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"Your place is on your knees, watching me enjoy a nice cock. Your job is to make sure I have a good time, no matter what it takes–being my dildo, offering your ass for me to spank, opening your mouth and taking whatever I put in it…"

Helena


Prey

Helena could always spot ‘em.  A little soft in the face. Maybe a little short. Friendly, but nervous. Acquiescent. Weak. Yes, those were the sort she was on the hunt for. Soft men, ones Helena could twist around her finger and have them not only bend willingly but even thank her for the opportunity. She laughed to herself at the sight of the man across the room. Between the all-business haircut, the chunky stainless steel watch, and the wrap-around banded bicep tattoo it was painfully obvious how hard he was trying to look like the big man he wasn’t and no amount of masculine flair kept him from looking like a deer in headlights every time he found himself talking to one of the launch party’s chic female guests.

Launch parties were fertile hunting grounds for Helena. So were film screenings, gallery openings, and fashion shows–basically any high culture gathering subsidized by ticket sales to soft men who wished they sat at the cool kids table, but didn’t. She lingered over by the bar, sipping on fresh bubbles as she waited for an opportunity to open up. In her black lace bodysuit–obscene even with the built-in undergarments that covered the most tawdry bits–and her long black opera gloves, Helena looked like a nouveau Audrey Hepburn by way of Yves Saint Laurent, her chestnut brown swirled up into a low beehive, her lips a smoky red. The man she was watching anxiously sipped his drink as he fumbled a conversation with some actress-by-night type who nodded politely but looked desperate for an exit. She eyed her empty glass and, acting as if it was time for a refill, began to excuse herself.

It was the opening Helena was looking for.

Just as Mr. Awkward was rambling a goodbye, Helena swooped in to spare his lithe conversation partner. “Wait, don’t tell me, you’re…” Helena feigned trying to think of his name, building up her pause to make this seem like an important networking encounter before bringing him back down to earth. “...one of the A/V guys who worked on the launch, right?”

It was a total gut punch, a suggestion Mr. Awkward was little more than “the help” in getting everything ready for the celebration party of the new Chanel unisex fragrance line and Helena was merely recognizing him from preparations that she in actuality had nothing to do with. Not that Mr. Awkward knew that.

“Uhhh, no, uhh,” stammered Mr. Awkward with a pained smile and a coughed laugh. “I’m just a guest. Norman is my, um, my name.” He gave a dorky wave.

“Oh! I’m sorry about that, you’ve just got one of those faces, you know?”

Whatever Helena meant by “you know”, she wasn’t telling, instead letting Norman twist in the wind as he struggled to understand her intentionally cryptic response. He looked everywhere but directly at her lace-clad body, as if merely setting his eyes on the patterned black fabric clinging to her voluptuous curves would make him go blind. He sucked on his straw like a pacifier.

“I do?” he asked, his voice a squeak.

“Oh yes, absolutely. I’m sure you get that all the time,” crooned Helena. She held her hand out, fingers loose and palm facing down, like a princess demanding a bow and a deferential kiss. “Helena. Tell me, Norman, what do you do then?”

Norman took Helena’s hand uneasily, unsure how to shake it. “I’m a channel operations analyst,” he said.

“Sounds complicated,” said Helena with put-upon awe, the kind a guy like Norman would never pick up on.

“Hah, not really,” said Norman. “It’s just figuring out what products go to what stores for my company. I work for Apple.”

He practically beamed with pride as he said those last four words, as if he was used to the mere mention of a company like Apple generating praise and adulation. Helena, of course, did not bite.

“I just assumed that stuff happened by magic,” she said. “Or little elves. Like with Santa in the North Pole. As long as I’m able to get a new phone when I want one, however it happens is fine by me.”

Trying to recover after his failed brag, Norman said: “Soooo what do you do?”

“Isn’t it obvious?” asked Helena, indicating herself with a dramatic, two-hand flourish. She let a slightly too-long beat pass. “I’m the Director of Sales for a boutique fashion company. It’s my job–nay, my sworn duty–to make others want my clothes.”

Norman swallowed hard. He was outmatched and overwhelmed, perhaps wondering what in the world he was supposed to do with this flirty vixen lobbing racy double entendres his way. “Sounds… challenging,” Norman said.

“It can be. People are always trying to rip off my clothes,” said Helena with a slight, teasing smile. “Competitors, that is. You have to be relentless. You can’t let them get away with even the smallest infraction. And when you do catch them in the act…” SMACK! She clapped her hands together loudly. “...you have to give them a spanking they’ll never forget, just to teach them a lesson.”

“Right,” said Norman dryly, his body so tense that Helena thought he might shatter if someone so much as grazed him. He sucked on his straw again but there was no drink left, only half-melted ice that made him take a loud, wet, suctiony non-sip instead. He blushed at the embarrassing sound.

“I’m sure Apple knows all about that kind of thing,” said Helena, pretending not to notice. “Though maybe I can give you a few pointers anyway–if you’d like.”

Norman was flabbergasted. Before he could think better of it, he blurted out: “On how to give a spanking?” As he realized what he’d said, his eyes widened in humiliated terror.

Helena was quick to take advantage of the moment. She leaned in close and whispered into his ear: “In how to take one.”

She pulled back, Norman as white as a ghost. He looked around, maybe unsure he'd really heard what she’d just said, and then looked back at Helena, unable to form any words. He sucked on his straw, again, and then, looking like he might faint, finally managed to speak. “What? Is this… are you… is this a prank?” He looked around again and this time it was a slightly paranoid look, as if he might catch someone recording his reaction.

“Guess not,” said Helena, her tone disappointed. She turned to leave.

“Wait!” Norman hissed in an urgent whisper.

