm moments. Even if it never seemed to last for very long. 
 
    It wasn’t just Tasha. Sitting there with this beautiful woman in my lap, in my arms, I was feeling strangely close to her. Even after everything she had put me through. Probably because of everything she had put me through. That was the paradox of the relationships I had both with her and with Sarah. Sarah was dead right about that. The worse she treated me, the more I wanted her. And the same was true of Tasha. Even though I was desperately horny, even though I had been nowhere near orgasm myself, I felt some strange hormonal echo of what Tasha was feeling. I felt close to her. And, caught up in the wild magic of the moment, I turned my face toward her, puckering my lips to give her a kiss. 
 
    “Eeew. No,” Tasha said, screwing up her face as she pushed me away with one hand. “You’re not kissing me with that cunt breath. Although it’s kind of sweet that you would try. You must want me really badly right now.” 
 
    “I do, Mistress Tasha,” I said earnestly. “I really do. But it’s more than that.” 
 
    And then I stopped. How could I possibly give words to the strange feelings inside me that I couldn’t explain even to myself? How could I make her understand what I didn’t understand either? These powerful feelings of sexual desire where impossible to ignore, but I felt as though they were turning into something else. Something I didn’t dare put a name on, but nevertheless felt as strongly as anything I had ever experienced. So I said nothing. Until Tasha shifted in my lap, twisting her body to look at me in surprise. 
 
    “What do you mean?” she said slowly. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I replied. “It’s hard to explain. It’s just… A lot.” 
 
    “Do you like me?” Tasha said incredulously. She turned again in my lap, so that that she was sitting sideways with one arm draped around my shoulders. Her dark eyes glowed as she stared down at me, but for once, it wasn’t the provocative glow of sexual desire or conquest. It was something else. Curiosity, maybe. Surprise. And I was no less surprised than she was at the words coming out of my mouth and the feelings echoing in my heart as I gazed up at this young beauty, caught up in feelings I couldn’t explain. 
 
    “Of course I do,” I said, dropping the Mistress Tasha stuff for a moment. Suddenly, it didn’t seem quite appropriate, somehow. 
 
    “But I mean, like me, like me,” Tasha persisted. “Don’t tell me you’re catching feelings?” 
 
    “No,” I said defensively, then paused to consider the question. 
 
    “I mean, maybe a little,” I grudgingly admitted. Above me, Tasha let out a gasp. 
 
    “Really? That’s crazy. I’m so mean to you!” 
 
    “I know, but it’s hot,” I said. “You know I love it when you’re a total bitch. I don’t know. Maybe it’s just the frustration talking.” 
 
    “Probably,” Tasha grinned. “You’re so horny and wound up you’d probably have feelings for anything with a pussy. I guess the only way to be sure would be to let you out and let you cum and see if you still feel the same way. But you know I can’t do that.” 
 
    “No, Mistress Tasha,” I said with a sigh. Above me, Tasha giggled. She squirmed where she sat in my lap, and I tried not to groan at the pain of my cock trying to harden inside the chastity device. She was right, of course. Only Sarah could decide when or if or how I got to cum. All Tasha could do was tease me to the point of madness and use me in whatever way she wanted. Which seemed to be more than enough for her at the moment. 
 
    “Unfortunately,” she shrugged. “But let’s not ruin a lovely meal thinking about what you can and can’t have or whether you have feelings for me or whether you just really, really want to fuck me. Let’s go and have a nice meal, and then maybe, let you eat me out again afterward. Oh, and don’t clean your face. I want you out there with my cum all over your mouth. I want everyone to know that you’re my obedient little bitch boy.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Tasha,” I said, and Tasha giggled with sheer delight. And there it was again. The flash of some strange feeling inside me that wasn’t desire or frustration or horniness. Something about the sound of her laughter tugged at something inexplicable inside me. And she was right; there was no point thinking about it. There was nothing to be done about it. And yet, I couldn’t keep myself from wondering. Wondering how I really felt about this woman, and wondering how she felt about me. Because Tasha could be as flippant as she liked, as mocking and dismissive as it was her prerogative as a dominant woman to be. But she couldn’t pretend that wasn’t something between us. Something I had never felt for her friend Tiffany, who I had met the same night I met Tasha. Something I had never even felt for Sarah, as much as that woman drove me crazy with desire. 
 
    “Come on.” 
 
    Twisting in my lap again, Tasha stood, adjusting her tight dress. She held out her hand to me, and I took it. Rising to my feet, I pulled up my pants and unfastened them, hiding the chastity device from view again. Opening the door of the stall, Tasha took a quick look to make sure no one was watching. Then she led me out of the bathroom, back into the buzz of the restaurant. As I followed her back to our table, I felt as though every head was turning to track our progress, as though every eye was on us. Every time someone smiled, I wondered if they were laughing at me. I wondered if everyone could see Tasha’s juices shining on my face and would know exactly what they meant. Another layer of the delicious agony I lived in these days. 
 
    Meanwhile, Tasha strutted along in front of me, thrilled with how everything was going. She took her seat at the table, and I took mine. For a while, we both sat there without saying anything. Tasha was beaming where she sat, and every time my eyes caught hers, her smile grew a little deeper. She could be as dismissive as she liked. But if nothing else, my confession of how I felt about her flattered her. And her cheeks were still glowing with physical pleasure, too. This beautiful young woman looked more radiant than ever as she sat across the restaurant table from me, absolutely glowing with bliss while I trembled with unrelieved desire. 
 
    “Okay, what can I get you guys?” 
 
    Caught up as I was in my dining partner, I had once again failed to notice the waitress appear at the side of our table. But Tasha hadn’t. Smiling, she turned her face toward the other woman, tossing her head so that her dark curls rolled over her shoulders. 
 
    “I’ll have the pasta,” she said in a loud clear voice. “And I hope my boyfriend here hasn’t ruined his appetite by filling up on my pussy before dinner.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “She did not say that!” 
 
    On the sofa beside me, Sarah stared at me in astonishment. Her bright blue eyes were as wide and round as her open mouth, but I could already see the corners of her lips lifting in a smile. 
 
    “She did, Mistress Sarah,” I replied, feeling the heat of embarrassment burning in my cheeks as I spoke. 
 
    “And what did the waitress say?” 
 
    “She just laughed,” I said. 
 
    “I bet she knew, though,” Sarah said, shaking her head in admiration. “She could probably see it all over your slutty face.” 
 
    “Maybe, Mistress Sarah.” 
 
    “That’s crazy. I never knew Tasha had it in her. Though I guess I shouldn’t be so surprised. She’s quite the dominatrix when she gets going. I think she’s really getting into this game of hours.” 
 
    “It seems that way, Mistress Sarah.” 
 
    “Now you have feelings for her?” 
 
    “I’m not sure, Mistress Sarah.” 
 
    “What you mean, you’re not sure?” Sarah said, frowning now as she spoke. “She’s beautiful. She’s dominant. She’s kinky. She knows exactly how to keep you boys in place. What’s not to like?” 
 
    “Nothing,” I said, frowning too with confusion as I was forced to once again confront my deeply conflicted feelings. “I mean, I like her. But what does that mean? Is it real, or is it just because I want her so badly? This chastity has got me so confused.” 
 
    “Poor boy,” Sarah said. As she spoke, she reached with one hand between my legs, and I winced as she took hold of the chastity device I wore through my pants. “I know it’s hard. But look what it’s done for you. For all of us. I know I’m having the best sex of my life, and I bet Tasha is to. And as for you and Pete, well, you’re not having very much sex. But you can’t tell me you’re not having a lot of fun.” 
 
    “I am, Mistress Sarah,” I said. 
 
    “You know how rare this is? To find women that are willing to play along with kinky games like this? Let alone instigate them?” 
 
    “It doesn’t seem that rare from what I’ve seen, Mistress Sarah.” Sarah laughed at that. 
 
    “Maybe not,” she said. “But believe me, it is. Millions of men would give anything to be in the position you and Pete are. Being forced to serve Tasha and me. Having your cocks locked up and being used as our sex toys. So I say if you think you might feel something for this girl, go for it. I’ve seen the way you two look at each other. I’ve seen how you play. There’s an intensity that only comes from real emotion. Trust me. I love Pete, and he loves me. That makes these games so much more exciting and fun for both of us. Give it a chance, and this could really develop into something.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I mumbled. I had been having more than my share of bizarre experiences lately. But somehow, this was one of the strangest yet. To be getting relationship advice from Sarah wasn’t unusual. After all, we had been friends before we became whatever we are now. But there’s always going to be something a little bit odd about getting relationship advice from a woman who currently has your penis under lock and key. A woman whose body is tormenting you with desperate desire. A woman who you want nothing more than to make cum, even without the prospect of getting a release of your own. My head was spinning as I sat there on my sofa next to Pete’s beautiful, dominant wife. And Sarah being Sarah, she was never going to make anything easier for me. 
 
    “If you’re so grateful, thank me properly,” she beamed at me. As she spoke, she uncrossed her legs, her thigh straining against the tight red fabric of her pencil skirt. I knew what was coming, and I felt my cock aching once more, the sudden shift from genuine emotion to desperate desire sudden enough to make my head spin. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah,” I said at once. Sarah watched, completely delighted with my submission as I slid off the couch and sank onto my knees on the floor in front of her. Sitting up, she reached behind herself and pulled down the zipper of her skirt. Carefully, I took it in my hands and pulled it down over her hips. Then, while she sat back on the cushions with a giddy grin on her face, I did the same with her panties, pulling them reverently off her body before setting them aside. The heels of her boots scraped on my living room floor as she parted her legs, and I wasted no time. Leaning forward on hands and knees, I pressed my mouth to the pussy of my best friend’s wife, tasting her familiar taste as arousal bloomed inside us both. And Sarah sighed with pleasure as she placed one hand on my head, slowly stroking my hair while I began to lick and kiss her. 
 
    “Such a good boy,” she sighed happily. “Tasha would be crazy to let you go. And if she does, you’ll always have a place in my service.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress Sarah,” I mumbled against her streaming pussy. And the strangest thing of all was that I meant it. 
 
    

  

 
   
    17. The Test 
 
      
 
    What are you doing tomorrow night? 
 
    That was all it took to get my heart pumping. Six words that in another context might’ve been innocuous, but in this one, meant everything to me. And maybe there would’ve been an element of that excitement anyway. That’s how the first days of a relationship usually are, after all. It’s all excitement and novelty, and nothing matters more than the person you’re interested in. But this was an entirely different level of intensity. Being locked in chastity made everything more than it would otherwise have been. More intense. More important. More desperately exciting and nerve-racking and wild and addictive.  
 
    Because that’s what this felt like sometimes. An addiction. A thing that I knew was probably bad for me, a thing I knew was deeply strange, that most of the world would never understand. A thing that I was powerless to turn away from. I was powerless to say no. Again and again, I thought of Pete’s words when he told me that I could put a stop to all of this if I felt like it. All I had to do was say no to Sarah, and that would be the end of it. But Sarah seemed confident that I never would. And given the evidence, it was hard to argue with that conclusion. Even when the game was at its wildest, even when my nerves were on fire with wild frustration, even when the pain of my trapped cock spread out between my legs and made me tremble on lonely nights when there was no one there to torture me, I never seriously considered quitting. How could I? Whatever else it might be, this was without question the most exciting relationship of my life. Especially now that I had two dominant mistresses to serve. 
 
    Nothing, I replied. Of course, given that the text message came from Tasha, that would be my answer no matter what. There was nothing I wanted to do that was more important than seeing her again. Nothing that would give me more pleasure than the sweet torture of being in the presence of my new mistress. 
 
    We should get together. 
 
    Ok, I replied. What else could I say? If I was incapable of saying no, then the answer had to be yes. Yes to frustration. Yes to suffering. Yes to humiliation and disgrace and the wild, unignorable pleasure of being used. That was what it meant to say yes to Tasha. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    She appeared at my door looking radiant. As always. Tasha was a beautiful woman, and the nature of the relationship between us encouraged her to always look her best. Just as Sarah did, she knew her beauty was the source of her power. And the better she looked, the more I wanted her, the more likely I would be to comply with her wild whims. Plus, the women just seemed to get a kick out of driving us crazy with the way they looked.  
 
    From the moment I buzzed her into the building, my heart was pounding my chest as I wondered what she would be wearing. And Tasha didn’t disappoint. As she swept inside like she owned the place, exuding the same wild confidence that Sarah usually did, I watched her move, my eyes drawn to her irresistibly the way water flows downhill. In the living room, I watched her take off her jacket, shrugging her way out of it to reveal the outfit underneath. The tiny black dress that made it no more than halfway down her thighs, exposing what seemed like miles of her legs wrapped invitingly in fishnet stockings. The asymmetrical neckline of the dress showed off her mouthwatering cleavage, the dark fabric hugging her body the way I longed to as she turned her delicious smile on me. Combined with her dark hair and her dark eyes and the wicked black leather ankle boots on her feet, her sexy outfit made her look every inch the dominatrix she was. Only the lurid bright red of her lips broke the unrelieved monochrome look she was rocking, drawing my attention to her mouth. It had what I was sure was the desired effect. Immediately, my cock, already throbbing and twitching inside its plastic prison, caused me pain as it tried to harden at the sight of her. My beautiful mistress. My girlfriend, maybe. What this woman was to me still wasn’t clear. We didn’t talk about names, other than those of mistress and slave. But there was no ambiguity in how I felt about her. 
 
    “You look amazing, Mistress Tasha,” I said. 
 
    “Thank you,” Tasha grinned. “Then again, you would say that. You have to. I’m finding that’s the downside of dominating you like this. You’d say anything to please me, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    “True,” I admitted. “But you have to know how good you look. Don’t you have a mirror?” 
 
    Tasha smiled at that. Her white teeth flashed between her red lips as she grinned at me, but I felt my heart contract to know that my compliment had touched her. But after all, it was no more than the truth. Girls like compliments, but there was no way Tasha didn’t know she was looking sexy. It was clear she had put a lot of effort in. I appreciated that, even if I knew it was done specifically for the purpose of teasing me. 
 
    “I’m glad you like it,” Tasha said. “And you haven’t even seen the best part yet. You haven’t seen what I’m wearing under this dress.” 
 
    “Oh God,” I groaned as a tremor raced through my body, and Tasha erupted in a wild burst of laughter. There was nothing fake about my reaction. I genuinely felt this strange dichotomy of pleasure and despair as my mind raced, trying guess what Tasha was talking about. I wanted to see her out of that dress, wanted it more than almost anything I could imagine. But at the same time, I knew it was only going to bring me pain. The pain that, for whatever bizarre reason, I welcomed. The pain I craved. 
 
    “Let’s go upstairs.” Tasha’s eyes were shining as she spoke, but I blinked in confusion for a moment. I had almost forgotten that she had been here before, that she knew where Pete and Sarah lived. It took me a moment to realize that that was what she meant. 
 
    “You mean –“ 
 
    “Yeah,” Tasha said, her dark hair bouncing around her beautiful face as she nodded enthusiastically. “I want to go see Sarah.” 
 
    I gulped nervously. It wasn’t like I didn’t want to see Sarah myself. These days, I kind of always did. Just like Tasha, the woman haunted me even when she wasn’t around, my body longing for her at seemingly all hours of the day. After all, it’s not like it’s possible to forget a woman who has your manhood locked away in chastity. But at the same time, Sarah made me nervous. I couldn’t say no to either of these women. But when the two of them were together, I was truly helpless. Plus, they seemed to have an effect on one another. They encouraged each other on to ever greater heights of cruelty and sadism. Then again, in its way, that was one of the most beautiful things I had ever seen. Besides, it’s not like I could say no. Our relationship didn’t work that way. 
 
    “Okay,” I said slowly, while Tasha clapped her hands together in glee. 
 
    “Awesome,” she beamed. “Okay, let’s go. They’re expecting us.” 
 
    With that, Tasha turned and headed for the door. I watched her move past me, inhaling the scent of her perfume as she went. Her high heels beat out an enchanting rhythm on the floor of my apartment as she walked toward the door. Totally in control once again. Totally in charge. She seemed completely at home telling me what to do. After all, she knew I wasn’t going to resist. 
 
    And I didn’t. Turning, I followed her into the hallway. She led the way toward the stairs, and I followed. As we climbed, her short dress grew even shorter, and I made no attempt to keep my eyes from exploring the inviting darkness underneath. Halfway up the stairs, Tasha paused, one foot raised on the next step, the tiny black dress struggling to contain the ample curves of her body as she smiled down at me. 
 
    “Are you looking at my ass?” she said. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Tasha,” I said truthfully. 
 
    “I thought so,” Tasha grinned indulgently. “Such a naughty boy. Well, for now, you can look but not touch.”  
 
    “Yes, Mistress Tasha,” I said, suppressing a groan as I spoke. Turning, Tasha continued her climb up the stairs, and I meekly followed, simultaneously drawn on and tormented by her beauty as she led me toward some unknown fate. 
 