Her back still to Norman, Helena let a wolfish grin fill her face. Then she flattened it out and slowly turned back around. She crooked her finger at him. “Well then come along now. We haven't got all night.”


Through the Looking Glass

Norman couldn't believe it. This smoking hot goddess of a woman had singled him out from everyone at the launch party and made him an offer he'd never received before. In how to take one. She couldn't be serious, could she? He trotted behind the brunette in her form-fitting lace bodysuit that jiggled in tandem with the bounce of her breasts and the wobble of her glorious ass, feeling himself get hard just looking at her.

Dark thoughts went through Norman's head. Stick-up artist. Organ thief. Nutjob. But he was too aroused–and tipsy–to take such thoughts too seriously. Sure, she was taller than he was, especially in her stiletto pumps, and with her vavava-voom curves maybe even matched him pound for pound… but that was about it. Norman was no gym bro but nor was this woman Helena and, if it really came down to some ridiculous fight for survival, as stupid as that seemed to even imagine, he would be fine.

What was far more realistic, as he somewhat glumly noted in the back of his head, was that he had just been propositioned by some kind of high class escort. Soon he would probably find himself in a hotel elevator, being informed of some jaw-dropping rate, or worse he would have a blast and then get a monster bill at the end of it. He'd have to figure out some way to broach the subject before that happened. Norman had never been with an escort and was too skittish to even consider it, but now that it might be happening and he might get to enjoy something he'd never imagined being offered before, well… you only live once, right?

He followed Helena out of the party as if in a trance. They walked down the block, and then another, and another. There were no hotels in sight. Helena brought them to a luxury building sans doorman.

Alright alright, thought Norman. Airbnb, maybe.

Helena punched in a 10-digit code and they made their way to the building’s elegant, if small, private elevator. Inside, he could smell Helena’s spicy-earthy perfume that had a hint of rose petals to it. He was close enough where he could reach out and touch her hip if he wanted to and the very thought made Norman glue his hands to his side. He needed to have the conversation he didn't want to have now, before he was in over his head–even if he could probably swing it, if he didn't. Probably.

Norman cleared his throat. “Um, is there… should I… I guess, uh, I just think we should, you know, set expectations?” God he sounded so pathetic but there was no other way Norman could get the words out without sounding like a doggie chew toy being squeezed of all its air.

“Expectations?” purred Helena with a foreboding look in her eyes. “Sure. Once we're inside my abode, you're going to get on your knees and do whatever I tell you to. And if you don't, well… I'll have you figure out how to make a spanking all on your own.”

Holy shit. Was this woman really talking to him this way? Norman forced himself to focus. This could all still be the sales pitch. He needed to be clearer.

He sighed, uncomfortably. “I'm sorry if I sound like a total moron here or if, like, I, uh, ruin the mood or something but… is there… do I have to…” Norman lowered his voice. “...pay?”

Helena was overcome with warm, velvety laughter. “You stepped into a strange elevator in a strange building with a strange woman and you're only asking now if I'm a prostitute?”

“I wouldn't use that word necessarily, I mean–”

“What if I'm not a prostitute? What if I'm just crazy?” asked Helena, flaring her eyes wide.

“...I considered that,” said Norman with a weak laugh of defeat.

“And you followed me anyway,” mused Helena. The elevator stopped at the 6th floor and opened into a loft space full of reclaimed wood and leather furniture. Helena stepped into the elevator doorway, blocking it from closing. She pointed to her shoe. “Get on your hands and knees and kiss my shoe.”

Norman blinked. “Really?” he asked.

“That or leave,” pushed Helena.

She glowered at him and he wilted before her, sinking down to his knees and then his hands and feet, like someone had suddenly turned up the gravity. He lowered his lips to her foot.

“My shoe,” said Helena. “Not my foot.”

Norman moved his lips to the glossy black patent leather of her stiletto and planted a kiss. He looked up at her, the swell of her breasts and shapely curve of her hips exaggerated from that angle. She pursed her lips to the side in a smirk.

“Come on,” she said, stepping deeper into the apartment. “I have other uses for you inside.”

Norman went to stand back up, but Helena stopped him.

“Stay on your hands and knees. It suits you,” she said.

And that's how Norman found himself crawling on the ground after the woman in lace, his cock hard as a rock and the taste of shoe leather on his lips. He followed Helena to an expensive-looking designer chair with a wood cradle and black leather cushioning. She plopped down with a dramatic sigh and flicked a finger at Norman.

“Clothes off,” she said.

Norman felt drunk and not in the way he was used to. Looking down out of abject shyness, he began stripping off his clothes, oscillating between excitement and self-consciousness. He wasn't out of shape per se, but denuding himself under the dimmed–but very much on–lights of the loft apartment while Helena sat there dressed in racy but ultimately cover-up clothing made him painfully aware of his soft belly and toneless features. He stopped at his underwear; his raging erection was undeniable but even so, he couldn't bring himself to reveal that, too.

“Look at you. I haven't even touched you and that brain between your legs has taken control,” said Helena, leaning back in the designer chair and folding her arms across her chest to intentionally push up her breasts. “Go on. Show it to me.”

Like a schoolboy commanded, Norman peeled off his underwear, kneeling there with apple cheeks and a jutting boner so hard it seemed to pull his balls away from his body with it. He couldn't bring himself to look up at Helena and instead occupied himself with her shapely, lace-covered legs, eyes tracing the line of her calves and her long-toed feet tucked so curvaceously into her stiletto pumps.

An intrusive thought broke into Norman’s mind:

This is too much woman for me.

It was like being gifted a Ferrari when all he’d ever driven were boring, simple sedans. He didn’t have the game for a woman like this, didn’t know the moves, how to give back as good as he got. He suddenly felt overwhelmed and nervous, and as his anxiety overtook him, his cock began to deflate, defeated before it’d even had a chance. Norman looked down in horror at the sight of his cock softening; he tried to will it back to that painfully erect state, but the more he tried–and the more he thought about it–the faster it went flaccid.

Helena chuckled at him and crossed one leg over the other, the sound of brushing lace like the soft crackle of electricity. She folded her hands in her lap.

“Wipe that pathetic look off your face,” she said, her words mean but her tone merry. “We weren’t going to be needing your cock tonight anyway.”

Your cock? What did she mean by that?


Beta Male

The look on Norman’s soft-featured face was priceless. It was the look of revelation, of a bubble popping right in his face. His lips hung open in silent surprise and finally he was able to look at Helena again, ironically so given that his wormy little member now hung so uselessly between his legs. Inside his head, Helena could imagine the struggle going on–one part of his brain telling him men lust and conquer and fuck and surely that was the goal tonight and surely he had a chance to realize his masculine destiny, and another part of his brain knowing Helena was far, far out of his league and that tonight could only end in bitter disappointment or something beyond his understanding.

And he was quickly approaching the limits of his understanding.

Helena slid her heel out of her pump and let it dangle from her toes, flexing and relaxing her foot so the shoe smacked against her sole in a restless rhythm. She was excited to toy with her prey.

“You can’t even stay hard,” she teased. “Do you want to give it another go? See if you can wake your little friend there up?”

Whether or not he really wanted that, Norman was going to try. He nodded sheepishly and started stroking his now-soft cock. It stayed soft. A panicked look spread across his face as he stroked more and more, the man’s modest balls bouncing all around as he first stroked and then touched himself as he likely only ever did in private, with no one watching and then used two hands at once–completely unnecessary for his size–in some ritualistic stimulation meant to revive his member. But alas, the harder he worked, the worse the situation became, until even Norman had to wrest his hands away from his crotch in a show of failure. He hung his head down.

“I don’t know what’s happening,” he said distantly.

Helena made her voice gratingly sing-song and mocking: “Would you consider yourself an ‘alpha male’, Norman?”

“W-what?” he asked.

“An alpha male,” repeated Helena. She slapped her shoe more firmly against her sole. “A male in charge. One who takes what he wants.”

It might as well have been a rhetorical question. Norman’s shoulders slumped and he hung his head even lower. Helena knew this was a question a man like Norman would prefer to have his silence and body language answer, but where was the fun in that?

“Norman, I’m talking to you,” said Helena with a smug smile. “Answer my question. Would you consider yourself an alpha male?”

Norman fitfully shook his head. “No,” he murmured.

“No, I don’t think so,” agreed Helena. “Alpha men…” She sucked in a sigh through her teeth and let it out in a half-growl, half-desirous exhale, letting her body shake with imagined pleasure. “They’re primal. Hard bodies, hard cocks, hands that roam everywhere, strong fingers that dig greedily into your skin… god, I get a little wet just thinking about it.”

Norman shrank further into himself. His eyes searched the floor and his brows turned upwards, almost like he was going to cry. This was an intricate needle to thread for Helena’s purposes–she had to tear Norman down, but not too much; after all, she still wanted to make use of him.

“I read somewhere that 20% of men land 80% of hook-ups and one night stands with women,” continued Helena, slipping her heel back into her pump and switching her crossed legs, letting her thighs slowly brush together and leaving her knees wide for a beat so Norman could get a sense of her sex between her legs. “Imagine that–80% of women competing for just 20% of men. The top men, the alpha men. And the rest of the guys out there? Fighting for scraps, I suppose. Getting second-best–or third or fourth–and telling themselves they came out on top. That’s even if they get anyone at all. Who knows how many men are out there just swinging and missing, night after night, desperate just to be close to a gorgeous woman…”

The corners of Norman’s mouth sank. His cock somehow got even more flaccid than before, now little more than droopy decoration. Helena had applied the stick liberally. It was time for the carrot.

“In my opinion, that’s a waste,” she said. Norman perked up slightly at that. “In fact, those sorts of men are actually far better suited to some activities that an alpha male would frankly be quite rubbish at.”

Norman lifted his head. He looked like he wanted to say, “Really?” but still couldn’t bring himself to risk further insult.

“Shall I demonstrate?” Helena asked with a twinkle in her eyes.

Before Norman could respond–or be too nervous to respond, more likely–Helena stood up, looming over Norman’s kneeling form. She stepped past him and towards the loft’s back bedroom. What she was looking for was behind the mirrored sliding door to her closet; there she retrieved the thick, veiny dark beige dildo with its full balls and flared head, the whole thing attached to a bundle of leather straps with buckle closures. Altogether, it looked like some bizarre deep sea squid with dangling arms and a phallus of a body. She let the buckles jingle and jangle as she went back to Norman, approaching him from behind so she could push the dildo-gag over his mouth before he realized what it was.

She strapped it tightly around his head, until the straps flattened his ears and dug lightly into his cheeks. Then she sat again, unhooking the fine, small metal hook closures that kept her lace bodysuit fastened in the front. With the closures undone, the stretched lace parted. Helena unsnapped the triangle swath of fabric over her crotch to reveal her imperious, almost bare pussy with its dark pink lips and the majestic little tuft of hair she maintained above it. She sat close to the edge of the chair and opened her knees, clucking her tongue like she was signaling to a horse before pointing at her pussy in a wordless command.

He lifted his hands up to her legs, but she stopped him. “Uh nuh. Hands behind your back. All I need from you right now is that face of yours.”