    We reached the door of Sarah’s apartment, and Tasha knocked. After a moment, the door was flung wide. Sarah stood there, smiling at us, her red hair falling down around her shoulders and her eyes shining beneath a delicate coat of makeup. She was wearing a dress too, one less provocative than Tasha’s. It was a wool knit pullover dress with long sleeves and a high neck that only hinted at the incredible curves I knew lay underneath. Still, it suited her. In the state of high arousal I was in, these women would look fantastic wearing just about anything. 
 
    “Come in,” Sarah said, and I knew once that I had been set up. That these women had arranged everything between them already. Whatever was going to happen that night, I knew, had already been worked out in advance. As was usually the case, I was simply along for the ride. 
 
    And as I followed Tasha into the living room, I saw that Pete was too. His eyes rose toward mine from where he kneeled in the center of the living room floor. He was naked, except for the black plastic chastity locked on his cock that matched mine. His arms were cuffed behind his back. He looked completely helpless, totally vulnerable, and my heart rose in my chest as I reflected that I would certainly soon be in the same position my friend was. 
 
    “Don’t mind him,” Sarah said as she closed the door behind us and followed us toward the living room. “He’s not going to interfere. I just want him to watch.” 
 
    “Watch what, Mistress Sarah?” My question was impertinent, and Sarah’s eyes flashed as she turned to me. But the smile never left her face. Instead, she walked with Tasha and I toward the living room. Tasha sat down one end of the couch, crossing her long legs as her dress slid a little higher up her smooth thigh. At her urging, I sat beside her. And Sarah lowered herself onto the other end of the couch, curling her legs up underneath her. It was only then I noticed that she was wearing mesh stockings under her dress just like Tasha was. Only Sarah’s were a bright and lurid red instead of Tasha’s black. And as always, my cock throbbed as I noticed every detail of how my two mistresses looked. 
 
    “Well, me and Tasha were talking,” Sarah said. As she spoke, she idly twisted a curl of her red hair around one finger. At the same time, Tasha reached out and took my hand in hers. It was an uncharacteristically affectionate gesture from a woman who normally took pleasure in being cruel to me. My heart surged as I wondered what would happen next. 
 
    “I think she’s right about what she said on your date,” Sarah went on. “About how you two can’t really know how genuine your feelings are with you locked away like that. I mean, I know how it is. Or least, I can imagine. I know how horny you boys get when you can’t blow a load for a long time. Especially given how we tease you. And when you want someone badly enough, it can feel like love, even when it isn’t. There’s really only one way to find out the truth.” 
 
    “What – what are you talking about, Mistress Sarah?” 
 
    Even as I spoke, excitement was rising inside me. I didn’t know where any of this was going. But I had an idea. Hope springs eternal in the heart of a frustrated man, and wild ideas were racing through my head. Ideas that only got wilder as Sarah shifted on the couch. Rising up onto her knees, she reached for the hem of her knit dress. All eyes were on her now, just the way she liked, as she pulled the dress up over her head and tossed it aside. I gasped as I watched. Underneath, she was wearing some exquisite underwear. A bright red set of push-up bra and panties and garter belt and stockings, her beautiful body both hidden and displayed at the same time, further teasing and taunting me as I gazed at her in astonishment. And for a moment, Sarah let me look. Standing now above the couch, she paused and posed for a moment, enjoying the mute adoration of both me and my husband. 
 
    Then, she reached into her bra. My mouth watered as I watched the soft flesh jiggle and bounce to her movements, and my heart soared even more as I saw her produce a small key. The metal flashed and shone in the light, competing for my attention with Sarah’s gorgeous body as she grinned down at me. 
 
    “We’re going to let you cum,” she said. “We’re going to let you do whatever you want, what you’ve been wanting to do all this time since I first locked that little thing away. We’re going to drain your balls completely. Maybe then you’ll finally be able to think straight, and you’ll know whether what you’re feeling for Tasha is real, or whether it’s just the frustration talking.” 
 
    For a moment, I was speechless. I could barely believe what I was hearing. Even though it had been what I was desperately hoping for, I hadn’t allowed myself to imagine it would actually happen. Now, to hear Sarah saying it, it sounded too good to be true. I almost felt as though I should pinch myself to make sure I wasn’t dreaming. 
 
    And beside me, Tasha moved too. I felt her hands on my chest as she reached for me, pulling my shirt over my head. At the same time, her lips met mine, and I tasted the wild passion of her kiss, feeling it radiating through my body like the warmth of the sun. Tossing my shirt on the floor, she kissed her way down my chest, those red lips soft and warm against my skin as I held her in my arms. As she reached for the front of my pants, my cock felt ready to explode out of its restrictive prison. Sliding halfway off the couch now, Tasha pulled my pants down, and I lifted my feet to make it easier for her. She smiled devilishly at me as she hooked her fingers under the waistband of my underwear and pulled that off too. And Sarah smiled down at both of us, the key to my release still in her hand, everything I wanted shining in front of me so that my head was spinning with the possibilities. 
 
    Once I was undressed, Sarah stepped forward. I felt her weight on the sofa beside me as she kneeled on the cushion next me once again. Her red hair hung down around her face as she leaned over me and took my caged cock in her hand. The key she held slid easily into the lock. At the same time, Tasha showered my face and neck with kisses, her obvious excitement growing by the second. The lock of the chastity device clicked, and Sarah skillfully pulled it apart. Just like that, I was free. Carefully, Sarah set my constant prison on the floor at my feet. I was free, and my cock responded accordingly. Rock-hard already, throbbing with the blood of desire so hard it made me dizzy. 
 
    And Sarah didn’t waste any time. With the same devilish smile on her lips, she slid off the sofa to kneel on the floor at my feet. I could barely believe what was happening as she took my cock in her hand, stroking up and down its length and bringing me wild pleasure with every second. For one moment, one horrible moment, I wondered if this was a trick. Some cruel trick to work me up to a fever pitch of excitement before locking me away again. Fear bloomed inside me, competing with my arousal the way it so often did. But Sarah went on smiling, grinning up at me while she stroked my cock, manipulating me with practiced skill and making my whole body glow with the onset of ecstatic bliss. Behind her, her husband watched, open-mouthed and wordless, watching his wife betray him yet again. 
 
    And then, Sarah opened her mouth. Still looking up at me, her eyes glowing with sadistic pleasure, she lowered her head and wrapped her lips around my cock. 
 
    I groaned. Sarah tightened her lips around me, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked. At the same time, she bobbed her head up and down, letting her wet lips lubricate the entire length of my shaft. And her tongue flicked back-and-forth over the sensitive head of my cock, drawing fresh bursts of pleasure out of me while I trembled in shock on the sofa. 
 
    Still, I sat with my hands at my sides. They had said I could do what I wanted, but I didn’t trust them enough to believe it. Even while Sarah sucked on my cock, using her hand to stroke my shaft at the same time as though milking my manhood into her mouth. And while she did that, Tasha kneeled beside me. Taking my face in her hands, she tilted it up toward herself and kissed me. Deeply. Passionately. Her tongue invaded my mouth, exploring every recess, and after a moment, I kissed her back. The blood was roaring in my years as excitement and pleasure grew by the second, and every kiss from Tasha seemed loaded with desire, and her hands slid over my chest. Then, lifting her lips from mine for moment, she sat back on her knees. Wordlessly, I watched as she reached behind herself and pulled down the zipper of her dress. Smiling, she shed the garment, lifting it over her head and casting it to the floor. Underneath, her underwear looked exactly like Sarah’s, except black where the other woman’s was red. Quite the sexy team they made in their matching lingerie, two gorgeous goddesses who for once, seemed intent on giving me pleasure instead of denying it. 
 
    Sarah never stopped. I watched as Tasha climbed back on top of me again, and all the while I could feel pleasure racing up and down my twitching shaft inside the mouth of my best friend’s wife. Pressing her body against mine, Tasha thrust her chest forward, and I plunged my face into her magnificent cleavage, licking and kissing her boobs while she chuckled above me. One hand stroked back of my head while the other reached down between her legs, and I heard her sigh in pleasure as she rubbed herself through her black panties. This was unbelievable. Ever since I had met Tasha, and even before, frustration and denial had been the main theme of our relationship. Now, both she and Sarah were giving me what I wanted. Like two bitches in heat, they were all over me, their beautiful bodies soft and warm and yielding against mine. My balls boiled between my legs as my pleasure steadily grew. And soon I was moaning and groaning, not trying to hold anything back. I forgot that Pete was on the floor watching us, watching his wife suck my cock. I forgot everything except the pleasure these women were giving me and the wild thrill of finally being free to enjoy it. 
 
    “Go on, cum for us, baby,” Tasha said in a voice that dripped with seductive pleasure as she thrust her boobs against my face. “Go ahead. It’s okay. You’re allowed, for once.”  
 
    She giggled as she spoke, still delighted by the power these women had over me. The power to deny what I so desperately wanted, or the power to grant it. After all, I realized in the depths of my wild desire, one means nothing without the other. As I felt Sarah’s tight lips sliding up and down my shaft, the inevitable was bound to happen. 
 
    My cock surged between Sarah’s lips, growing thicker and harder than ever as she sucked on it. I groaned into Tasha’s breasts as I felt my orgasm swelling inside me. Here it was at last, the pleasure I been waiting for so long, so eagerly, so desperately. The thing I had desired above all else, the thing whose absence had tormented me in the long nights when all I could think about was my frustration and captivity. 
 
    You might think, after all that buildup, that my climax could only be a disappointment to me. But it was anything but. I cried out, my whole body shaking and shuddering as I spurted my cum into Sarah’s mouth. Pleasure overtook me, making me dizzy as I lay there, and my ejaculation seemed to go on forever. My cock pounded away between Sarah’s lips, firing off blast after blast of hot cum down her throat. I heard her spluttering and gagging as I filled her mouth, but for once, I didn’t care. Finally able to give into my most animal desires, I hovered for a moment in some nowhere place where all that registered was pleasure. All that mattered was physical bliss. And as my climax came and went, I let out a long sigh of bliss. Opening my eyes, I felt hollowed out as I sat on the couch, as though a great weight had been lifted from me and all my cares set aside for a moment. It was the most delicious floating feeling to sit there with Sarah at my feet and Tasha at my side and bask in the afterglow of orgasm. 
 
    “Oh my God,” Sarah spluttered as she lifted her mouth from my cock. Despite my orgasm, I felt a strange growl of desire inside me as I watched my cum shining on her chin. “There was so much of it! You really were backed up, weren’t you? How long has it been since we last let you have an orgasm?” 
 
    “Fifteen days, Mistress Sarah,” I groaned. 
 
    “Oh, you don’t have to call me that now,” Sarah said, patting me playfully on the thigh. “We’re all equals here. Well, except him.” 
 
    With that, she turned toward her husband. They were both kneeling on the living room floor now, but there was no questioning the power imbalance between them. Sarah smiled at her husband, and I felt my heart twist in sympathy for frustrated Pete as he looked at her. 
 
    “Look, honey,” Sarah said. “Your friend’s cum all over my chin. Dripping down onto my boobs. That’s after I swallowed most of it, too. How does it feel to know your wife is such a slut that she’ll suck your friends cock right in front of you?” 
 
    “Amazing, Mistress Sarah,” Pete intoned, while his wife laughed. I could hardly blame him. We both knew I would have given the exact same answer if asked. 
 
    “That must have felt really good,” Tasha said beside me. I might have just had a mind blowing orgasm, but she hadn’t. I could see her desire in every movement of her body. Dripping off every word she spoke. This beautiful woman was horny as hell. And even after Sarah had so recently sucked me to climax, so was I. Still, I felt as though I could think more clearly than I had been able to for a very long time. I still wanted both of these women, of course. But it wasn’t the all-consuming obsession it usually was. 
 
    “Yeah, it did,” I grinned as Tasha grinned back at me. I was giddy with bliss, barely able to believe what had just happened and what was continuing to happen. 
 
    “So, how you feel now?” Tasha said, her hands sliding over my bare chest again. “Now that you’ve cum in another woman’s mouth, do you still like me?” 
 
    “Of course,” I said. And the sly smile Tasha gave in response my answer made my heart spasm in my chest. In the heat of the moment, I had forgotten that that was what this was all about. To test my feelings in the shadow of orgasm, to see if what I felt this woman was simply desire or something more. I was almost surprised myself to see that my feelings still held. The razor edge of desperate desire had gone thanks to Sarah and the blow job she had given me, but as I looked at Tasha’s beautiful face, I still felt that strange fluttering in the pit of my stomach I always had, the wild vibration in my heart that even Sarah didn’t give me. What did that mean? Was I really falling for this girl about whom I still knew so little? 
 
    “Look at that,” I heard Sarah laugh between my parted legs. “He’s still hard! Look at this thing! He hasn’t gotten soft at all.” 
 
    I grunted. As Sarah spoke, she playfully battered my cock about with two fingers, making it sway and lurch in my lap. She was right. Almost to my own surprise, I stared down at my manhood to see I hadn’t softened one iota. Desire was still raging inside me, right along with the satisfaction of orgasm that was still glowing in my chest. It was the first time that had ever happened to me. The first time that I had remained hard after orgasm, that I wanted more immediately after sex. And as both women grinned down at my throbbing cock, I felt excitement rising in my all over again. 
 
    “Well, it’s not really a fair test until we can get him soft,” Sarah said, always the ringleader of our kinky games. “I think you know what we have to do, Tasha. We have to fuck him until he can’t take anymore. Until he’s completely soft and conquered. Then we’ll know the truth of how he feels about you.” 
 
    “Sounds good to me,” Tasha grinned. As she spoke, she reached down the front of my body and took my cock in her hand. It was still slick and shining with Sarah’s saliva, lubricating her movements as she drew her hand up and down its length. And I groaned as she manipulated me, sending desire racing along my crackling nerves once again. I could hardly believe what was happening, but I wasn’t about to argue. If two beautiful women in sexy lingerie wanted to fuck me until I couldn’t take anymore, I’d be an idiot to try and stop them. 
 
    So instead, I took Tasha in my arms. She yelped in surprise and pleasure as I pulled her toward me, into my lap, feeling the softness of her skin and her lingerie moving over my own. I kissed her, letting her feel every crumb of passion in my lips and tongue as we made out. In my arms, she squealed with delight. As desire rose like music inside me, I knew I was in for one of the best nights of my life. 
 
    

  

 
   
    18. Chris Catches Feelings 
 
      
 
    “Let’s take this to the bedroom.” 
 
    Tasha’s dark eyes flashed like polished gems as she smiled up at me. I sat on the couch with her draped across my lap, my cock throbbing against her round ass as she clung on to me, her arms draped around my shoulders. A strange moment of intimacy in the middle of the wild clamor of sex. 
 
    “Okay,” I grinned. Before letting her go, I bent my head down toward her and kissed her tempting breasts again. She giggled gleefully, as wrapped up in the excitement of the moment as I was. I watched her uncoil herself from my lap and rise to her feet, her sharp high heels echoing on the floor of the living room. At the same time, Sarah rose to her feet. I stood too, my hard cock projecting out in front of me as I looked at these two beautiful women. Taking my hand, Tasha turned. Her ass swayed from side to side with every step she took as she led me across the apartment toward the bedroom. Of course, she knew exactly where it was. Pete and Sarah’s bedroom had been the site of plenty of wild sex for her in the past, and I knew she was never going to forget that Halloween night when we had met anymore than I was. But I pushed those thoughts out of my mind as I followed her to the bedroom, my cock surging and throbbing as I watched her body move. Today was different. Today was about my pleasure, just as much as it was about hers. For once, the two of them amounted to the same thing. Leaving Sarah and Pete behind in the living room, Tasha and I moved to the bedroom. 
 
    At the foot of Peter and Sarah’s bed, Tasha let go of my hand and turned to me. Stepping toward me, she kissed me again, and I kissed her back. Every kiss we shared seem to increase our passion for one another, to weave a spell of desire and affection over us. If today was supposed to be a test of how I felt about this woman, so far, it hadn’t revealed anything I didn’t already know. In fact, if anything, it only confirmed the confusing feelings I felt about Tasha. But there was more than just affection at work here. As always, desire played a part too. And I felt my desire growing inside me, and I knew how few chances I got to give into it. I wasn’t going to waste this one.  
 
    As my hands traveled over Tasha’s soft warm body, my fingers found the waistband of her sexy black panties. I pulled them down, noting in some quiet corner of my mind that she had put them on over her garter belt so they could be more easily removed. What a slut. And Tasha laughed against my lips as I pulled her panties down. They fell to the floor, and she stepped out of them. Still holding her in my arms, I lifted my lips from hers and roughly turned her around. She cried out as I pushed her forward, her high heels scraping on the bedroom floor as she fell forward onto the mattress. Long coils of her black hair obscured her face as she bent at the waist, leaning forward on her elbows. I held her hips in my hands and saw her spread her legs, ready to receive me. Tasha knew what was coming. And she welcomed it. And as I rubbed the swollen head of my cock up and down her trembling pussy lips, I heard her moan in desire. 
 
    “Oh God, fuck me, Chris,” she moaned, wiggling her hips in my hands as she spread her legs a little further. Her pussy was shining between her thighs, and I could feel her whole body trembling with desire. She had never given into me like this, never been so yielding and receptive. And I felt like a king as I stood behind her, my cock hard and ready. Holding her hips tight in my hand, feeling the softness of her skin sinking underneath my fingertips, I thrust my hips forward. My cock slid easily into her well-lubricated pussy, and we both sighed in pleasure at the feelings of bliss radiating through us. 
 