Norman tucked his hands behind his back and precariously stretched forward, slowly bringing the phallus jutting from his mouth towards Helena’s pussy. He looked at it wide-eyed as he pressed the head of it against her; it slipped in just a little and Norman had to bob his head back and then forward again, slicking the dildo more and more to allow him to push it deeper into Helena. She sighed as she felt it stretching her, a little tendril of pleasure snaking up the back of her head as she welcomed the big, fat faux cock as she’d done many times before. Despite knowing just how the dildo felt, it didn’t make that moment of first re-insertion any less breath-shallowing or fist clenching, that’s how girthy and dominating its size felt.

She gave in to the little sighs and tiny movements of being filled, not just for her own enjoyment so that Norman could see them as well. It was likely a sight he’d never seen, both since his cock was perfectly average and that he lacked the bravado to really deliver a proper pounding. Helena let her moans border on the exaggerated, but as Norman managed to slide the phallus all the way in so his face was up against her wet pussy lips, Helena didn’t have to worry about exaggeration anymore; she was soon rolling her hips and riding the cock like it was a real one buried deep in her.

“Yes, this is what a man like you is good for,” said Helena between sighs. “Filling a woman like me up with another cock, a big, satisfying cock…”

Norman’s bobbing sped up, Helena's wetness beginning to cling to his cheeks and the tip of his nose. She glanced down to catch a glimpse of the tanned beige dildo strapped to his face. It was an obscene image, the dildo’s hefty, realistically-textured sack sitting on Norman’s chin, its veiny length jaunty and just so slightly in an upward curve that made it look like the animal horn of some bizarre, mythological beast. Then there was Norman, underneath it all–cheeks flushed, eyes glassy with submission, visage glazed with pussy juices. Helena wished she could read his mind to know exactly what he was thinking, but she had some idea…


Humiliated

…why am I getting turned on by this? Why am I more excited thrusting this dildo in and out of a gorgeous pussy than I am fucking one myself? Why can I get so hard this way but couldn’t get hard trying to stroke myself before?

It was true. Norman was hard again. Much harder than before, too. With his hands behind his back, he hadn’t touched himself and now couldn’t tease himself to stay this way, but nor did he need to–his cock was straining eagerly with each bob of his head, Helena’s musk and moans whipping him into an even more lustful frenzy.

She was so wet now it was on the insides of her thighs and had dripped down to the cleft of her ass, soaking her lace bodysuit, all that lubrication making Norman move with no resistance at all, his face practically bouncing into her slick lips again and again and again. He felt like an object–a human-powered vibrator–and just the idea of that made his cock throb. Yes, he was beginning to feel it, he wanted her to use him, wanted things to be about her, not him.

Norman felt dizzy. Sure, part of that was the bobbing and thrusting and difficulty breathing as his breathing became less oxygen and more pussy. But the other part was his mounting self-realization. Had he always been this way? Had he always wanted this? Or was it just something about the vixeny Helena that put him in this state of mind?

Helena wrapped her legs around Norman’s shoulders so she could lounge back and grab the arms of the designer chair while in the throes of passion. She squeezed her hips and drew him closer with her lacy legs, restricting how far he could bob and forcing his nose right up against the hard pearl of her clit.

“You’re going to get to see me cum three times tonight,” she told him in a growling moan. “This is the first…”

She grabbed Norman’s head and shoved him against her, gyrating wildly to grind herself both on the mock cock and Norman’s pussy-lubed face. He really couldn’t breathe now, managing just little wisps of moist, fragrant air in between Helena’s needy motions. Her fingers dug into his scalp, her thighs tightened around him. Slowly, he realized she was pushing his head in a back-and-forth motion, using his nose to rub her clit left, right, left, right. He grew disoriented and thought he’d lose his balance had she not been holding him so tightly. His face was pushed harder into Helena's pussy and he started to thrash as he struggled for air; this seemed to incense the domineering woman even more and her entire voluptuous frame tightened, her legs wrapped like tentacles around him, pulling him closer and closer as she slipped into a shaking, heady climax.

It wasn’t like anything Norman had ever been party to before. Helena’s moans were deep and unabashed, and her body stiffened to a rising plank off the chair, using the oxygen-deprived Norman for support and putting even more weight and pressure on his neck and shoulders. Then she fell back down with a long sigh and eased her tension. There was a rush of blood to Norman's head and he still had stars in his eyes as Helena unstrapped the harness from his face. He dazedly watched as she turned the pussy-wet dildo on him.

“Clean it up!” she commanded.

She shoved the dildo down Norman’s throat before he could react. He coughed hard, having to pull away. Helena slapped the phallus against his cheek with a wet plap! and forced it in his mouth again.

“Clean that cock! Taste me!”

Again it triggered Norman’s gag reflex and again he pulled away. Helena slapped him harder with the dildo, a few times on each side.

“Either you start licking it clean or I keep putting it down that little throat of yours,” she warned.

Catching on and not keen to feel Helena go for his gag reflex a third time, Norman started licking the dildo, lapping up the fragrant, earthy musk of Helena off its veiny length. Vaguely, he considered the act he was doing: On his knees, sucking a cock–albeit a fake one–that was big and long and heavy. It made him blush even through his strained, flushed face.

Helena pounced on the moment: “Look at you, sucking the cock that just did the job you weren't man enough to do yourself. Keep licking, get every last drop. Go on, clean those big balls, cocksucker.”

Her tone was deriding, commanding, and suggestive all at once, and Norman moved as if on puppet strings. His mouth swung down to the dildo’s fake balls and he sucked at them, tasting more of Helena's juices.

“Swirl your tongue around the head,” she urged. When he complied a little too eagerly for his own liking, she encouraged him further: “Goooood boooy! There you go, that's right, show me how much you like having a cock in your mouth!”