    At that moment, Sarah entered the bedroom. She had her hand wrapped around one of her husband’s arms, dragging him with her. In her sexually sadistic way, she didn’t want him to miss any of what was happening. Sarah’s goal might be to test my feelings for Tasha, but she wasn’t going to miss an opportunity to further humiliate and tease her husband. And even though it still felt strange to be having sex in front of my friends, I pushed those thoughts aside. After all, it would hardly be the first time we had watched one another in the throes of passion. Besides, Tasha was moaning and yelping on the bed in front of me, already worked up to a fever pitch of desire, and I could feel her pussy spasming around my raging cock. As I began to slide it in and out of her sex, her moans grew louder, filling the bedroom with the sound of our sex. 
 
    “Kneel over here, honey,” Sarah said to her husband. “Nice and close so you can see and hear everything. Doesn’t Tasha look sexy getting fucked by Chris? Don’t you wish it was your cock sliding in and out of that hot pussy?” 
 
    Tasha moaned as she heard Sarah speak, and I felt her pussy spasm again around my cock as the other woman’s words got to her. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah,” Pete said. 
 
    “Well, too bad that’s not going to happen,” Sarah cackled. “No orgasms for you today. But that’s okay. You must be used to not coming by now, huh?” 
 
    “No, Mistress Sarah,” Pete said in a voice that cracked with the strain of lust. Both women laughed, but Tasha’s laugh was torn by moans and cries of sexual pleasure. As Pete kneeled where his wife instructed at the foot of the bed next to me, Sarah lay down on the mattress. I watched her beautiful body sprawl languidly, her beauty enhanced by the red lingerie that wrapped her like gift. Though not a gift for her husband, apparently. 
 
    “Go on, Chris,” Sarah grinned up at me. “Fuck that girl the way you’ve been dreaming of fucking her. Show her what you can do. Who knows? Maybe if you fuck her really well, she won’t want to keep you locked up anymore. If you make us both cum hard enough, maybe we’ll free you. Somehow, I doubt it. But you never know.” 
 
    She grinned as she spoke, her blue eyes flashing dangerously at me. And I groaned at her words, my cock surging inside Tasha’s pussy at the reminder of the power she held. She was completely unashamed, completely thrilled with her role as the mistress of ceremonies. And for a while she lay there on her own bed, watching me fuck another woman, supporting her head on one hand with her elbow on the mattress. Meanwhile, my own pleasure was growing with every thrust into Tasha’s tight pussy. And Tasha lay bent over the end of the bed in front of me, arching her back, her slender body bouncing with every thrust I gave her. She groaned loudly, and I felt her pussy spasming wildly around me. She was going to cum. With Sarah’s words ringing in my ears, with the wild promise of a freedom I wasn’t at all sure I wanted, I thrust my cock harder in and out of Tasha’s pussy, making her scream and tremble her way to a powerful orgasm. I groaned as I felt her juices spurted out of her, anointing my cock and balls as I continue to fuck her. My cock was as hard as granite, but thanks to Sarah’s blow job earlier, I was nowhere near orgasm. For once, I didn’t have to try to hold back. For once, I didn’t have to fight what came naturally. For once, I was free, and the pleasure of sex filled me, so I kept pumping away Tasha’s pussy like I never intended to stop. 
 
    “I have to admit, you guys look good together,” Sarah said, her bright eyes taking in the erotic scene in front of her. “Don’t they, Pete?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah.” 
 
    “You know, watching you fuck her is really turning me on. Pete, you know what to do. Take my panties off with your mouth and get to work.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah.” 
 
    Even as Tasha’s cries and moans of pleasure filled the room, even as my grunts and groans echoed what she was feeling, I could hear the gratitude in Pete’s voice. His hands cuffed behind him, he inched forward on his knees, devoting himself to his wife’s pleasure as he had done so many times before. Sarah smiled down at him benevolently, not moving a muscle, letting him do all the work. Slowly, he drew her red panties off her hip, holding them between his teeth as he pulled them over her stocking-clad legs. With some difficulty, he pulled them all the way off until they fell off her feet onto the floor. 
 
    Only then did Sarah move. Rolling over onto her back, she spread her legs to receive him, cupping her breasts in her hands and massaging them through her red bra at the same time. Pete began to lick his wife’s pussy, and Sarah stared up at me, her eyes growing glassy with pleasure and her mouth echoing with soft moans of bliss. But she was watching me. And I was watching her. I turned one way and another as I looked at Sarah and at Tasha, both women now moaning in sexual pleasure, both of them radiantly beautiful in their own way. Both of them mine, for tonight. Or so they had promised.  
 
    And as I kept fucking Tasha, her wild cries of pleasure filled the room again. Only this time, they harmonized with those of Sarah. Soon, Pete’s wife was convulsing on the bed beside Tasha, raising her legs to hook them over her husband’s shoulders as she pressed her pussy against his mouth. I watched her seize the back of his head, pulling him against her. Her eyes closed, her open mouth ringing with shrieks of pure bliss. I couldn’t decide which of them was louder, Tasha or Sarah. It didn’t matter. What mattered was that the room rang with a cacophony of female sexual bliss, and the same bliss trembled inside me at the base of my spine, threatening to explode at any minute. It felt fantastic.  
 
    Standing there with my cock buried deep inside Tasha’s welcoming pussy, I watched Sarah cum in her husband’s mouth. After only a moment, Tasha came again too. Her small fists gripped the bedsheet, her face hidden beneath the tangle of her black hair as her body shock and spasmed. With a great cry, I yielded to the pleasure swelling inside me. For the second time that night, I came, inside Tasha this time. I pumped my cum deep into her receptive body, hearing her gasp and moan as the hot flood filled her. A deep sigh shook my body as I emptied myself again, pleasure piling on top of pleasure to make it a night unlike any I had ever had before. Three of us came within minutes of each other, this bedroom the scene of so much kinky fun vibrating once again to the ecstatic sounds of sex. 
 
    With a loud sigh, I withdrew. Tasha was shaking and trembling on the bed in front of me, and I heard a deep moan rise out of her body as I slid my cock out of her pussy. Sarah grinned up at us both, sated with pleasure of her own while husband still kneeled between her legs, his face anointed with her explosive juices. Again, I felt stunned at what was happening. As pleasure radiating through me all over again, I struggled to believe this was real. That I could ever possibly be this lucky in life. 
 
    “That looked like fun,” Sarah giggled. “How did it feel, finally coming inside this pretty girl you like so much?” 
 
    “Amazing,” I panted, while Sarah laughed at my response. 
 
    “Good,” she said. “I hope it was everything you’ve been dreaming of. Now, are you done yet, or what?” 
 
    I hardly knew the answer myself. But as I stood there next to kneeling Pete, Sarah sat up on the bed. Her bright blue eyes traveled up and down my body, growing wider as they fastened on my exposed cock. At the same time, I looked down too. My manhood was shining with Tasha’s juices, dripping with her obvious sexual pleasure. Yet, somehow, unbelievably, I was still hard.  
 
    “I guess not,” Sarah said with a mischievous smile. “Seems like it really is going to take both of us to wear you out today. Oh well. If I’m being honest, I was kind of hoping that would be the case. Because to be honest, I could use a good hard fuck right about now.” 
 
    The fire in Sarah’s eyes was intoxicating as she turned on the bed. I watched her lay a hand on Tasha’s shoulder, and Tasha rolled over, groaning as she flopped over onto her back. She opened her eyes, and I saw them shining with pleasure as she gazed up at me. And maybe more than pleasure. Again, I was wary of reading too much into things, of seeing something that wasn’t there just because I wanted it to be. But something in Tasha’s eyes made my heart flutter once again. Maybe, just maybe, my feelings for her weren’t all one way. 
 
    Not that I had much time to think about things like that. Sarah was completely in her element, totally in control and loving it. Her creativity, it seemed, knew no bounds. 
 
    “How was that, pretty lady?” Sarah smiled at the other woman, talking in a soft voice. 
 
    “That was good,” Tasha grinned, eyes moving from Sarah to me and back again as she spoke. 
 
    “Yeah, it looked pretty good from where I was sitting,” Sarah said. “You mind if I take your stud here for a spin?” 
 
    “I guess not,” Tasha grinned, looking at me as she spoke. 
 
    “Good. And while I’m doing that, my husband can clean you out. Can’t you, Pete?”  
 
    Suddenly, all eyes were turned on Sarah’s husband. He kneeled on the bedroom floor, gazing at his wife in utter astonishment. I cringed in sympathetic embarrassment for him, feeling in my guts the turmoil that was written all over his face. And Tasha was wide-eyed in surprise she looked at him, all three of us waiting for his response. 
 
    Better than anyone in the room, I knew what he was going through. I knew the war that would be raging inside him at that moment, torn between the desire to obey his sexy wife and the horror of what she wanted him to do. Sarah’s practice of making us eat our own cum was disgusting enough by itself, but the thought of eating another man’s mess made my stomach turn, just as I knew it would for him. Nervously, I found myself wondering if this is where Pete would finally draw the line. He was always more than willing to let his wife do whatever she wanted, happy to be along for the ride. But this was something else. This was a line I wasn’t sure I would be able to cross, if it was ever demanded of me. But I wondered what would happen if he said no. 
 
    As it happened, I wasn’t about to find out. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah,” Pete said. He spoke in a long sigh, his resistance breaking as he seemed to visibly wilt in front of us. And Sarah cried out ecstatically, clapping her hands together in sadistic glee to know she had made her husband cross yet another barrier. 
 
    “That’s a good boy,” she said. “You’re such a good boy. Go on and eat your best friend’s cum out of his girlfriend while you watch me fuck him. You just bought yourself an early release, mister. Not tonight, course. But soon.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress Sarah,” Pete said. But he didn’t sound particularly grateful. Instead, he looked like a man who couldn’t believe what he’s agreed to. But he had agreed to it. And as Tasha sprawled back on the mattress, I watched him crawl toward her on his knees. Slowly, she spread her legs for him, gazing down along the length of her body to watch him position himself in front of her. Tentatively, Pete stuck out his tongue, sliding it over the pussy I had so recently fucked. I cringed in shared embarrassment as Sarah shook her head. 
 
    “What a little bitch,” she said. “Now, you. Get over here.” 
 
    The last words were directed at me. As she spoke, Sarah reached out with one hand to grab hold of my cock. Gently but firmly, she used it to pull me toward her. I climbed onto the mattress beside her, and she reached up to grip my shoulders. She kissed me, and I kissed her back. Then, she pushed me further down. I lay back on the bed, and she climbed on top of me. Turning around, she faced my feet. Facing her husband where he kneeled in front of Tasha, his mouth busy between her legs, his eyes turning to look at his wife as he licked tentatively at the mess I left inside Tasha. 
 
    Sarah straddled my hips. Reaching down between her spread legs, she took hold of my cock. I grunted as I felt her hand tighten around me, and groaned as she lowered her pussy down onto me. She groaned too, a long moan of pleasure as she sank down on top of me. Soon, I was completely buried inside her, and she sat down on my lap, her knees gripping my thighs as she smiled down at her husband. 
 
    “Oh, fuck, that feels so good inside me,” she said, taunting Pete while he kept licking Tasha. “I mean, it’s not the best cock in the world. But it will do for now. I’m so fucking horny, I’ll fuck just about anyone. Except you, honey. You’re just a little oral slave for the night, okay?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah,” Pete said, raising his mouth from Tasha’s messy pussy long enough to answer his wife before returning to his humiliating task. Sarah laughed, and Tasha laughed too, her voice once again dripping with sexual pleasure as Pete slowly got to her. 
 
    On top of me, Sarah began to bounce up and down. My cock throbbed urgently inside her pussy, and my shaft was rock-hard as ever as though making up for lost time. After all the weeks of denial this woman had put me through, it seemed as though my manhood had no intention of ever going down. Instead, it rose up inside her, and we both cried out in mutual pleasure as she rode my dick in front of her husband. At the same time, Tasha’s moans and groans of pleasure filled the bedroom. Pete was licking her pussy with everything he had now, setting aside his disgust at the task as his arousal grew. And Tasha was the lucky recipient. Once again, both women were moaning and howling, completely lost in physical bliss. The sexiest sound in the world, as far as I was concerned. My two mistresses enjoying themselves to the fullest. And for once, so was I. My cock throbbed and surged inside Sarah, and every time it did, she moaned again, feeling my responses inside her body and letting them fuel her own. 
 
    Pete’s eyes flickered from Tasha to his wife and back again. I could only imagine how it felt to watch her riding my cock right in front of him, but he couldn’t seem to tear his eyes away. I knew I wouldn’t be able to either in his position. I knew just how beautiful Sarah looked when she was deep in the throes of passion, when her body was vibrating with selfish sexual pleasure. I watched her from the back, watching the smooth round cheeks of her ass clench and unclench as she bounced up and down on top of me, her red hair trailing down her back and matching the red bra that held her bouncing breasts as she convulsed in pleasure. 
 
    Tasha came first. Maybe it was the lingering afterglow of our sex, or the wildness of what we were doing. But either way, I heard her cry out, and I knew exactly what it meant. Lying on the bed beside me, she convulsed in ecstasy, and my cock throbbed again at the sexy sound. Tasha howled and thrashed, her legs tangling around Pete’s head as she grabbed at her boobs. And Sarah watched the whole thing, sobbing steadily with pleasure of her own as she rode my cock more forcefully.  
 
    By now, I was bouncing on the mattress beneath her, the force of her thrusts impressive as she rode my cock to ecstasy. She was holding nothing back. I watched her rake her red hair back from her face with one hand, holding it up the back of her head while she ground her hips against mine. Tasha’s cries of bliss were still ringing in the air as Sarah, too, achieved orgasm. Her pleasure rang out in a loud scream that echoed around the bedroom, and I groaned as her pussy clenched like a fist around my cock. Finally, she stopped her wild bouncing. Instead, she leaned forward, gripping my legs as breathless spasms wracked her body. Once again, a woman’s orgasm called forth my own. I felt as though there was nothing left in my balls, as though they had been completely drained by the powerful orgasms I already enjoyed. But all the same, my cock throbbed inside her, spurting what little remained into her and leaving her in no doubt about the pleasure I was feeling. Sarah moaned at the sensation of my cock thumping inside her, and I moaned too, my head flopping back on the mattress behind me. 
 
    Finally, Sarah climbed off me. With a low moan, she flopped onto the bed beside me. With three of us on the mattress, things were getting a little crowded. But I wasn’t complaining. There I was, lying between two gorgeous women in lingerie in a room that reeked of sex. Our sex. The same sex I had been teased with and denied what felt like years. These two women, my two sexy dominant mistresses, had finally given me what I wanted, and it felt fantastic. For a moment, I just lay there, staring up at the ceiling of the bedroom, barely able to believe what had happened. 
 
    Beside me, Tasha moved. With some effort, her movements made clumsy by pleasure, she slid off the mattress toward me. I felt the warmth of her hand on my chest as she rolled over onto her side. Her lips brushed mine, and we kissed. This time, it was different. This time, her lips didn’t vibrate with the tension of sexual desire. Instead, the kiss was slower, deeper, as though savoring the feel of my mouth against hers. I kissed her back the same way, softly, tenderly. After so many orgasms, powerful bonding hormones seemed to float in the air, and I never felt as close to her as I did at that moment. 
 
    And I felt another hand on my chest. Smiling, Tasha lifted her lips away, and they were at once replaced with Sarah’s. I kissed her too, making out with her while her denied husband watched. And as we kissed, strange thoughts floated through my mind once again. It felt good to kiss her. I felt strangely close to Sarah too in that moment. After all, I did love her as a friend. I always had, but that fact had been obscured recently by her new role as my dominant and demanding mistress. Was that all I felt for Tasha? Friendship mingled with desire? And what is love if not that? 
 
    Finally, Sarah lifted her mouth from mine. She smiled down at me, her bright blue eyes studying my face. And on the other side, Tasha grinned down at me too. Their hair tickled my shoulders, red and black, and as I looked from one to the other of them, I couldn’t decide which was more beautiful. Not that I had to choose. I had them both. My heart was full of the contentment that follows physical bliss as I lay back exhausted in Pete and Sarah’s bed. 
 
    “Look at that,” Sarah grinned, her eyes traveling down my body. “Looks like we finally wore him out. We finally conquered that cock. Go us.” 
 
    On the other side of me, Tasha giggled at Sarah’s words. I had to admit, as I gazed up at both of them from the depths of my desire, they made quite the team. 
 
    “So what do you think, Chris?” Sarah said, turning her smiling face back to me. “Now that your balls are finally drained, how you feel about Tasha now? Do you still have feelings? Or was it just that you really, really needed to cum?” 
 
    She laughed as she spoke, and Tasha laughed too. But even in the depths of my pleasure, I felt as though I registered some tension in the room. Some nervousness as they waited for my answer. I racked my brain and my heart to trying to determine my own feelings. After all, in her own crazy way, Sarah was right. She had taken away the desperate edge of desire I usually felt when I was around these women. Now I could finally think straight. And as I looked up at Tasha, I still felt that joyful flutter in my heart. I still felt that strange sense of nervousness in the pit of my stomach. I still wanted her, just like I wanted Sarah. But I wanted more from her than just orgasm. 
 