As Helena continued her dirty talking, she reached down to stroke Norman's own member, working him towards a full–if conflicted–erection. Then, when he was getting really excited, she let go.

“Your turn. Stroke yourself while you keep licking my cock clean,” she said.

Now too horny and needy between his legs to protest, Norman took over, stroking his shaft while he licked up and down the dildo, most of Helena's wetness having already been licked away. Nevertheless, it still smelled strongly of her with a hint of the silicone it was made of, just enough for Norman to convince himself he wasn't sucking a real cock, wasn't jacking off on his knees in front of a real man… but it was starting to feel that way.

Just as Norman was starting to get worryingly close to his own climax, Helena, perhaps seeing this, pulled the dildo away.

“That's enough,” she told him. “Hands behind your back.”

Norman was slow to stop his stroking.

“Hands behind your back!” snapped Helena in a startling shout.

Norman meekly obeyed, cock looking forward, the taste of Helena still on his lips.

“Stay!” said Helena, like she was commanding a dog.

She left Norman by himself again, heading into the back of the loft. His cock was throbbing and his heart was pounding–the already wild evening had taken an even more intense turn, going from what he thought might’ve been a kinky hookup to Norman finding himself being used and emasculated by this powerful goddess of a woman. Never before could’ve he imagined himself behaving this way and as much as he feared what she might do next, he was also morbidly curious to see what it was.

But when Helena returned, Norman was not so curious anymore. She had changed, shedding her lace bodysuit for a black basque corset that cinched at the waist to exaggerate its pointed bra–and Helena’s torpedo bust–as well as her firm, full bottom, which was veiled by a see-through chiffon skirt that hung off her curves like a lampshade. She had no panties on, their absence made all the more stark by the fuck-me, knee-high leather boots she wore. Nothing about that frightened Norman, not at all, it was what was in her hand that made his throat dry and pulse race even faster–it was a round wooden paddle.

She pointed it in his face as she spoke: “You didn’t stop stroking when I told you. That’s very, very bad. You need to be punished.”

“What?” asked Norman in a nervous hiccup.

Helena smacked the paddle against her hand. “Punished!” she roared. “Let’s see I counted that it took you about… six seconds longer than it should’ve to get your hands off your cock. So I’m going to spank you six times.”

Reality was setting in. She really intended to do this–and that paddle looked like it really hurt.

“Wait, waitwaitwait,” pleaded Norman. “I’m s-sorry, ok-okay? I’m sorry!”

Helena wiped her leather chair clean before sitting back down on it. She patted the tops of her legs.

“Come take your spanking like a good boy,” she said sternly. “Don’t make me come get you.”

It suddenly felt 100 degrees in the loft. Norman couldn’t believe this. Yes, they’d had their flirty little whatever chat about spanking, but he had been envisioning a playful, hand-on-butt spanking, something straight out of a bad Cinemax movie. This was not that. This was the Real Deal, capital R, capital D. Helena did not say another word. She simply stared at Norman, daring him to defy her, and as he grappled with his panic, a new panic rose up, the burgeoning fear of how much worse things might become if she had to “come and get him”, as she said. He raced to do the risk assessment in his head: Pain now vs. avoidance of greater pain later. It was a classic choice and he knew what option he was going to pick, even if it took everything in his power to stand.

Helena stopped him.

“I didn’t tell you you could stand up. Crawl over here.”

Still half-hard, Norman crawled to Helena’s boots and then up over her knees, his body beginning to quiver from exhaustion and fear. He braced himself for the sting of the wooden paddle.


Private Viewing

A sneering grin spread across Helena’s face. She was having fun toying with her prey indeed, and Norman was the right pick of the night–his innate submissive, beta male nature was coming out more and more, responding to her pushing and prodding like a flower to sunlight. For a little while there, she wasn’t sure if she was going to be able to take him all the way–to the “big finish” as she called it in her head–but now she felt confident she could get him there. Boy, oh boy, was that going to be a sight to see.

She steadied him across her legs and observed his nervous quaking, the man’s buttocks jiggling in suspense as he awaited her paddle. Part of this active, on-the-fly training involved rapid mode switching, bringing a man from pleasure to emasculation to pain in blink-of-the-eye, unexpected ways; Norman had been slow to stop touching himself, but the truth is Helena would’ve found any excuse to dole out some punishment to keep this train moving, his folly had merely made her job easier. The idea behind this mode switching was to keep the man on his toes while digging him deeper and deeper into a state of total submission so that he didn’t even realize how far he was sinking until he was already there–and once there, why should going a little bit deeper be out of the question?

Helena brought the paddle down on Norman’s ass. He squawked in pain. “One,” said Helena, drawing out the punishment. She rubbed the paddle on the ass cheek she’d struck, warming it. Then she moved to the other, making the motion almost soothing so that Norman would begin to let his guard down.

She spanked him again. His cry was louder now and his ass was already beginning to redden.

“When I tell you to stop touching that worm between your legs, you take your hands off it, do you understand?” she asked.

“Yes!” said Norman desperately, as if he might ward off the rest of the count.

Helena responded by delivering a third spank, this time across both cheeks. She knew from the way she let the paddle land that this one would be more stingy than thuddy and sure enough, Norman wriggled in frenzied pain on her lap with a moaning growling sound that made Helena almost burst out into laughter. There was a sadistic streak to Helena–not so much that she ever thought of torturing the poor sods she brought home to humiliate and emasculate, but enough where she genuinely enjoyed their uncontrollable movements and sounds. It was like seeing a side of them they probably never shared with anyone, maybe not even themselves, and to Helena it felt like getting a very private, very special show.

The fourth spank landed and Norman danced his feet in agony, thrashing so hard he almost fell off Helena’s lap. She rubbed his cherried ass with the paddle and allowed him to cool down for a few moments while she continued to berate him.