    I didn’t answer Sarah’s question. At least, not in words. Instead, I shifted on the bed between them. Reaching up, I took Tasha in my arms. She yelped in surprise as I pulled her down on top of me, her soft breasts warm against my chest. I kissed her, deeply and passionately, my tongue sliding between her lips to explore her mouth as she kissed me back. All the answer she could possibly need. And beside us, Sarah cried out in glee, clapping her hands together and bouncing on the mattress with pure joy. 
 
    “Oh my God, this is amazing,” she giggled beside us. “You two really are into each other. You know, I’m a romantic at heart. I can’t resist a good love story.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    19. Getting Permission 
 
      
 
    “Not really a story you can tell the grandkids, is it? How Pop-pop and Mi Maw met at a kinky Halloween party?” 
 
    “Not really, Mistress Sarah.” 
 
    Her eyes were shining as she spoke, a smile showing on her pretty face as she gazed at me. I was at Sarah and Pete’s apartment again, hanging out the way I used to. Though of course, nothing was the same anymore as it used to be. Now, I couldn’t go around there without having at least some faint expectation of sex. Some faint hope that that was what I would get.  
 
    But our lives weren’t exclusively kinky games, even if it sometimes felt that way. Sarah was teasing me the way she used to, back we were friends instead of dominant mistress and frustrated slave. But of course, she was right. The story of how Tasha and I met wasn’t one I could easily share with anyone, not without some modifications. It was starting to feel like the only people I could be honest with were Sarah and Pete. And already, I was getting the sense that our shared secrets were binding our little group tighter together. We could be ourselves around each other, fully and completely. We had already seen each other do such wild and crazy things. There was an honesty to that that I felt unable to share with anybody else. 
 
    “I think it’s amazing that you two are dating though. It’s nice having another dominant woman around. Help share the load. I mean, you have no way of knowing this. But looking after two horny boys like you isn’t easy.” 
 
    “I guess not, Mistress Sarah.” 
 
    When she was in this mood, it was better not to argue with her. Better not to question anything she said. Better to just to go along with whatever direction she felt like leaing us in that day. As she so often did, Sarah sat on the sofa between me and Pete, enjoying the close proximity with both me and her husband. Knowing the ridiculous power she still had over both of us. Knowing that we both wanted her so badly, and that she could choose either or neither or both of us to have sex with, according to whatever she felt like doing. I could see the sense of power flowing through her where she sat next to me. She still wasn’t used to it. She still hadn’t gotten bored with it. Any more than Pete and I had gotten bored with bowing to her will and serving her sexually whenever she felt like. We had been playing these games for a while now, I reflected. But somehow, they had lost none of their magic. Between my legs, my cock was throbbing, and somehow, I doubted that a woman like Sarah had failed to notice the bulge it was making my pants. After all, unlike Pete, I was free now. After that wild and unforgettable night when I had both Sarah and Tasha, over and over again, I remained unlocked. I didn’t know where the chastity device was Sarah had used to gain such power over me, and I didn’t ask. 
 
    “Still, it does make things a little bit more complicated for us.” 
 
    As she spoke, Sarah’s hand drifted over my thigh. My breath grew shorter as her fingers inexorably approached my unrestrained manhood. Over on the other side of the sofa, I could feel Pete watching too. Watching his wife seducing another men right in front of him, knowing he was powerless to do anything about it. The temperature in the room seemed to be rising, the air immediately crackling with sexual tension. Just looking at smiling Sarah, knowing what kind of thoughts were racing through her devious brain, was enough to get my cock hard and swollen, as though making up for lost time. And her hand moving higher on my thigh, moving toward my shaft, only increased the excitement.  
 
    Chuckling under her breath, Sarah ran her hand over the telltale bulge in my pants, and I groaned in pleasure. It still felt crazy to play with her like this. It still felt crazy to have her touching my cock right in front of her husband, my best friend sitting there ignored and rejected while his wife acted like a complete slut. It felt fantastic. For both of us, in different ways. Better than anyone else, I knew what Pete was going through. I knew the strange paradoxical delight of frustration and denial, of wanting something so badly and being told over and over again you can’t have it. Then again, Sarah was his wife, not mine. There was an extra little twist in her cruelty and dominance that came from the fact that they were married. And as always, that strain of cruelty in her heart only made Sarah more attractive to me. 
 
    “How so, Mistress Sarah?” 
 
    “No, you don’t have to call me that anymore,” Sarah said with a smile. “Not for now, anyway. I mean, I do love hearing you say it. It turns me on, every time I hear those words. But I don’t have you locked up anymore. I can’t make you do anything.” 
 
    “I think you underestimate yourself, Mistress Sarah,” I said, making her laugh where she sat beside me. It felt good to make her laugh. But not as good as it felt as her hand moved over the front of my pants, tracing the shape of my cock, gripping it through the fabric and teasing me more and more with each passing minute. I intended to make her laugh, but that didn’t mean I was joking. Sarah was right that without the chastity device locked onto my cock, she lost a lot of the power she had had over me. But not all of it, by any means. After all, she had managed get me locked up in the thing in the first place. And she did that with the same weapon she had now, her beauty and her seductiveness and her wild and kinky creativity. No toy could replace those, and they were all she really needed to keep both Pete and me under her spell. 
 
    “Maybe,” she said. As her hand continued to move up and down my shaft, stroking it through my pants, I moved toward her on the sofa, wrapping my arms around her beautiful body. As I kissed her neck, right in front of her suffering husband, she didn’t try to stop me. Instead, she hummed with pleasure, relishing the opportunity to play with me while Pete watched. 
 
    “You’re not single anymore,” she said. I felt her words vibrating in her throat against my lips as she spoke them, just as I felt her pulse quickening as we ran our hands over one another’s bodies, wrapped up in the growing feeling of desire for one another. “I don’t know if I can play with you the way I used to. I don’t own your cock anymore. At least, not completely. It feels like Tasha should own it now, if anyone should. Maybe I could have it on a timeshare basis.” 
 
    Sarah laughed at that, and I tried to laugh too, even though I knew that she might be more serious about it than she seemed. Even if I knew that that was really what she wanted, there was little doubt she could make it happen. Sarah could talk all she liked about how little control she had over me now, how I was free to do as I liked. We both knew that wasn’t true. We both knew, if she wanted to, she could have me back into slavery to her. It probably wouldn’t even take that much effort on her part. 
 
    “I don’t think she’d mind” I mumbled against Pete’s wife’s neck. “We’re not exactly monogamous.” 
 
    “True,” Sarah said, and I groaned as I felt her hand tighten around my cock through the material of my pants. “We’re kind of all a bunch of sluts lately, aren’t we? All fucking each other whenever we get the chance. God, it’s so fucking hot, though. Honestly, even I never thought things would end up like this. I knew putting on that suit excited you boys, but I never expected it would end up with all of us locked into some kinky sex group.” 
 
    “Well, I’m not complaining,” I said, making Sarah laugh again. 
 
    “No, I can see that,” she grinned. She made me moan as she gripped my cock harder through the front of my pants. I was fully erect, and now my body was pressed against hers, one hand kneading her breasts through her shirt while the other sought out the warmth between her legs. I didn’t care that Pete was watching. I knew that only turned her on more. Now that I was free, I didn’t have the same bright burning and desperate passion that overwhelmed me throughout the day. But that didn’t mean I didn’t want this beautiful woman, my former mistress who now seemed so willing to play with me. Who seemed to want me to enjoy my newfound freedom, to be again a man who had control over his own sexuality. And I was ready to be whatever Sarah wanted me to be. 
 
    “Still, isn’t it cheating if I have sex with you right now?” Sarah persisted. 
 
    “Not if we all know about it,” I said. Sarah squeezed her thighs around my hand as I rubbed her through her jeans, but she didn’t push me away. I could see her hesitating, could practically see the thoughts inside her brain as she wondered what to do. I knew what I wanted. And I knew the best way to get it was to get Sarah so excited that she wanted it as badly as I did. Clearly, she was in the mood to play. After all, she had started all this. I knew from experience just how much she loved having sex in front of her husband, and Pete’s presence was turning her on at least as much as I was. But I wasn’t going to split hairs over why this was turning her on when the opportunity to have sex with Sarah presented itself. I was just going to take it. 
 
    “Good point,” Sarah said. “I’ll ask her if I can fuck you right now. Pete, where’s my phone?” 
 
    At the other end of the couch, I felt Pete stir. He was fully dressed too, the three of us not long home from work. But we all knew what he wore underneath his clothes, and the power that it gave to his wild wife. We all knew why he obeyed her so meekly, just the way I used to when she had me under lock and key. Just the way I probably still would, if she had seemed interested in having me serve her like that. But she didn’t. For tonight, at least, Sarah had other plans. 
 
    “Here you go, Mistress Sarah.” 
 
    He had retrieved his wife’s phone from wherever she had left it. He stood now in front of the sofa, holding the photo toward her. His eyes were fixed on her, ignoring me. I knew how that felt, too. To focus exclusively on the woman you desire and ignore the man pressed against her body, touching her the way you long to touch her yourself. It isn’t easy. But it’s better than the alternative. Her method to try and endure the unendurable, a way to try and ignore your own humiliation. It doesn’t really work. But neither Pete nor me could keep ourselves from trying it all the same. 
 
    And of course, Sarah saw through it the way she always did. With the same unerring sense of what would best enhance her own power and increase the suffering of her submissives, Sarah seemed to zero in on the best way to keep her husband humiliated. 
 
    “You call her,” Sarah said as I kissed her neck again. “You call her and ask for her permission for your wife to fuck her boyfriend while you watch. In fact, I want you to beg her. Make sure you convince her. Let her know how horny I am, and how badly I want a cock that isn’t yours inside me right now. After all, you’re my husband. Married cocks aren’t for fucking. They’re for locking away and teasing relentlessly. I think she knows that. But it doesn’t hurt to remind her.” 
 
    Used as I was to Sarah’s cruelty, it still left me faintly breathless to hear her talk that way. To hear how effortlessly she could switch from laughing and flirting with me to coming up with the most outrageous humiliations for her husband. But then again, it was hardly the first time she had done something like this. Pete stood in front of the sofa, the phone in his hand, trembling slightly with shock. But I didn’t have much doubt that he would do as he was told. He always did. And I did too when Sarah had my cock under lock and key. The promise of pleasure was just too powerful to resist. 
 
    Pete was my best friend. But Sarah set up our kinky games in such a way that sometimes, his loss was my gain, and vice versa. And friendship only goes so far. I saw my advantage, and I wasn’t above pressing it. I knew that torturing her husband like this turned Sarah on, and I knew that was my best shot to get what I wanted.  
 
    So, rising up on the sofa, I pushed Sarah down onto the cushions. She yelped in surprise and delight, but she went with it. She lay back on the sofa the two of them had picked out together at the start of their relationship, open and yielding to me while completely denying him. Kneeling between her spread legs, I began to unfasten her jeans, and Sarah smiled up at me, stray strands of her red hair clinging to her beautiful face as her eyes shone with delight. I could feel Pete watching as I tugged her jeans with some difficulty down over her hips, over her legs, exposing her gorgeous thigs as I dropped them to the floor. As I leaned over his wife, kissing her again, my passion and my desire growing by the second, I felt her fumbling with the fastenings at the front of my own pants. As she opened them and reached inside, we both groaned as she took hold of my cock and guided it out of my underwear. Her hand ran up and down my shaft, bringing me more pleasure with every stroke. 
 
    “Go ahead, honey,” Sarah said in a voice that dripped with pleasure. “Put her on speakerphone so we can all hear.” 
 
    Her cruelty took my breath away. But it turned me on, just like it always did. I buried my face in her hair, feeling the warmth of her neck against my lips again as above me, I heard the phone ringing. And then I heard Tasha’s voice answering, and my cock surged in Sarah’s hand as though in recognition of the woman I could still hardly bring myself to call my girlfriend. 
 
    “Hey, Sarah,” Tasha said, a smile already in her voice. The two of them got on like a house on fire, united in their shared taste for male suffering and sadistic sexual pleasure. Probably, Tasha expected Sarah was calling her to get her involved in some new kinky games. That was usually why the two of them talked, after all. And of course, if she did think that, she wouldn’t be wrong. 
 
    “Actually, um, Mistress Tasha, it’s, uh, it’s Pete,” Pete said, his eyes locked on his sexy wife while he held the phone flat in front of him. 
 
    “Oh, hi, Pete,” Tasha said, just the faintest note of confusion in her voice rising from the speaker of the phone. “What’s up?” 
 
    “Sarah wanted me to call you,” he said. We could all hear the strain in Pete’s voice as he spoke, and part of me felt sorry for him. After all, this was exactly the kind of humiliating task Sarah love to give both of us. But the part of me capable of sympathy was small and shrinking by the second. My cock was in his wife’s hand, and his disgrace and humiliation was directly connected to my pleasure. Having him do this turned Sarah on, and she channeled that evil desire into pleasuring me, her hands sliding skillfully up and down my cock to bring me pleasure with every movement. Hard to feel too sorry for Pete in those circumstances. Hard to worry too much about why she was doing what she was doing when she was giving me what I wanted. This woman who got off on denial, who got turned on by teasing and humiliating both of us, was letting me have my way with her. If that meant Pete had to suffer, well, it was better than both of us having to. At least from my point of view. 
 
    “She wanted me to ask you if she can… fuck Chris,” Pete said, letting out the last two words in a long sigh as if releasing some pressure that had been building up inside him. Underneath me on the sofa, Sarah laughed. A wild cackle of sadistic glee, the laughter of a woman who knows she’s completely in control and yet barely believes what she’s getting away with. And after only a moment, I heard similar laughter coming from Tasha down the phone line. For a moment, I wondered where she was and what she was doing, and felt once again the strange nervous fluttering of my heart and stomach that I felt whenever she was around. The feelings I was having for this woman that had little to do with sexual desire, though they weren’t exactly a million miles apart, either. These games were nothing if not confusing. But there were just so irresistible, too. 
 
    “Is he there?” Tasha asked. 
 
    “Yeah, he’s here,” Pete said. “They’re both on the couch in front of me.” 
 
    “Hi, Tasha,” I said, lifting my lips from Sarah’s face for a moment to greet my girlfriend. 
 
    “Hey, babe,” Tasha said. “Hi, Sarah.” 
 
    “Hi Tasha,” Sarah said in a voice that dripped with pleasure. “Sorry to bother you. It’s just – we’re all sitting here, and you know how it goes. We started fooling around, but then I thought, Chris is your boyfriend now. I probably shouldn’t just fuck him whenever I feel like. He said it would probably be okay, but I wanted to make sure.” 
 
    “That’s very considerate of you,” Tasha said, with heavy irony I could hear in her voice. 
 
    “Thank Chris,” Sarah said. “He said it’s not cheating if you know about it.” 
 
    “Oh, is that right? Tasha said. “I’ll have to remember that for the future.” 
 
    “Well, you knew that already,” Sarah chuckled. “I mean, it’s not really cheating if a girl does it. We’re allowed to get strange cock whatever we want. It’s only boys that have to ask permission.” 
 
    As she spoke, Sarah squeezed my manhood more tightly in her hand, and I tried to suppress the inevitable groan of pleasure. She was totally in her element, thoroughly enjoying this wild new power, and why shouldn’t she? After all, it was what we were all there for. The strange magic that kept us all enthralled and playing these wild games. 
 
    “True,” Tasha giggled over the phone. “I do like that arrangement.” 
 
    As she spoke, I felt a note of fear enter my heart. Tasha had fucked other men in front of me before, and I didn’t doubt that if she wanted to, she could do it again. The idea simultaneously thrilled and horrified me, the way so many of these sexy games did. But I thought of Pete, standing there holding up the phone while he tried to arrange for his wife to betray him, and I wondered if I was glimpsing my future. I was as much Sarah’s slave as he was. But now that I was developing these strong feelings for Tasha, maybe I would get an even deeper glimpse into how it felt to be humiliated by woman he not only desperately desired, but also loved. 
 
    “Sounds like she’s not convinced, Pete,” Sarah said, looking up at her husband. “You know what to do.” 
 
    “Please, Mistress Tasha,” Pete said at once, provoking a roar of laughter from the other end of the line. “Please, my wife is so horny. She needs to get fucked right now. And she doesn’t want to unlock me. She wants your boyfriend to fuck her instead while I watch.” 
 
    “You guys are unbelievable,” Tasha said. “Is that all you’re going to do, Pete? Stand there and watch while your pretty wife gets nailed by my boyfriend?” 
 
    “I think so, Mistress Tasha,” Pete stammered. “Of course, that’s up to her.” 
 
    “Of course it is.” Tasha’s voice changed immediately, the same way Sarah’s did. As though she had switched at once into mistress mode, leaving aside the giggling girl for a moment to become a stern dominatrix who expected nothing more than for men to grovel at her feet. It was breathtakingly sexy to me, and I moaned faintly against Sarah’s neck as she went on stroking my cock. At the same time, I was rubbing her pussy through her underwear, keeping her desire bubbling over, but she wouldn’t let me inside. Not yet. As always with Sarah, this game had its rules. Now, everything depended on Tasha’s answer. 
 
    “Well, I have to admit, it feels a little bit strange to think of my boyfriend fucking your wife,” Tasha said. “Especially if I’m not there to supervise. But it sounds like she’s really horny. And I know how that feels. Sometimes a girl just really needs dick.” 
 
    “I really do,” Sarah groaned as my fingers slid over the soft material of her panties once again, feeling the growing moisture of her swollen lips as her desire increased. “And not my husband’s. Tell her, Pete. Tell her what married cock is for.” 
 
    “For teasing and locking away,” Pete said at once, making both women howl with laughter at the speed of his response. 
 
    “Damn right,” Sarah growled as I rubbed my hand more forcefully against her pussy. At the same time, my other hand snaked up under her T-shirt, taking hold of one boob through her bra. I could feel her swollen nipple protruding through the padding of the undergarment, and I curled my thumb underneath the cup to flick it and play with it, making her squirm in obvious pleasure beneath me. 
 
    “I like that,” Tasha said. “You know, I never really thought about getting married. But you guys make a really good case for it. Okay, Pete. I give my permission for my boyfriend to fuck your wife. But next time I see you guys, I’m going to expect something pretty good in return.” 
 
    “I don’t think you need to worry about that,” Sarah groaned on the couch beneath me. “You know we always get what we want from these two.” 
 
    “That’s true,” Tasha chuckled. “Okay, I’ve got to go. Have fun, you guys.” 
 
    “Wait, before you go. What do you say, Pete?” 
 
    Sarah gazed up her husband as she spoke, her eyes half closed, her lips parted, her beautiful face clearly showing the sexual pleasure she was feeling, the sexual pleasure I was giving her. And I knew what she wanted just as well as her husband did. Standing above us, he shifted uncomfortably from foot to foot, practically squirming on the spot. But there was no question of him resisting. There was no doubt that he would do exactly as he was told. 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress Tasha,” Pete said, his eyes on his wife the whole time he spoke. 
 
    “You’re welcome, chastity boy,” Tasha giggled. “Bye.” 
 
    The phone clicked, and my girlfriend was gone. Once again, it was just the three of us in the room. Me on top of Sarah, her beautiful body underneath me, and Pete standing in front of us, watching the whole thing. 
 
    It was a strange situation to be in, of course. But no stranger than several others I had found myself in since this all began. As always, deep sexual desire seemed to have amazing power to push away any doubts or second thoughts I might have had. After all, Sarah’s hand was around my cock, her body half-naked in front of me, and whatever it took to make this happen was fine by me.  
 
    Raising her feet, she pushed my pants down to my ankles. At the same time, I peeled off her panties, tossing them carelessly to the floor. Next, I pulled her T-shirt off over her head, then pressed my face against her boobs while I reached around behind her to unhook her bra. At the same time, her hands took off my shirt, pulling it off over my head. Right there on the living room sofa, we stripped each other hungrily like teenagers, desperate to have one another’s bodies. And when she lay naked and ready, her legs spread and her knees bent, ready to receive me, Sarah smiled gleefully up at me. With her hand on my cock, she pulled me toward her, guiding her inside.  
 
    I groaned at the slick feeling of her pussy enveloping my manhood, a feeling I had dreamed of for so many frustrating nights. A feeling I still remembered, now that I was free, anytime I was alone in my apartment and my thoughts turned to Sarah and Tasha and the things they had done to me. This was the real thing, and I moaned and groaned in desperate bliss as I leaned forward, lying on top of Pete’s wife. Wrapping my hands around her shoulders, I drove my cock deep inside her, and her shouts of pleasure rang in my ears as I penetrated her deeply. Her well-lubricated pussy felt like heaven as I slid my cock in and out, both of us completely wrapped up in the sensations of bliss. For my part, I tried to forget that Pete was there, tried to ignore the fact her husband was watching all this. But for her, I knew, that was all part of the fun.  
 
    And as always, Sarah held nothing back, letting the whole apartment shake with the wild cries of passion as I fucked her to remind her husband what he couldn’t have. Soon, Sarah was howling and screaming underneath me, her fingernails raking my back, her teeth biting my shoulder while I pounded her into the sofa. I felt her body go stiff, her back arching as her feet pressed against the cushions and she raised her hips off the sofa to take me deeper than ever before. Her orgasm swept through her, making her thrash and tremble and scream my name, and I convulsed with a rising pleasure of my own as it erupted out of me. My balls grew tight against my body, my cock swelled even further inside her, and I exploded, pumping my cum deep inside her married pussy while her husband watched. 
 
    Mutually exhausted, we collapsed. Sarah fell back on the sofa, and I collapsed on top of her, our sweaty bodies shining with exertion and our panting breath almost matching as we slowly recovered. I closed my eyes, hiding my face against her slender neck, smelling her perfume and the scent of her body as I trembled in the glow of orgasm. And she lay there for a while, one arm draped carelessly over my shoulders, staring up at the ceiling and lost in her own world of pleasure. 
 
    But of course, it was never going to last long. I felt her turn her head, and raised my face from her neck to see her staring once again at her husband. Pete hadn’t moved, as though frozen to the spot by the sheer outrageousness of what he was seeing. And Sarah let out a theatrical moan as I withdrew my cock from her wet pussy, making sure her husband knew just how good I had felt inside her. 
 
    “Well, you know what happens next, honey,” Sarah said, gazing up gleefully her husband. “Time for my cuckold husband to clean me up.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    20. A Strange Request 
 
      
 
    I woke up with a gasp. Momentarily confused, I gazed silently around my dark apartment. It was some evil hour of the morning, some forsaken time when nothing stirred. I should be asleep. But I wasn’t. My night had been torn apart by wild dreams, memories that mutated into fantasies and visions of things I wasn’t at all sure I wanted but could never forget. My head flopped back onto the pillow, and I groaned as I rubbed my hands over my face. I was soaked in sweat, and my mind was racing with the half-remembered dreams that had woken me up. But above it all, I felt the unignorable gnawing of deep sexual desire. 
 
    My hand darted under the blanket. Between my thighs, my cock was as hard as granite. I could feel the blood pulsing as I held it in my hand. I had been dreaming of Sarah, course. Sarah and Tasha and even Tiffany. I had dreamed of other women too, women with no names that were more sensations than real people. The memories of what I had dreamed were evaporating even as I reached for them, but I knew the general theme. My dreams had been of humiliation and frustration and unrelieved desire, of women made beautiful by their selfishness and cruelty, and the sheer pleasure of giving up control. As though Sarah’s kinkiness had infected my blood and was now spreading through my psyche like a poison.  
 
    I never used to think this way. I never used to feel this way. I knew about kink, about domination and submission, but I never really thought it was for me. Not until that life-changing night when Sarah had modeled her sexy Halloween costume for me and fucked me in front of her husband. And then, over two years of my absence from the country, my obsession grown. So that when I was finally reunited with my best friend’s wife, I had no chance. And of course, Sarah had played her part unbelievably well. In a matter of weeks, she had reduced me to her humble slave, a desperate, needy, begging ball of lust that would do anything, that would endure seemingly any depth of humiliation and disgrace just for the remote possibility of being allowed an orgasm. 
 
    It was sexy. That was the problem. Still, after all these weeks, part of my brain screamed at me that I shouldn’t enjoy this as much as I did. That I shouldn’t allow myself to be treated this way. That what Sarah and Pete did behind closed doors with their own business, but that I shouldn’t be such an integral part of the kinky sex life of this married couple. But I was. And I loved it. And now that Tasha had come along, things had only become even more wildly exciting.  
 
    Of course I was nervous. Of course I was scared. Every time I was around either Sarah or Tasha, I could feel my power ebbing away. I could feel myself sinking deeper and deeper into submission to both of them, and I had no idea where it would end. I saw the way Sarah treated her husband, and how Pete meekly went along with it as though she had every right to behave that way. And I knew how he felt when he did it. I knew how it felt for me in those moments when either Sarah or Tasha or both of them took control. As though they did have every right. Or as though rights didn’t come into it. It was a privilege their beauty gave them, to treat us however they wanted and use us for their pleasure. It felt fantastic being used that way. Not in spite of all the pain and frustration and humiliation it caused me. But because of it. 
 
    I groaned as I wrapped my hand around my cock. That particular form of pleasure had been denied me for so long, and ever since Sarah and Tasha released me from chastity, I had made full use of it. After all, I couldn’t stop thinking about them. Whenever I was alone, I found my mind returning to memories of the things they had done and the way they had looked doing them, and I couldn’t help myself. There again in my bed, I rubbed myself to orgasm, thinking of the woman upstairs and the woman I was falling for, imagining them doing the most outrageous things to me just because it pleased them to be in control. 
 
    With a sigh, I came. Masturbation relieved the pressure somewhat, but hardly compared to the real thing. I didn’t want to jerk myself off. I wanted Tasha. I wanted Sarah. I wanted the unbelievable joy of being owned, of being forced to submit. Of being a pathetic slave whose sole purpose in life is to please his mistress in any way she sees fit. To worship their beauty and their sexual power the way they deserved to be worshiped, and to surrender everything I wanted and needed to them. One thing I had learned in Sarah’s service over the last few weeks was that life as a slave is very simple. You don’t have to decide anything except to say yes, Mistress. At least it has simplicity going for it. 
 
    In the darkness, I swung my legs out of bed and stood. Making my way to the bathroom, I used the toilet, all without switching on the light. The toilet raged and gurgled as I flushed, and in the mirror, I saw my own shadowy shape moving, and wondered what I was becoming. What I had become. 
 
    Climbing back into bed, I lay back and closed my eyes. Hoping to get back to sleep now that I had taken the edge off my desire. My mind was still racing. My heart was still thumping in my chest. And unbelievably, I could feel my cock already starting to twitch and harden against my thigh, as though the disappointing orgasm I had had mere moments before had never happened. 
 
    I sighed again. Clearly, it was going to be a long night. In the Thought that tormented me the most was not memory or fantasy of being used and abused by Sarah and Tasha, although those were most definitely part of it. No, the thought that haunted me the most was that I needed this. Now that Sarah had opened the door to total submission, to being owned, I couldn’t go back to the way things were. I would forever miss the wild and torturous delight of losing control of my own body to a beautiful woman that treated it like a toy. 
 
    *** 
 
    The door of Sarah and Pete’s apartment swung open. As I looked into her smiling face, I was glad to see it was Sarah, not Pete, who had answered. Her parted lips showed her shining teeth, her red hair tied back behind her head in a messy bun, her pale and beautiful blue eyes widening in surprise at seeing me as she looked me briefly up and down. We hadn’t arranged anything. She wasn’t expecting me. I knew that if I let myself overthink it, I would talk myself out of it again, just as I had done dozens of times before. I had made that lonely journey from my apartment downstairs, raising my hand to knock on the door before talking myself out of it several times. And every time, I despised myself as a coward. The future terrified me. But not as much as the thought that if I didn’t do some thing about it, I would never again know the wild joy of being her slave. 
 
    “Hi, Chris,” Sarah said, her smooth brow furrowing slightly in confusion. “I wasn’t expecting to see you tonight.” 
 
    Even as she spoke, she stepped slightly aside, opening the door wider to invite me in. Probably, I should have gone in. The things I needed to say to her were not things to be said in public. But I also knew that the longer I waited, the easier it would be to talk myself out of it. It I needed to say what I had to say, I needed to say right now, before I had a chance to second-guess myself yet again. 
 
    “I need you to lock me back up.” 
 
    A great sigh swept out of my chest as I spoke the words, and I felt a strange feeling in my stomach like the plunge at the top of a roller coaster. The blood roared in my ears. That was it. I had said it. And now there would be no taking it back. 
 
    Sarah looked astonished. Again, she looked me up and down, as though seeing me for the first time. Her mouth was a perfect round O, her eyes just as wide around with shock at my humiliating confession. But then, her expression changed. A slow smile spread across her beautiful face, a smile that made me tremble with fear and nervousness and immediately wonder what exactly it was that I had just done. 
 
    “I hoped you’d say that one day,” she said. “Oh, this is going to be so much fun!” 
 
    *** 
 
    The fateful day arrived. Sarah had made all the arrangements, the way she always did. Once she had heard my embarrassing admission, she seemed to spring into action. Maybe she really had been waiting for this, and her plans were already in place. Because a few days later, I received a text from her telling me to come to her apartment on Saturday. No other details were provided, nor were they necessary. I felt like I knew the kind of thing she had in mind. Besides, it was no longer my place to ask questions. 
 
    You can come up now. 
 
    That was the terse text message I received to let me know a new chapter of my life was about to begin. And until it arrived, I had been sitting in my living room with the feeling as though I were walking a tight rope, suspended and vulnerable over a dangerous plunge. Unable to focus on anything else, I had watched the sunlight creeping across the floor of my living room, trying and failing not to think about what was happening. My cock was already throbbing and hard between my legs, and as I stared, I rearranged my pants, trying to conceal it. Not that it mattered, really. Sarah knew just how desperately I wanted her. Badly enough to beg her to lock me in chastity again. 
 
    Like a condemned man, I stepped out of my apartment and took a short walk to Sarah’s. But I had only condemned myself. She had freed me, she and Tasha, so that I would know how I really felt. Now I did, and the truth was utterly humiliating. But not as humiliating, I expected, as what I was about to endure. 
 
    I knocked on the door of the apartment, steeling myself to confront what lay inside. The door opened, and Pete stood in front of me. He had a bashful look on his face, a slightly sheepish expression I had seen many times before. Probably not too different from my own when we played like this. Both of us were embarrassed of the power these women had over us, the way we let them treat us. But we couldn’t help ourselves. 
 
    “Hi,” Pete said in a low voice. “Come in. She’s waiting.” 
 
    His last words were faintly ominous as I stepped through the open door and let him shut it behind me. His wife was inside, our kinky mistress, the woman who made us both tremble and quake with a mixture of fear and desire. I stepped toward the living room, and Pete followed me. And as I turned the corner and saw what was waiting for me there, I felt breathless, as though an iron band had been suddenly tightened around my chest. 
 
    The women rose to greet me. It wasn’t just Sarah who was waiting for my arrival. Still, I wasn’t all that surprised to see Tasha there. In fact, my heart leapt at the sight of her, the way it so often did. She looked so beautiful as she smiled at me, her dark hair tumbling around her shoulders and her eyes glowing with delight above a pair of artificially red lips that made me long to kiss her. But it wasn’t her face that made me feel that sudden plunge in the pit of my stomach. It was the way she was dressed. 
 
    Sarah had put on her Halloween outfit, her mistress uniform. The black latex catsuit that clung to every curve of her body, shining as it threw back the light from her hips and her breasts and her thighs and ass. Her breasts swelled in the cut-out at the front of the catsuit with every breath she drew, tempting and tantalizing me as I stared at her. Her natural hourglass figure was enhanced by the corset laced tightly around her torso, making her boobs and her hips swell even more provocatively on either end of impressively narrow waist. And those tall patent leather boots shone from her feet to her thighs, the boots she had made me and her luckless husband kiss in public the first night I met Tasha. My cock throbbed and surged at the mere sight of her, my mistress returned in her full sexy glory to bring me to my knees. 
 
    And beside her, Tasha wore the exact same thing. The same shining black latex. The same high-heeled boots. The same cut-out window that showed off her mouthwatering cleavage above the tight corset that squeezed her body. The same menacing riding crop hanging from a holster at each woman’s right hip. Two mistresses. Two goddesses. The two sexiest women I had ever seen, standing in front of me in my best friend’s living room, their provocative costumes looking out of place in the bright daylight of Saturday morning, but far sexier than even memory and imagination made him. There really was no substitute for the real thing. And here it was, standing in front of me in the guise of two absolutely irresistible women who had come dressed to play. 
 
    “Well, look who it is,” Sarah grinned. Just like Tasha, she had applied bright red lipstick to her lips and gave a pop of color to her otherwise monochrome outfit. She had her red hair tied back behind her head, unlike Tasha, who let her dark coils flow freely over her shining shoulders. Facially, they look very different, though equally beautiful to me as I stood there astonished in front of them. But their matching costumes flaunted the unbelievable sexiness of their bodies that both women shared. My head turned from side to side as though on a pivot as I stared from one to the other and back again, my eyes drinking in every detail of their beauty like I was trying to memorize the scene. As though I would never see them again, even though I knew there was very far from the truth. 
 
    “Sarah told me you wanted to be locked up again,” Tasha said. Her skintight catsuit groaned as she stepped forward, her high heels echoing through the apartment as she approached. I watched, pinned to the spot, hypnotized by her beauty and the mesmerizing sway of her body with every step she took. My heart beat in time with the tall high heels that made her close to my height as she approached and stood in front of me. Leaning forward, she puckered her lips, and I kissed her. At the same time, I took her shining hips in my hands and pulled her body against mine. She giggled against my lips as she felt my erection pressing against her, already seeking access to the sex that it was denied by a thin coat of latex. Tasha placed one hand on my shoulder and the other on the back of my neck, crushing my mouth against hers as her tongue invaded. And I pushed back. We both knew she was going to win, that she was already completely in charge. But I couldn’t resist. Besides, I wanted to show her the depths of my desire, in case she didn’t know it already. I wanted to show her how glad I was to see her there, how ready I was to submit to both her and Sarah. And maybe it worked, because as she lifted her lips from mine and stepped back, I saw her breasts rise and fall more rapidly in the window of the catsuit, the faint breathlessness of desire radiating out from her beautiful body she looked me up and down. 
 