“You are not an alpha male. You don’t get to play with your cock when you want to. You play with it when I tell you to. Is that clear?”

Norman nodded. “Yes,” he coughed, seeming on the verge of tears.

“Your place is on your knees, watching me enjoy a nice cock. Your job is to make sure I have a good time, no matter what it takes–being my dildo, offering your ass for me to spank, opening your mouth and taking whatever I put in it…”

She let her words trail off, filling his mind with dark possibilities. She spanked him again, a quick, sharp blow to one side that caught him by surprise. He yelped comically.

“Stop your whining,” said Helena with an amused, laughing smile. “We’re almost done. Then you’re going to get a treat–that’s how nice I am. Aren’t I nice?”

Sniffling, Norman nodded and wetly said, “Yes.”

“Yes, I am,” said Helena, brushing the paddle against Norman’s spanked cheeks. “I’m going to let you watch a movie. More of a short film, I suppose. Do you like short films?”

Again, Norman nodded. “Yes.”

Helena continued to brush his cheeks with the warmed-up wood. “You’re really going to enjoy this one. Just wait until you see who’s starring in it. Here’s a hint–she’s about to spank you one last time.”

Norman had a stingy second to ready himself for the final spank, which Helena delivered to his other cheek and which got a final grunting cry from the man laid across her legs. She tapped him on the back with the edge of the paddle.

“On your knees, hands behind your back,” she ordered.

With refreshed obedience, Norman slinked off her and went to a kneeling position with his hands tucked into the small of his back. He jolted as he sat his hot butt on his heels and had to settle himself more carefully the next try. His face was deep red and streaked with tears. Good. She’d read somewhere that men who cried in public–and in front of women in particular–showed lowered levels of testosterone for up to 48 hours later.

Helena went to get her phone and set it down in front of Norman. She searched for a video and as he saw what it was, his expression tightened–there was Helena, on the loft bed with a big, hunky stud taking her from behind. The camera was angled so she was looking up to it and the man was only visible from the shoulders down, his chiseled physique shadowed by the dark of the bedroom. Helena turned the sound up so her cries were audible and Norman swallowed hard hearing them. Between the sounds and the view of the camera, Norman’s cock was starting to stir, though he didn’t dare help it along, having learned his lesson well for what the price of playing with his cock without permission was.

Now it was time for the good part.

“I can’t have you watch a movie without a snack, can I?” Helena asked aloud. “That would be just plain rude. Stay there, I’ll get you something to pop in your mouth.”

She took her sweet time getting Norman his “snack”, letting his thoughts fester as her video played on, the sounds of her cries now joined by the stud’s body slapping against her own. Earlier, before the launch party had even begun, Helena had taken a plastic box from her freezer and took out one of a dozen used, filled condoms out to let it thaw on her kitchen counter. Now it was warmed up and the seed inside as gooey and copious as it had been when the man it came from–the same man in the video–had blown his load. She brought the condom back to Norman and dangled it in front of his face. He looked terrified.

“Hold this,” said Helena, not giving any time for that terror to take root.

She pushed the condom towards Norman’s mouth, daring him to either open up or defy her, and as expected, he broke, opening his mouth as if bargaining with her, as if “only” having to hold it was a much better deal than having to consume the contents. That, of course–of course!–was coming later. Helena suspected that somewhere in Norman’s overwhelmed little mind he knew that too.

“You can taste a little more of me on that condom,” she said, leaving the open end of it dangling out of Norman’s mouth. His face was tight and anxious. “Play with yourself. Slowly.”

It was an order, and as such it pushed past Norman’s hesitation even though he was already getting hard anyway. His attention seemed to bounce from his slow stroking to the video to the used condom in his mouth and Helena took her seat again, moving her phone so it was positioned right between her legs, giving Norman a double tease of herself. She rested her head on her fist and looked down at Norman with a sly grin.

“How far do you think I’m going to take you tonight?” she asked in a taunting purr. “You’ve been my dildo. My cleaner. Now you’re sitting here, watching me get fucked while you keep the very same man’s cum warm in your mouth.” She leaned down so she could whisper into Norman’s ear: “What comes next, eh? Me feeding you his nut? And after that, hmm? How far will I take you? How far will you go? You know the word I’m thinking of. Seven little letters. Shall I dispense with the mystery and just say it already?”

Helena sat back up, delighted to see Norman stroking himself faster and faster, even if it wasn’t what she’d ordered.

“Slow down,” she warned.

Norman obeyed.

“I love this video because it’s one of the few times me and one of my lovers cum at the same time,” said Helena, leaning back in her chair and squeezing her thighs around the edges of her phone so that Norman’s vision was all her. “That’s surprisingly hard to do, but we did it. Soon, you are going to see me cum for a second time tonight… and you’re going to see that insatiable stud behind me cum too. Can you guess what’s going to happen then?”

Norman looked up at her with trepidation in his eyes. Yes, he knew. He might be a weak, malleable beta, but he wasn’t an idiot. He’d figured it out. She gave him a warm, approving smile and nodded.

“That’s right,” she said. She wagged her finger at him. “And you’re not going to put up any argument. You’re going to be a good boy.”

On screen, Helena’s moans started reaching a fever pitch. It was almost time.

“Eyes on the screen,” said Helena.

She leaned forward again to get ready. Her on-screen moans got louder and louder. The stud behind her grunted. Then, just like that, they were grunting and moaning in unison. She took the condom from Norman’s mouth, deftly turned it so the open end was facing him, and squeezed out the seed inside onto his tongue. He grimaced and looked ready to gag, but Helena made sure to squeeze out all the cum before he could ruin the moment, filling his mouth with every last drop while other-her lost herself in ecstasy, her lover gripping her hips tight as he emptied his heavy sack.