    “Hi, Chris,” she said softly, placing her hands on her hips as she spoke. 
 
    “Hi, Mistress Tasha,” I said. I couldn’t help the smile that broke across my face, and my heart leapt as I saw it echoed on Tasha’s features. She was as excited by all this as I was. 
 
    “Fuck, I love hearing that,” Tasha said. “But words are cheap. You like my outfit?” 
 
    As she spoke, Tasha twirled gracefully on the spot, and my eyes took in her ass that strained against the latex that looked so tight it seemed to have been painted on before she turned around to face me again. 
 
    “I love it, Mistress Tasha.” 
 
    “Then show me,” Tasha smirked. “Get down on your knees and kiss my feet.” 
 
    Behind her, I heard Sarah laugh. And as intended, I felt my skin prickle with embarrassment. But I didn’t hesitate to do as she said. In its own strange way, it felt right. She was a goddess, and deserved to be worshiped as one. So right in front of everyone, I dropped to my knees in Pete and Sarah’s living room and kissed my girlfriend’s feet. I planted my lips against each of her boots in turn, debasing myself completely as she stood triumphantly above me. Glancing up, I saw her look over at Sarah, and I knew that Tasha wanted the other woman’s approval. Acting the way she was, I also knew she was going to get it. 
 
    “Good,” Tasha said above me. “I like to see you know your place. Apparently you can’t handle being a free man, so you’re going to have to remain our slave” 
 
    “Only this time, it’s forever.” I could feel Sarah’s high heels vibrating on the floor as much as I could hear them as she walked toward us. She stood next to Tasha, staring down at me with those blue eyes burning, completely beautiful and darkly threatening. And in a moment of inspiration, I leaned forward with my hands on the floor. Without being told, I kissed Sarah’s feet as well, making the two women share a devious smile with one another as I debased myself. But Sarah’s face was serious again as she turned back to me. 
 
    “We let you go free so we could see if this was what you really wanted,” Sarah went on. “But clearly, it is. Just like that other little bitch boy over there. Some boys just can’t handle having a penis. So you’re lucky you have women like us to lock it away.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah,” I said, gazing up at the two women standing above me like sex personified while I groveled on the floor. “Thank you, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress Tasha.” Seized by submissive impulses, I leaned forward and began to kiss her feet again. Both of them, moving my head from Tasha to Sarah and back again, showering the gleaming boots with kisses while my cock throbbed and raged in my pants. If you’re going to give up your freedom, go all the way. And for a while, the women just stood there, letting me grovel and worship their feet while they enjoyed the feelings of power that were no doubt flowing through them. 
 
    “I invited Tasha here because your girlfriend should be part of this,” Sarah said at last. As she spoke, she stood on one foot, gripping Tasha’s shoulder for balance. Hooking the toe of her other foot under my chin, Sarah slowly raised my face so that I was looking up at her as she spoke. “Because from now on, she’s going to own your cock. By the end of the day, were going to have you begging us to take your penis away. And Tasha’s the woman who’s going to do it. She’s going to own you from now on, the way I own my husband. She’ll be your mistress. Of course, that doesn’t mean I don’t still get to play with you.” Now Sarah smiled, the bright burning smile that made me tremble where I kneeled on the floor at her feet. “After all, having a chastity boy living in my building is too good an opportunity to ignore. Maybe Tasha will let me have a spare key to your cock. Maybe not. The point is, once the device goes on, that thing belongs to her.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah,” I said, panting already as I stared up at them both. “Yes, Mistress Tasha.” 
 
    “Oh my God, he actually means it, too!”  
 
    Turning to Sarah, Tasha clapped her hands together in glee, jumping up and down to make her breasts jiggle in the window of the catsuit. Overcome with the joy of the moment, she had abandoned her dominatrix persona. But that only made her more desirable to me. To know that was what this woman really wanted. Instead of just a snarling mistress, she was a real person who took real joy in acting this way. Sarah, more practiced at these games, simply offered my girlfriend a cool smile. 
 
    “Of course he does,” she said. “He’s yours now. He had his chance to be free, and he realized he doesn’t deserve it. So he’s yours forever. As long as you want him, anyway.” 
 
    Tasha turned her burning eyes on me as Sarah spoke. She couldn’t stop smiling, and her red lips parted to show her white teeth as she grinned with excitement. Again, she looked me up and down while I kneeled at her feet, as though drunk with the possibilities that lay before her. 
 
    “I want to see it,” Tasha said. “Take off your clothes, Chris. I want to see the cock I own now.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Tasha,” I said. After all, I knew it was coming. Without rising from the floor, I lifted my shirt over my head and pulled down my pants. Predictably, my cock sprang out, hard and ready for sex I still hoped I might get, no matter how remote the chances seemed. Both women laughed as they saw it, giddy with my obvious desire as I kneeled in front of them. Then, Sarah swept the riding crop out of the holster on her hip. Leaning forward, she tapped the tip against my backside, and I winced, more in knowledge of the pain she could deliver than any pain she was currently delivering. 
 
    “I decided that we need to show you what you’re losing,” Sarah said as she grinned down at me with Tasha standing beside her. “It’s no good locking away a slave who doesn’t know what it means. So we’re going to have some fun with you. You’ll probably get to cum a lot. Tasha and I certainly will, and it’s your job to make sure we do. But when the fun’s over and your balls are drained, that’s it. Locked. No more orgasms for you until Tasha says so.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah,” I said through trembling lips. It wasn’t like I was going to forget what this day meant. But as always, she seemed determined to drive it home to me, to reinforce everything that was happening. My impulse to get this frightening experience over with meant nothing to her. And in her way, I supposed in some dim level of my brain, she was making sure that this was what I really wanted. But I had no doubts. As much as it scared me, looking at the two latex-clad goddesses above me, I knew I couldn’t turn away from this. 
 
    “All right. To the bedroom then. Crawl on your hands and knees like the horny little puppy you are. You too, Pete. Boys belong on their knees. Only women get to walk.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah,” I heard him say behind me. 
 
    “And get those clothes off too,” Sarah added as an afterthought. “Pets don’t wear clothes, and that’s what you two are for the day. Our submissive little sex pets.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah.” 
 
    Behind me, I could hear Pete quickly shedding his clothes. But I didn’t pay much attention. Tasha had turned, her shining boots moved across the floor she began to walk toward the bedroom. On hands and knees, I followed her, my hard cock swaying with every move as I followed those sharp heels that echoed in front of me like the soundtrack to my humiliating lust. Tasha reached the bedroom and turned, standing with her hands on her hips again as she watched me crawl toward her. And behind me, Sarah approached, her own high heels echoing on the floor. 
 
    “On the bed, slut,” Sarah ordered, and her riding crop made a soft thump on the mattress as she brought it down hard. I climbed onto the mattress, my heart swelling with hope and desire. Then Tasha climbed onto the bed too, followed by Sarah, the two women on top of me as they pinned me down to the mattress. I could feel the warmth of their bodies through the thin latex that covered them, could hear the creaking of their suits as they strained to contain two gorgeous figures. Together, Tasha and Sarah rolled me over onto my stomach, and I grunted as my cock was trapped underneath me against the mattress. I felt them pull my arms behind my back, and I didn’t resist. I heard a set of handcuffs rattle and click, locking my wrists together in the small of my back.  
 
    Once my hands were bound, Tasha and Sarah rolled me over onto my back again. They were kneeling at either side of me, their breasts rising and falling in their catsuits, their breath made short by brief exertion and the tight corsets that they wore. Leaning over me, Tasha took my hard cock in her hand and began to slowly stroke. I moaned in pleasure, raising my hips from the bed as I thrust my cock toward her, and the women shared another laugh. 
 
    “I can’t believe I actually own a penis now,” Tasha said, speaking to Sarah as she continued to toy with my manhood. 
 
    “Yep. All yours. I mean, it’s not the greatest cock in the world. But it’s nice to know it’s all yours, no matter what you choose to do with it. Or not do with it. Besides, who knows? Down the line, maybe we’ll both add a few more to our collection.” 
 
    More feminine laughter filled the room, and I groaned in wild desire at the thoughts that exploded in my mind. These two queens, these goddesses, collecting cocks for the sheer joy of being in charge. If they wanted to, I didn’t doubt that they could. I wasn’t going to stop them. And Pete, kneeling on the floor over by the open bedroom door, certainly wasn’t. 
 
    “Now to remind this bitch boy what he’s giving up,” Sarah said. “We should probably get his first orgasm out of the way nice and quick so that we can tease him more later. Maybe just a handjob for now. But by the time we’re finished with him, he’s going to be completely used up.” 
 
    “Sounds good to me,” Tasha said, her hands still moving up and down my cock as she turned her smiling face toward me. And as I gazed up at her, my desire boiling inside me along with feelings that were harder to explain, I had to admit to myself that it sounded good to me too. 
 
    

  

 
   
    21. Punishing Chris 
 
      
 
      
 
    Once again, I found myself in some strange version of heaven. A heaven where my greatest pleasure was to be helpless and powerless and used. A heaven where beautiful demons who looked like angels loomed over me, grinning with delight at one another as they toyed with me. A heaven that could sometimes feel like hell, but never stopped being everything I desired. The prisoner never wanted to escape. 
 
    Bolts of pleasure raced through me over and over again. Tasha’s hand slid up and down my cock, and every touch brought me closer and closer to explosion. I gazed up at the two goddesses kneeling at either side of me, smiling down at me, thoroughly enjoying the power they had over me. The power to make me squirm and moan, to make me vibrate with desperation and unignorable lust. It was turning them on, I knew, almost as much as it was me. Almost. Lying there beneath them, between them, I was a trembling ball of desperate desire. And I gazed up at them, watching the light shine off the curves of their bodies tightly wrapped in flawless black latex, watching their beautiful faces smile and their eyes, bright blue and dark brown, glow as they looked down at me, lit from within by the fires of lust. I had never seen anything more divine. And for once, I was allowed to cum. I was allowed to give in to the wild pleasure these women were giving me, to let my body do what came naturally. I didn’t try to hold anything back. The things they had said, the strange threats they had made, all combined to make my head spin with its usual mix of fear and delight. I didn’t even try to resist. 
 
    A great shuddering groan rose through me, seeming to swell up from the very core of my being, as my orgasm approached. I cried out with a sudden release as my cock erupted in Tasha’s hand. I closed my eyes for a moment, trembling like a leaf in a storm as my dominant girlfriend skillfully milked the cum right out of my body. I could feel it splattering hot on my skin like the runoff of a volcano. And above me, the women cackled in pleasure, every moment of what was happening adding to their sense of complete and unrivaled power. 
 
    “It’s so easy to make boys cum, isn’t it?” I heard Sarah say. As I opened my eyes, I saw her grinning at Tasha across my captive body. And Tasha grinned back, my cock still in her hand, her hands still moving slowly up and down the shaft as I softened in her grip. She wanted to make sure I was completely drained, I supposed. And even as I lay there basking in the afterglow of orgasm, I still couldn’t keep my eyes off her body. Seeing her in the same outfit Sarah had worn to seduce me and make me into her slave made my head spin with desire and possibility. Tasha had been sexy to me from I saw her. But never sexier than she was now. My new mistress, I thought to myself with another shudder of lust. It was only fitting that she looked the way Sarah had. She was about to take over Sarah’s role in my life. And I had no choice about it. That was the most thrilling thing of all. Lying there gazing up at these two goddesses, I knew I was watching one transfer ownership of me to the other without my input being required at all. I was their property, to do whatever they liked with. Theirs to toy with and use. There is no better feeling than that. 
 
    “It is,” Tasha said. Smiling just as much as Sarah was, she finally released her grip on my cock, letting it fall back limp against my leg. Drained for now, but not for long, I knew. These women turned me on too much. After the last time they had played with me, I learned that my desire wasn’t going to subside. At least, not that easily. It would take more than a dominatrix handjob to calm the lust that raged inside my body every time I looked at these two goddesses. Every time I heard the latex of their catsuits creak with their movements, every time I watched their breasts bounce in the cutout window designed to display them, I felt again the start of desire. And the situation I was in, cuffed and naked on Pete and Sarah’s bed, only increased my desire. Knowing these women could do whatever they wanted with me was turning me on just the way it always did. 
 
    “So messy, though,” Sarah said, clicking her tongue in mock disapproval as she spoke. “We’ll need to clean this up. I know what. Pete, go fetch a towel from the bathroom. You can be our towel boy for this orgy.” 
 
    Tasha exploded in bright laughter at Sarah’s words, and Sarah laughed too. But Pete wasn’t laughing. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah,” he said it a dull voice from the foot of the bed. Rising to his feet, he moved toward the open door of the bedroom and disappeared. I heard his footsteps moving through the small apartment, and he returned almost immediately with a towel in his hands. Approaching the bed, he reached out and handed it to his wife. Taking it from him, she bent over me, and I felt the soft fabric moving over my most sensitive area as Sarah wiped up the puddle of my orgasm from my thighs, cock, and balls. She was thorough. By the time she was done, my cock was thickening again. Already rising back toward hardness just from her touch, just from the way she and Tasha looked. Satisfied, Sarah tossed the towel carelessly toward her husband who taken a position at the foot of the bed again. 
 
    “Go rinse that out, towel boy,” Sarah said mockingly, not even looking at her husband as she spoke. “I don’t want to it to stain.”  
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah.” 
 
    As always, Pete obeyed. Picking up the towel, he stepped out of the bedroom again, returning to the bathroom. But I didn’t pay much attention. Already, the girls were descending on me again. I could feel their hands on my chest, their latex-covered knees against my sides, and my head swiveled from one to the other, unable to believe my luck and what was happening. 
 
    “That’s one orgasm out of the way,” Sarah said. “I wonder how many you have in you today?” 
 
    “Only one way to find out,” Tasha smirked. “I want these balls completely drained before I lock them away.” 
 
    As she spoke, Tasha took hold of my balls between my legs and squeezed, gently but firmly. I grimaced, as much at the thought of the symbolism of the gesture as at any pain she was causing me. And both women laughed again, delighted with their ownership of my manhood. Feeling Tasha’s hand wrapped around my balls was a unique experience. The warmth of her hand gently cradling the sensitive flesh, at once welcoming and threatening. Because there was no denying the truth. I knew what the chastity device did to me, and the power it gave the woman who held its key. She would own my balls. And my cock, too. Everything that made me a man would be her property, to do as she liked. And seeing the way she warmed more and more to her dominant role only made this woman more unbelievably attractive to me. I had fallen for her hard, and looking and acting the way she did, who could blame me? Tasha was, after all, And Absolute goddess. Just like Sarah was. The two of them together could get me to do anything. The thought of being owned by them with most erotic thing I could imagine. 
 
    No reply was required from me, or even requested. It didn’t matter what I thought or what I said. Tasha’s latex catsuit creaked and squeaked as she moved, and I groaned again as she lifted one shining leg and straddled my lap. Sarah inched back on the mattress to make room for Tasha as she sat above me, her beautiful body shining with every movement she made, her boobs threatening to spill out through the window of her catsuit as she bent over me. Her dark hair fell loose like curtains around her face, and the look of sadistic delight in her face thrilled me as she lay on top of me, pinning me underneath her, only the thin layer of latex catsuit separating my cock from her pussy. Between her thighs, I was hard again, my cock predictably throbbing against her in a way way I knew she could feel as she took a moment to savor her prize. I felt like her prey, some conquered animal waiting helplessly to be dispatched. And slowly, teasingly, Tasha reached down the length of her lovely body to the zipper between her legs. Slowly, she pulled it down. I felt the heat of her pussy against my shaft. I could feel her wetness, and the thought of her pussy leaking moisture inside the airless confines of the catsuit only made me tremble with desire even more. Rubbing her fingers over her pussy, Tasha scooped up her warm juices and anointed my cock with them, as though claiming me as her own. 
 
    Then, she wrapped her hand around my organ. Rising up on her knees, she positioned herself carefully, the head of my cock pressing against the swollen lips of her pussy. Carefully, she lowered herself down onto me. It didn’t matter how many times I felt that same wet snugness around my cock, it never lost any of its magic. I groaned at the pleasure of being inside Tasha, of finally being able to have sex with the woman who had become my girlfriend and my mistress all at once. And she groaned too, her hands rising up her body to cup her breasts through the tight latex she wore. Her nipples showed through the clinging material, her arousal obvious as she tilted her head back to let her dark hair tumble over her shoulders.  
 
    At the same time, she thrust her hips forward, her knees clamping my sides as she rocked back-and-forth on top of me. Tasha had gotten used to being watched. Or else she was just too turned on to care. But she was putting on a show as she bounced up and down on top of me, the light reflected on every gorgeous curve. Her cries of passion filled the bedroom, and as I felt pleasure swelling inside me once again, I could hardly believe what I was seeing was real. That this beautiful woman was having sex with me, that she wanted to own me, and that she was going to lock me away and make me her humble slave. In that moment, I welcomed it. I welcomed it all, the humiliation and the degradation, the captivity and torment. It was all worth it for moments like this, the exquisite ecstasy of being used by a woman I could barely believe existed. I would give her my manhood, my body and soul, just to feel now and again the raw pleasure of serving her like this. 
 
    But even as bliss crackled and raced up and down my spine, I should have known things were never going to be that easy. After all, for me and for Pete, humble slaves of two kinky dominant women, they never were. 
 
    Sarah moved on the bed beside me. Carefully, she rose to her feet, her high heels sinking dangerously into the mattress as she stood. Lifting one foot, she placed it on my chest, close to the base of my throat. I could feel the slender high heel of her patent leather boots digging into my skin as she pressed down on it, her eyes sparkling with malice. At the same time, she swept the riding crop out of its holster on her hip. I winced in anticipation as I watched her raise it, letting it lie for a moment across her shoulder as she looked down on me. I felt small and helpless as I gazed up at her, under her foot, overcome by her beauty and that of the woman still riding up and down on top of my cock. And as my body bounced to Tasha’s movements, I felt Sarah’s high heel digging more insistently into my skin. But I knew that was nothing compared to the pain I was about to receive. 
 
    “Can’t have you enjoying yourself too much down there,” Sarah said. “Besides, a little punishment might help you focus on what’s really important. Making sure your mistress is happy, not your own pointless pleasure.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah,” I groaned, knowing that no other response was acceptable to this cruel woman. But she didn’t even seem to hear. Anything I had to say was irrelevant. I was there solely to submit. 
 
    Sarah’s riding crop whistled through the air, and I braced myself for the impact I knew was coming. As the leather tip cracked against my chest, I heard Tasha gasp in shock. At the same time, I felt her pussy tighten around my shaft, and I was struck by the fact that my pain only seemed to increase her pleasure. And that was when the pain hit me. Spreading out from where Sarah had struck me, And Angry red burning crawled across my skin and made me rise on the bed. As much as I could between these two women, anyway. As much as I could move with Tasha on top of my hips and Sarah’s boot on my chest. 
 
    “Take it, bitch,” Sarah snarled, making Tasha laugh with a giggle that turned at once into a sob of pleasure. Sarah’s riding crop slashed the air as she brought it down again, making pain spread out like some blooming flower of torture across my skin. I gasped and groaned and gritted my teeth, unable to do anything about the pain I was feeling except to simply feel it and try to endure. Sarah’s eyes shone as she brought the riding crop down again and again, striking a different part of my chest with every blow to make sure I never quite got used to the pain. Soon, my skin was covered with the red marks of her cruelty, my whole chest burning from where she struck me over and over again. 
 
    And with each blow, Tasha cried out as though she were the one being beaten. With each blow of the riding crop, I felt her pussy tighten around my shaft. Her eyes were blazed as she watched me, glowing from within the shadows of her dark hair, and I knew without a shadow of a doubt that this sadistic display was turning my girlfriend on. Every time I moaned in pain, she groaned in desire. And soon, under the barrage of Sarah’s blows, I felt Tasha’s pussy tighten more strongly than ever around me. She threw back her head, her back arching as she thrust her hips forward, her legs trembling on either side of me as she gave in to orgasm. Above me, Sarah groaned in delight, thrilled at the part she had played in making Tasha cum. 
 
    And the worst part was, it worked. Sarah’s beating had indeed forced me to focus on something else, mingling the sensations of pleasure and pain until I could barely tell one from the other. My cock was rock hard inside Tasha, and I groaned in pleasure as I felt her cum all over me, her hot juices pouring down between the valley of my thighs as she gave in. But I didn’t cum. The burning pain all over my chest was enough to keep me trembling just this side of orgasm, not quite able to let go the way I would have wanted. 
 
    “Oh my God, that was so fucking hot,” Tasha moaned. As her body relaxed, she slumped forward on top of me, her hands on my stomach for balance. She looked at me open-mouthed, her eyes half closed with pleasure, her cheeks flushed with obvious sexual ecstasy. Her breasts rose and fell in the cutout of her latex catsuit, the soft flesh rising and swelling provocatively with every desperate breath. 
 
    “It’s fun to hurt them sometimes,” Sarah said. “Even if only just to remind them that we can. That they need to do everything they can to make us happy, and even when they do, they might still get punished just because Mistress feels like being mean that day.” 
 
    With that, Sarah lifted her boot from my throat. I breathed a sigh of relief as I watched Sarah struggling to balance on the shifting surface of the mattress. Reaching out her hand, she placed it on Tasha’s shoulder as she circled around behind the other woman. Tasha turned her head to watch Sarah move, her long dark hair after obscuring her face from my view. But behind her, I could see Sarah raise the riding crop. Not nearly as high as she had when she had beaten me, admittedly. But she swung the crop down, making the leather tip Cracked against Tasha’s ass through the latex that strained to cover it. And as Tasha yelped in surprise, I felt her wet pussy tighten more around me, and groaned in disbelieving pleasure at what was happening. 
 
    “Just thought you should get a little taste of what he’s feeling,” Sarah said by way of explanation. “So you can see it’s not so bad.” 
 
    “No, it’s not,” Tasha said, smiling up at the other woman. “In fact, it’s kind of hot.” 
 
    I didn’t bother to point out the obvious. That Sarah hadn’t struck Tasha with anything like the force she struck me. She had given the other woman a playful little spank, not the energetic swings she had taken at me. There was nothing more pointless than arguing with a mistress. And after all, I was still desperately horny, my cock still throbbing with the desire for release that only these two women could give it. 
 
    “Naughty girl,” Sarah grinned. “Don’t tell me you’ve got a submissive streak too? Because I have to be honest. That ass of yours was made for spanking.” 
 
    Tasha giggled, and Sarah laughed with her. 
 
    “No, I don’t think I’m submissive,” Tasha said thoughtfully. “I mean, I think what we’re doing here kind of proves I’m not. But, you know. In the heat of the moment, I can see how it’s sometimes fun to lose control.” 
 
    “Isn’t that the truth,” Sarah said, her eyes shining. “I’ve got an idea. Here. Get up.” 
 
    Still balancing with some difficulty on the shifting mattress, Sarah held out her hand to Tasha. Tasha took it, her eyelids fluttering as she climbed off me and my still-hard cock slid out of her pussy. Lifting her leg over me, Tasha pivoted to kneel on the bed beside me. At the same time, Sarah, towering above us all like the mistress of ceremonies, turned to her watching husband. 
 
    “Get up here,” she ordered, her riding crop slashing the air as she pointed to the bed at her feet. “You’ve got more cleaning up to do. Only this time, you won’t need a towel.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah.” 
 
    Pete knew what was coming. So did I. And I watched in fascination as he lumbered toward the bed. Just as Sarah directed, he climbed onto the mattress that was becoming increasingly crowded. He lay down beside me, pushed onto his back by Sarah’s boot on his shoulder. She stood above him as she had stood above me, one foot on his chest, the riding crop in her hand. Turning her eyes on me, she pointed the weapon toward me. 
 
    “You,” she snapped. “Get off the bed. I know your owner wants to make you cum lots, but you can just watch this next bit.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah.” 
 
    Sitting up, I inched toward the edge of the bed and swung my legs off. My cuffed hands made my movements difficult, but no one was about to help me. Rising to my feet, I turned, standing beside the bed and ready to watch everything that was going on. 
 
    Smiling again, Sarah helped Tasha climbed on top of her husband. Pete grimaced as my girlfriend inched her body toward his face. Finally, she straddled his head, her dripping pussy pressed to his mouth. Directed by Sarah, Tasha used her knees to pin his arms down against the bed. Not that Pete was trying to fight at all. He just lay there, as helpless and conquered as I would have been in the same situation. And as Tasha groaned in pleasure, I knew that Pete was eating my orgasm out of her again. 
 
    Meanwhile, Sarah climbed off the bed. I felt her hand on my shoulder for balance as she stepped down next to me. Then, with a cheeky grin, she turned. I watched her raise her hand and bring it down with a loud slap against Tasha’s ass. The firm flesh rippled underneath the skintight latex, and Tasha moaned in pleasure as she rode Pete’s face while his wife spanked her. Sarah raised her hand again, and again brought it down, this time on Tasha’s other cheek. As I watched Tasha’s ass jiggle and heard her moans of pleasure, my cock throbbed and ached, still coated with the juices of her orgasm. She looked unbelievably sexy, receiving both pleasure and pain, thrusting her hips back and forward over Pete’s face, completely uncaring about anything but sex.  
 
    Sarah slid the riding crop back into the holster at her hip. Stepping away from the bed for a moment, she reached up and grabbed a fistful of my hair. I grunted as she pulled my head down toward the bed, bending at the waist to do what she wanted. She steered my head closer and closer to Tasha’s ass until it filled my vision completely, the tight latex shining with her movements and showing off the perfect round shape of my girlfriend’s body as her muscles tensed and relaxed, rubbing her wet pussy all over Pete’s face while he ate her out. 
 
    “Doesn’t your girlfriend have such a sexy ass, slave boy?” Sarah snarled in my ear while Tasha moaned above me. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah, she does,” I said truthfully. 
 
    “She’s so hot. You’re such a lucky boy. A girl like her should have a whole harem of studs to please her, don’t you think? Plus a stable of chastity boys like you to worship the ground she walks on.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah.” 
 
    Sarah’s words echoed inside my skull, creating wild visions of insane delights. Still, Tasha’s moving ass filled my vision, and I could smell our sex rising from her body as she bucked and moaned on top of Pete’s face. I could see his jaw moving underneath her, doing his best to bring her pleasure while he lay frustrated underneath her. 
 
    “Kiss it, then,” Sarah said, pushing my face further forward. “Kiss your mistress’s ass show her you know you’re not worthy of a body like hers.” 
 
    As swept up in desire as I was, I was more than willing to obey Sarah’s command. I heard Tasha gasp again as I pressed my lips to her ass, feeling the warmth of her body through the thin latex that covered it. I showered her ass with kisses while she rode Pete’s face, and Sarah still held my hair in her hand, howling with laughter as she watched me debase myself. At the same time, I heard the menacing hiss of her riding crop being drawn out of its holster. As Sarah released her grip on my hair, and her high heels stepped back on the bedroom floor, I knew what was coming. 
 
    “Keep kissing her ass, slave boy,” Sarah growled behind me. “Take your punishment like a man. Or at least close as you can be.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah,” I mumbled against Tasha’s ass as I delivered another passionate kiss. My girlfriend was crying with pleasure above me now, rocking her hips back and forward more aggressively on top of Pete’s face, and I had to keep moving my head to kiss the firm globes of her ass. As she pressed her backside back against me, I gratefully buried my face in the gap between her cheeks, my tongue sliding over the shining latex while she moaned in pleasure above me.  
 
    And then the riding crop fell. Sarah whipped my ass with real venom, and I moaned in pain against Tasha’s ass as the blow spread across my skin. But Sarah didn’t give me time to relax. The blows reigned down again and again, as Sarah set about reddening my entire ass the way she had already done with my chest. As the burning of one part of my skin melted into the other, the new pain harmonizing with the old, I was writhing and squirming on the spot. But I didn’t dare move. I didn’t dare fight back. Instead, I kept kissing my girlfriend’s ass while she sat on another man’s face, hearing her scream and squeal in pleasure as both Pete and I worshiped her body like the goddess she was. 
 
    Tasha came again. There was no doubt about that. Her screams of pleasure rang out in the bedroom, and again, I felt her body stiffen as though and electric current had been passed through it. For a moment, she paused on top of Pete’s face, his tongue no doubt buried inside her pussy while mine moved over her generous ass. I kept on kissing her, showing her just how I felt about her unbelievable beauty as I worshiped her with my mouth. Then, with a long sob of pleasure, Tasha leaned forward, supporting herself on the headboard in front of her while she basked in the afterglow of orgasm. 
 
    Sarah stopped whipping me. Instead, she grabbed me by the hair again and pulled me upright. The tip of her riding crop slid gently along the bobbing shaft of my cock, not hard enough to hurt, but dripping with menace all the same. 
 
    “Doesn’t it feel good to watch your mistress cum?” she said, her voice loud in my ear. 
 
    “Yes, it does, Mistress Sarah,” I answered. 
 
    “Good. I’m glad you like it. Because that’s a slave boy’s main duty and primary source of sexual pleasure. Watching his mistress cum. Once Tasha has this cock locked away, I’m going to make sure she has plenty of opportunities to tease you like I tease my pathetic bitch of a husband. Doesn’t that sound like fun?” 
 
    “if you say so, Mistress Sarah.” 
 
    Sarah laughed at my response. Over on the bed, Tasha laughed too, her shoulders shaking in the shining latex, her face still hidden by her dark hair. 
 
    “I do say so,” Sarah smirked. “So that’s how it’s going to be. Now, I can see how hard you still are at the thought of all this teasing and torment. So I’ve got another idea. And this one, I’m sure, you’re going to like.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    22. Asking For It 
 
      
 
    Once again, the scene changed. The bedroom the four of us were in became a whirl of activity again. For a moment, in that dim basal layer of my brain that was able to think about anything except desperate desire at times like this, it struck me that these scenes were almost like a play. All the actors had to take up new positions to perform their role. And Sarah was both the star and the director of this particular play, controlling everything that went on. Ruling with an iron fist. She was absolutely in her element, and she never looked more radiant than she did at these moments when she knew she was in total control. So odd, considering the way she was in her ordinary life. Sweet and funny and not at all cruel or demanding. Maybe that was the magic of it all, I reflected. A chance for her to play out a side of herself that rarely got indulged in her day-to-day life. Then again, these kinky games were becoming a bigger and bigger part of all our lives. Lately, it seemed like whenever we were together, we ended up in some kind of perverse situation like this. And I wasn’t complaining. My chest and my ass stung like fire from the blows of Sarah’s riding crop, but in its own weird way, that only served to enhance my pleasure. As though the brilliant bursts of light needed that darkness to play off. 
 
    But I didn’t have time or mental bandwidth for philosophizing about the situation I found myself in. Sarah wanted to use me in a new way now, and so I had to do as I was told. 
 
    Carefully, Sarah helped Tasha climb off Pete’s face and off the bed. Her movements were so gentle when she touched the other woman, and so fierce when she dealt with me or Pete. Just another example of the sexual imbalance between us that made the whole situation so appealing. Tasha wobbled a little on her tall heels as she stood beside the bed next to Sarah and me. I saw her flushed face shining at me with an intoxicating smile. I couldn’t help myself. I returned that smile. Standing there, my hands cuffed behind my back and my cock hard and shining with her juices as it projected out in front of me, my chest and ass red with the beating Sarah had given me, I smiled at my girlfriend. Right there in Sarah and Pete’s bedroom, we shared a little moment. A moment that reminded us both that, as absorbing as the scene was, it remained a game. The sexiest and naughtiest and most exciting game we had never played, but a game nonetheless. The whole point, much as we might pretend otherwise, was to have fun. 
 
    “Stay there, honey,” Sarah said to her husband. The flexible shaft of her riding crop bent as she pressed the tip down on her husband’s chest, keeping him in place. He stared up at Sarah wild-eyed, his arms splayed above his head. These two had been playing kinky games since before I came back from Saudi Arabia and became part of them. But something told me they had never gone anything like this far. This was new ground for all of us. Uncharted waters that Sarah was leading us into, guided by nothing more than her own kinky desires and her wild sexual creativity. The woman was full of surprises. But we were all, in our different ways, more than happy to be along for the ride. Even Pete, lying there frustrated and tormented, a prisoner of his wife’s beauty and her wild kinkiness as she plotted some new outrageous scene. 
 
    With her husband secured, Sarah set her riding crop down on the bed beside Pete. I watched her climb onto the mattress, the skintight latex catsuit growing even tighter with her movements. She climbed on top of him, one knee on his chest, the other on the mattress above his head. As she reached down to the zipper of her catsuit and pulled it apart, revealing her pussy to her husband as he gazed up at her from underneath, I thought I knew what was coming. 
 
    “Go ahead and kiss it,” Sarah said indulgently. “You know you want to. Kiss your wife’s pussy and see how wet this is all making me. Just one kiss, though. I know how carried away you get when you’re down there.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah,” Pete said obediently. Lifting his head from the mattress, he pressed his lips against his wife’s pussy, kissing it passionately. Sarah chuckled above him, savoring the sensation of power it gave her to torment him like this. And with effort, Pete let his head drop back down onto the mattress underneath her after just that one kiss. I felt his pain. I knew how tempting it could be, whenever we got any sort of contact with these women we adored, to press things further. But Sarah had her husband incredibly well-trained. 
 
    “Okay, stud,” Sarah said mockingly. She turned to smile at me over her shoulder, stray strands of her red hair breaking free to hang around her flushed cheeks. “Go ahead and fuck me. And make it a good. Make me cum, or I’ll have to beat your ass again.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sarah.” 
 