Predictably, Norman sputtered and coughed at the bitter, salty taste of the cum–but he did not try to spit it out. Instead he was swallowing as fast as he could, trying to work through the taste rather than reject it, while Helena watched with deep satisfaction. Then, to add insult to injury, she said:

“Hands behind your back.”


Cuck

It took everything for Norman to obey this time, but he managed it, even as the awful taste of the jizz coated his mouth and tongue. Helena turned off the video and put her phone off to the side, turning her attention back on him with a genuinely overjoyed look on her face. She was enjoying this so much, Norman realized, and something about that was making him enjoy pleasing her. It was sick and twisted and very, very real.

What the fuck was going on? Had he really just done THAT? It was vile. Disgusting. But it had made Helena so happy.

What. The. Fuck.

“Gooood booooy,” cooed Helena. The words sent tingles down the back of Norman’s head. Then she took the used condom and got a few more straggler drops out, depositing them on the insides of her thighs, just two or three inches from her pussy. “You missed some,” she said, pointing at the slowly dripping cum.

Norman moved transfixed between her legs to lap up the cum and to get to put his tongue on Helena’s bare skin at the same time. She was pillowy soft and so smooth, and she allowed him to linger as he tongued one thigh and then the other, fighting the urge to lick her pussy as well. Though she was already two steps ahead of him there:

“I think a good rule of thumb for my good boys is they only get to lick places that need cleaning,” she suggested, letting Norman continue on even after all the salty semen had been lapped away. “If my thighs are messy, they can lick those. If my ass, then it’s my ass they can lick. If it’s my pussy…” The insinuation was clear enough. She nudged Norman back.

“You’ve seen me cum twice tonight,” said Helena. “Once with a dildo, once on screen. Tell me, Norman, how do you think the third time will happen?”

Norman’s shoulders sank. He had a dreadful guess. He shook his head in dismay, but that just made Helena give another one of her big, patronizing nods.

“Uh huh, that’s how it’s going to be,” she said, like she was describing some natural phenomena. “My man’s going to come over, we’re going to fuck and you’re going to watch… and then…” She flashed him a dazzling grin. “Should I say it? Do you want me to say it?”

Norman’s lower lip began to tremble.

“Or you could just go home,” sighed Helena. She rolled her hips forward, presenting her dark-lipped pussy so it was right in Norman’s face. “I’ll just fill another condom to try with another man like you one night. Kind of like Prince Charming and Cinderella, but with a big load instead of a glass slipper. Though I guess you already had his nut down your throat, didn’t you? What a waste.”

That warm, dizzy feeling came back to Norman. He glanced at the ground, like there might be a cheat sheet down there to help him navigate this heady insanity. His eyes danced back and forth as he tried to process what Helena was saying. Half-remembered ideas from college of “sunk cost” and “option value” and “supply and demand” filled his head and Norman found himself self-negotiating, trying to reason himself out of the panicked need to run off and hide in embarrassment and into going one step deeper, so that he could get to eat out this magnificent creature’s beautiful pussy.

For a price, of course. Everything nice always had a price. In this case it would be not just dealing with another man’s cum again–though that was a mighty high price on its own–but the man would be there too. How would he look at Norman? What would he say?

Norman did the thing he was taught never to do in these decision making scenarios: He tried to compromise, which was just caving with more steps and none of the boldness of going all in.

“I’m afraid,” he blurted out.

“To lick my pussy?” asked Helena, cutting right to the case while conveniently leaving out the most daunting parts. “Norman, look at yourself: Your ass is red and spanked like a little bitch. You swallowed another man’s spunk. You sucked a cock! Yes, it wasn’t real, but you still sucked it. We’ve been over this, Norman. This is who you are. Why are you fighting it so much? Why don’t you just embrace it and enjoy the treats good cucks get?”

Cuck. The word had finally been spoken.

“What… what about the guy?” Even Norman thought he sounded pathetic voicing his concerns so meekly. It set Helena up to perfectly smack down his worry.

I don’t really think that’s your concern, cuck,” she said with some edge in her voice, now freely using the c-word. “Remember? Your job is to make sure I have a good time. That’s what you should be focused on. If I’m having a good time, you’re having a good time. Plus, it’s not like it’s his first rodeo–he’s had cucks watch him fuck me before. He knows how to handle you lot.”

Norman’s mouth fell slightly open. There had been others?

As if reading his mind, Helena said: “You didn’t think you were the first, did you?”

“But… Prince Charming… Cinderella…”

“It’s an analogy. I’m more like Prince Charming with a whole harem of Cinderellas,” said Helena quite gleefully. “Yes, oh yes, my little cucky army, on their knees and ready to please. Remember what I said about 80% of women going for 20% of men? It’s a bit like that, but reversed. I, just one lone woman, gets to enjoy my studs and alpha males with their hard bodies and hard cocks and I also get to enjoy my cucks, with their willing mouths and obedient beta brains. It all makes one big pyramid with me at the tippy top of it. But like I said, if this army isn’t for you, well… get dressed and go home. But I’m not going to play this ‘will you, won’t you?’ game all night, Norman, so now’s the time to choose: If you’re in–if you’re ready to take your job of making sure I have a good time, no matter what it takes–then you’re going to prove it to me. All on your own.”

“How?” asked Norman, his throat dry again, making him catch a whiff of swallowed spunk. He wrinkled his nose.

Helena pursed her lips to the side. “In the bedroom, in the bottom drawer of the dresser, is a black nylon bag with a drawstring. If you want to stay, go and get it. Otherwise leave. I’m not explaining any more than that.”