    Why would I resist a command like that? Instead, I stepped forward at once, and Sarah laughed at my obvious eagerness to perform. Her boots hung off the edge of the bed, and I kneeled on the mattress as I climbed up behind her, positioning myself carefully. At the same time, Sarah arched her back, thrusting her hips back toward me. I groaned as the wet lips of the pussy Pete had just kissed moved over the head of my cock, teasing me. And Pete lay directly beneath us, staring up at his wife’s pussy and my cock about to enter it. I could only imagine how it must feel to lie there, and what reserves of self-control it required for him not to fight back. After all, unlike me, he wasn’t handcuffed. But I knew that what kept him in place was far more powerful than any amount of bondage. His desire for Sarah and his perverse pleasure at serving her was more than enough to make him obey. Just as it was for me. 
 
    I felt her take hold of my cock. I pushed my hips forward as she guided it inside, and I groaned out loud at the tightness of her pussy enveloping me. She groaned too, muscular spasms making her sex even tighter around mine as she welcomed me inside. How many wild nights I dreamed about fucking Sarah, but never like this. Never with her captive husband trapped underneath us and forced to watch at close range as I entered his groaning wife. And as always, Sarah absolutely loved it. She loved to be watched, especially by her husband, and this was the most humiliating version of that yet. 
 
    “Make sure he fucks me good,” Sarah said in a voice that already dripped with desire as she turned her head toward Tasha. And behind me, I heard again the sound of a riding crop being swept out of its holster, and fear and desire made me shudder where I kneeled on the bed, my cock buried inside my best friend’s wife.  
 
    “Oh, don’t worry about that,” I heard Tasha say in a voice that dripped with danger. “He knows his whole role in life is to satisfy women.” 
 
    “Good,” Sarah sighed happily. On her hands and knees, she turned her head away, staring at the opposite wall of the bedroom and bracing herself. And I knew exactly what to do. After all, there was nothing I wanted more. Rocking my hips back-and-forth, I began to thrust my cock deep inside Sarah, making her moan and howl with pleasure. With every thrust, her pussy spasmed more tightly around me, her beautiful body shining in its latex outfit as she rocked with the force of my thrusts. 
 
    Behind me, Tasha wasn’t idle. As I pulled my hips back in preparation for another powerful thrust, she swung her own riding crop at me, making firm contact with my ass. I moaned in pain as she whipped my already reddened ass, reigniting the pain of Sarah’s blows. And Tasha just laughed. Caught up in the wild pleasure of sadism, she swung her riding crop again and again, whipping my ass just as eagerly as Sarah had. 
 
    There was nothing I could do to stop her. There was nothing I could do to mitigate the pain except channel it into greater efforts as I pounded Sarah from behind. Soon, she was screaming in bliss, bracing herself with her arms as every thrust of mine threatened to throw her forward. Pete was silent underneath us, trapped and watching as my cock thundered in and out of his wife and her pussy spasmed around me. The juices of her desire poured out of her, dripping down onto her husband’s face as he watched me fuck her. And I growled and snarled as Tasha continued whipping me, driving my cock in and out of Sarah as savagely as I could, channeling all that pain into a monster fuck. 
 
    Sarah screamed. Sarah howled. As her pussy tightened like a fist around my cock, I knew she was going to cum. Hot juices erupted out of her like a geyser, and I felt them pouring over my shaft, over my balls, running like honey down my inner thighs. I couldn’t see, but I could imagine Pete’s face beneath us getting showered with the evidence of his wife’s orgasm as she screamed and howled. And I couldn’t take anymore. The kinky situation was just too powerful to resist, and my balls tightened against my body as my cock exploded inside Sarah. She moaned and gasped as she felt my orgasm, my leaping cock pumping my cum deep inside another man’s wife. And Sarah rubbed her hips back-and-forth, riding my cock as her spasming pussy milked every drop out of me. 
 
    Finally, with a sigh, I sat back. My cock slid easily out of Sarah’s well-lubricated pussy, still throbbing with desire and shining with her juices. I felt Tasha’s hand on my shoulder I slid off the bed. 
 
    Meanwhile, Sarah didn’t even seem to notice. Rising up on her knees, she repositioned herself on top of her husband. We all knew what was coming as she faced the headboard, trapping Pete’s upper arms under her knees the way Tasha had done earlier. Her pussy, filled with my cum, hovered above her husband’s captive face. And Pete gazed up at her with a look of abject humiliation and desperate hunger on his face. Once again, chastised and humiliated, he was going to be forced to eat somebody else’s orgasm. 
 
    “Clean up time, towel boy,” Sarah laughed. “Don’t say I never give you anything.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sar-“ Pete didn’t even have time to finish his customary expression of obedience. Spreading her knees wider, Sarah lowered her dripping pussy down onto his face, muffling his words as she used his mouth as a sex toy. And Pete began licking and kissing right away, slurping up the orgasm I just pumped into his wife as though nothing had ever tasted better in his life. I knew that wasn’t the case. I knew he would still be vibrating with shame and humiliation, completely disgraced by doing what he was doing. We all knew how little choice he had. His desire for his dominatrix wife was just that great. He would do whatever he was told. And so, we all knew, would I. 
 
    Clearly, Tasha intended to take advantage of that fact. 
 
    “Kneel,” she said in a firm voice beside me. I turned toward her to see her eyes shining, her red lips unsmiling for once. With the riding crop in her hand, she pointed to the floor at her feet. Her other hand pressed down on my shoulder, leaving me in no doubt about what she wanted. And without a word of protest, I sank to my knees in front of her. I had my back to Sarah and Pete now, but I could still hear her growing cries of pleasure as her husband ate her out. And as Tasha took half a step toward me, her high heels clicking on the floor as she brought her pussy toward my face, I knew what was expected of me. Sticking out my tongue, I ran its tip over her swollen lips, and Tasha sighed in pleasure. At the same time, I felt the tip of her riding crop tapping against my ass. Not whipping me, not this time. Just reminding me that she could. 
 
    “Do a good job, slave boy,” she said above me as her free hand gripped a handful of my hair. “Make me cum while I watch Sarah get her pussy eaten.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Tasha,” I said, but my words were muffled as I kept my lips pressed against her sex. Not that she was complaining. Already, I could feel her sex trembling against my mouth, and I knew the effect I was having on her. Her riding crop kept tapping against my ass as she thrust her hips forward, crushing my face against her pelvis. And I drank down her juices as they flowed out of her gratefully, sliding my tongue inside her warm tightness, feeling a frustrated form of ecstasy as my cock twitched and throbbed. It hung down between my thighs, drained but not completely conquered. And tasting Tasha’s sex was a surefire way to get my arousal simmering inside me once again. As I licked and kissed and felt that riding crop tapping steadily against my ass, as I listened to Tasha’s cries of pleasure get louder and louder as she gave into her selfish lust, my cock began to harden and rise once again. 
 
    Tasha wasn’t the only one in the throes of pleasure. On the bed behind me, I could hear Sarah moaning and crying in bliss. I knew the devious way her mind worked. I knew that the sheer craziness of the situation would be doing almost as much for her desire as her husband’s lips and tongue were. As I continued to tongue Tasha’s slit, I heard Sarah crying out behind me in yet another orgasm. And the spasming of Tasha’s pussy against my mouth told me that my new mistress wasn’t far behind. Once again, Sarah and Pete’s bedroom rang out with the cries of female pleasure, the selfish delight these women took in using us for their own purposes. If this was how it felt to be a sex toy, I never wanted to be anything else. 
 
    I heard Sarah cum on the bed behind me, her moans and groans punctuated by the wet slurping of Pete’s mouth between her legs. At the same time, Tasha placed her free hand on my shoulder. Her riding crop stopped tapping against my ass, held instead against my back as my goddess lifted one foot from the floor. I groaned as I felt the toe of her shiny patent leather boot tapping against my cock, and Tasha laughed in a voice that dripped with pleasure as she toyed with my manhood. 
 
    “Are you getting hard again down there, slut?” she sneered. And the sound of her voice acted like a trigger to make my cock surge and leap, hardening against her boot as she rubbed the slick leather up and down the underside of my shaft. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Tasha,” I answered, speaking into her pussy as I continued to lick her. But after all, my response was hardly necessary. I knew that Tasha could feel my desire for her through the leather of her boots as she continued to torment me. 
 
    “Such a horny boy,” she said breathlessly. “So desperate to cum for your mistress. Well, enjoy it while it lasts. I can’t wait to have this cock under lock and key. I can’t wait until you have to beg me for every orgasm, beg me to so much as touch your cock with my boot. It’s going to be so much fun. For me, anyway. I don’t really care if it is for you or not.” 
 
    I groaned at Tasha’s words. She knew exactly what she was doing to me. She knew that the more she acted like a heartless dominatrix, the more I wanted her. And all the while, her boot kept sliding up and down my shaft, bringing me new waves of pleasure while I continued licking her pussy on my knees. 
 
    Tasha moaned as I slid my tongue inside her, probing ever deeper in search of a fresh wave of her juices. I felt her pussy clench around my tongue, and I groaned with lust. Her hand gripped the back of my head, and she crushed my face with her sex as she forced her hips forward. Her orgasm tore through her, filling the room with her shrieks of wild pleasure. And at the same time, I came too. My orgasm caught me almost by surprise, racing through my body before I realized what was happening. My cock exploded in the air, spurting hot cum all over her foot. 
 
    As her pleasure subsided, Tasha stepped back. Her eyes were glassy as she looked down at me, her latex catsuit shining as she panted, her breasts heaving in the tempting cutout window as she stood above me. Seeing the mess I left on her shining boots, she smiled, a glassy-eyed smile spreading across cheeks that glowed red with sexual pleasure. Wobbling on her high heels, she stepped toward the bed and flopped down onto the mattress. 
 
    Beside her, Sarah climbed off her husband and sat down on the edge of the bed next to Tasha. Pete was hidden from my view now, only his legs visible as he lay behind these two queens. Sarah wrapped an arm around Tasha’s narrow corseted waist, and Tasha smiled gleefully as the other woman pressed her body against her. I turned on my knees to gaze up at them both, two goddesses who lost none of their wild sex appeal despite the multiple orgasms I had. 
 
    “Look at that,” Sarah murmured. Her shining blue eyes were looking down at Tasha’s boot, and I knew what she was talking about. Reaching a blind arm behind her, she took hold of her own riding crop and brought it around in front of her. I watched, trembling with anticipation, as she wiped its tip through the cum on Tasha’s boot. 
 
    “Some boys just can’t control themselves, can they?” Sarah said. “That’s why they belong under lock and key. I mean, look at this pathetic excuse for a man. We gave him his freedom. We even fucked him, gave him the best sex of his life. And what does he do? Comes crawling back, begging to be locked up again.” 
 
    “I guess that’s just where he belongs,” Tasha said, her dark eyes blazing as she smiled at me. “Groveling at the feet of superior women who own his little penis.” 
 
    They both laughed at that. At the same time, Sarah lifted her riding crop, pointing the tip toward me so that it dangled in front of my face. 
 
    “Lick up your mess,” she said, her eyes blazing with fresh fire as she looked at me. “Pete’s not the only one who has to clean up around here. You need to be punished for your lack of self-control. Lick it all up while we laugh at you.” 
 
    I hesitated. Handcuffed or not, these women had control of everything I wanted. I knew I had to do as they said. I knew that was what I was signing up for when I came here and begged Sarah to lock me up again. Still, this was my least favorite part of service to her. But Sarah never gave an order she didn’t mean. As much as she smiled and laughed and enjoyed herself during these crazy games, she was always 100% serious. I knew she meant what she said, and the burning pain of my chest and ass was there to remind me what these women could do to me if I displeased them. 
 
    So, with both my mistresses watching, I stuck out my tired tongue and began to lick the tip of Sarah’s riding crop. Both women erupted in laughter as I cringed, licking my cum off the leather. Then, Sarah laid the crop over my shoulder, the shaft bending as she pushed it down. 
 
    “Now clean your cum off your mistress’s boot,” she ordered. I bent at the waist to do as I was told, and felt Sarah rest her boots on my shoulders while I pressed my mouth to Tasha’s feet. I cringed as my tongue ran over the patent leather, scooping up my sticky cum and swallowing it as quickly as I could. Above me, both women sat back and enjoyed the show. I didn’t need to look up at them to know that they would be beaming with delight, their eyes shining and their pretty faces lit up with sadistic pleasure. 
 
    But I knew my place. I stayed down on the floor on my knees, licking Tasha’s boot until every trace of my cum was gone. My stomach churned, and my cheeks prickled with the heat of shame almost as much as my ass burned from the blows of the women’s riding crops. But I did what I had to do. I licked my orgasm off my girlfriend’s boot while she watched, enjoying my complete debasement. 
 
    “You know, I think that’s as good a place to end it as any,” Sarah said. “I didn’t have a big finale planned. I figured we would just see how it went. But I think it’s fitting that his last orgasm before we lock him away should be a completely humiliating one. I mean, you’re so far above him that he should be honored to be allowed to cum on your boot. And he should always have to lick up his mess like a good boy.” 
 
    “Agreed,” Tasha chuckled. I felt her toes moving through the leather as I continued to lick, her tight boots creaking with every movement she made just like the catsuit that hugged her beautiful body. 
 
    “All right, slave,” Sarah said, addressing me. “As we all know, you can’t handle freedom. You’d rather be a little chastity slave. So beg us to lock you up. Beg us to own your little cock forever. And make it convincing, if you want to play with us like this again.” 
 
    “Please,” I said at once, my very first word drawing more laughter from the watching women. I kept my face low, pressed against Tasha’s boot. I felt unable to look at them in that moment, as much as I wanted to bask again in their dominant beauty. I felt so pathetic, so humiliated, so completely conquered. And even though my cock was soft at last, dangling limp and useless between my legs, desire still raged inside me. In the presence of these two women, I was starting to think, I would never feel anything else. 
 
    “Please lock my cock away, Mistress Tasha,” I begged. “Please own my cock forever. It’s yours. You own it. You own me. I’m not worthy to serve you, but please keep me as your humble chastity slave, and I’ll do whatever you tell me from now on.” 
 
    “Wow,” Sarah said, swinging her boots off my back as she spoke. “Who could refuse an offer like that?” 
 
    “Not me,” Tasha said, with a grin in her voice. At the same time, Sarah stood. I listened to her high heels on the bedroom floor as she stepped around me, moving over to the dresser. I knew what lay there. My stomach fluttered nervously, and in the back of my brain, a voice screamed at me that I was making a big mistake. But all the empty nights of my life flashed before me, reminding me of the alternative. Yes, freedom was nice. But it was nothing compared to what these women gave me. The sheer pleasure of losing control was intoxicating, and I was hooked. I needed it. No matter what it cost. 
 
    “Stand up.” Sarah stepped around behind me again, and as I rose to my feet, she sat down on the bed next to Tasha. It was all I could do not to Gasped as I saw the black plastic chastity device in her hand, the same as the one locked onto Pete’s manhood. Solemnly, Sarah handed the device to Tasha, who took it in her hands and smiled up at me. Under Sarah’s direction, she dismantled it. 
 
    “This is it, Chris,” Sarah said, looking up at me. “Your last chance to say no. Once Tasha locks your cock away, you become her property for as long as she decides to keep you. Maybe forever. And it’s not going to be all fun and games like it was before. Now we know what a pathetic chastity boy you are and that you can’t make it on your own, we’re probably both going to be even meaner to you” 
 
    “That’s right,” Tasha giggled beside her. “I’m really looking forward to owning a penis that I never have to touch. I’m going to drive you absolutely crazy and make you do the most perverted things, and even then, maybe I’ll never give you what you want. I’ll just keep teasing you forever. Is that what you want?” 
 
    I hesitated. Who wouldn’t? Again, that voice in my brain shrieked at me to say no. To take advantage of this last chance to regain my freedom, before my life changed irreparably. But as always, desire was stronger. I gazed down at the two women, their incredible hourglass figures flaunted by the tight corsets and latex catsuits, their breasts swelling in the cutout windows with every breath they took, their tall boots shining in the light and their riding crops at the ready. Two cruel dominatrixes that I couldn’t tear myself away from. Two evil mistresses that I absolutely adored. 
 
    I stepped forward. 
 
    “Please take my cock, Mistress Tasha,” I said. 
 
    “Okay. You asked for it.” 
 
    Tasha leaned forward, bending at the waist as much as her corset would allow. Sarah watched as the other woman hooked the base of the chastity device with its heavy battery pack around my cock and balls. Then, Tasha slid the hard plastic tube over my cock. As she pushed the two pieces together, the mechanism whirred, and the chastity device gave a loud click. A click that we all knew said that my freedom was over. That I was owned, body and soul. That a beautiful woman had taken possession of me and made me her own. And as I let out a long sigh, Tasha squirmed with delight, and Sarah giggled beside her. 
 
    “This is going to be so much fun,” Sarah said, wrapping her arm around Tasha’s narrow waist again. I watched as my girlfriend hugged her back, the two of them pressing their beautiful bodies together while delight shone in their eyes. “We’re like, chastity sisters now. We both own a cock, and it feels amazing.” 
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