Norman felt the pressure. The worky, analytical side of his brain shouted at him to go–to cut his losses and put his clothes back on, no matter how stupid he felt in front of Helena while he did so. He’d feel better once he was back on the street. Hell, he’d feel like a whole new man, one who had stepped into the underworld and came back in one piece. Yes, that was the story he could tell himself–he was an adventurer, a traveler, one wise enough to not accept the final temptation by the devil herself…

…but it’s not a temptation if it’s not tempting, is it? And Norman was tempted. Not by being some cum eating cuckold–though he was concerned that wasn’t enough to make him cut and run–but by being in thrall to Helena. This was more than looks, though for sure she had those, this was the intoxication of being close to power, of being enslaved by someone who was so confident and commanding and certain. He felt this bizarre pull to want to worship her and to give himself over to her; to debase and humiliate himself for her in exchange for the most meager rewards, like licking a patch of her inner thigh or seeing the approving smile on her face after he’d cleaned her used sex toys with his tongue.

Without a word, Norman crawled–knowing not to stand–to the bedroom to get the nylon bag from the dresser drawer. He came back and set it down in front of Helena and waited for her instructions.

“Open it up,” she said, pleased at his choice.

Norman undid the drawstring and saw what was inside.


Know Your Place

As Norman reached into the pouch to withdraw the object inside, Helena stealthily checked her phone. Everything was moving into place. Excellent. It was hard to say why what she did excited her so much, but it did. The idea of making a man watch something he himself couldn’t have and then having him perform the most emasculating, degrading of acts–consuming another man’s seed, right from that enviable, so desired spot–gave Helena the most incredible high. It made her feel regal, like a queen, and sent her adrenal glands into overdrive, that high octane rush mixing with the glow of climax in a way that was positively narcotic.

Unlike some women who, like her, engaged in such cuckolding, Helena did not take to treating her cucks like trash. She’d heard the terms others had used–”simpering moron”, “stupid pig”, “small dicked loser”–and found them unpalatable. If you’re going to call someone such and mean it, why bother spending time on them at all? Not that she was judging, not really–consenting adults could choose to do as they wished–but it just didn’t make sense to Helena. Instead, along with the queenly feeling she got from cuckolding, Helena viewed her cucks like servants of a sort. They weren’t worthless or even really “lesser”, they just occupied a different place in the grand hierarchy of things, one that just so happened to involve denial, emasculation, and eating cum.

If anything, Helena was rather fond of her cucks. They were often very thoughtful and attentive, buying her new lingerie for an upcoming date or remembering in detail how she enjoyed having her feet rubbed, and she was all too happy to reward them for their hard work. Obviously “reward” was relative; she wasn’t riding them cowgirl style like she might one of her studs or boyfriends, but special privileges–getting to worship her without clean-up duties–or a little trinket was far from unheard of.

As Norman was discovering this very moment. He pulled out the small pink rhinestone collar, reading what word the stones formed along one side: CUCK.

“Put it on,” said Helena.

Norman stared at its small size, puzzled for a moment. He looked at his wrists, but even he could tell that didn’t make sense.

“It won’t fit there,” Helena said, a mischievous smile on her face. “There’s only one place it will fit right. I think you can figure that out.”

And Norman did. He unbuckled the small collar and, his breathing tight, wrapped the pink rhinestone “CUCK” collar around his balls. Helena clapped her hands together.

“Stand up and come closer, I want a better look,” she told him.

Norman rose and shuffled towards her. When he was near, she snatched his balls and turned the collar around, so the rhinestone “CUCK” letters faced outwards. She teased him with her long nails and looked up at his shy, blushing face, his cock growing as she tugged down on the collar and gently raked the sensitive skin of his balls.

“It matches your butt,” she said, making him do a 360 for her so she could see. “And it looks so good on you.”

“Thank you,” Norman choked out. The way he said it–a little forced, a little unsure if he was allowed to–amused Helena.

“You’re very welcome, cuck,” she said, emphasizing his status. “Come on, let me show you the bedroom so you know where everything is.”

She stood up and pointed at the floor, sending Norman back to his knees. Then, as she walked off to the loft bedroom, he crawled behind her, undoubtedly sneaking glances at Helena’s peach behind as she purposefully walked slow and sultry to give him a lusty view. She sat down on the bed.

“You will kneel there, at the side of the bed, if you aren’t needed,” explained Helena. “You’re allowed to watch unless I say otherwise.” She pointed to the nightstand. “In the top drawer are the condoms and the lube, just in case. There’s also a box of tissues in there, but that’s only for messes you can’t clean up–I’d better not see you reach for them when I tell you I need your assistance.”

Norman stared at the nightstand for a few beats too long. He was still grappling with his situation, even after putting on the rhinestone collar. As expected. He would be grappling with it for some time to come, but that wasn’t enough reason for Helena to ease up; quite the opposite, actually.

“A word to the wise: If he tells you to suck his dick, watch the teeth. Men hate that,” she said.

That was enough to shock Norman out of his daze. His head swiveled over to her and he looked like he wanted to ask her what the hell she was talking about.

“Is there a problem, cuck?” Helena asked sharply. “Do I need to tell you what your job is for a third time? I rather enjoy the sight of a man sucking another man’s dick so if that’s what it comes down to…” Helena chuckled to herself, a little theatrically. “I wonder what kind of mood he’s in. That’ll really determine how pushy he is. I mean, he’s not into guys–and I realize you aren’t either–but sometimes my stud is just in a bad mood and wants to take it out on one of my cucks. Maybe do a little face fucking, do a little anal–your butt’s even cuter now that it’s all pink–or… hey, let me ask, have you ever given a rim job?”

Norman went absolutely pale.

“Hmmm. He only asked for that once. It probably won’t happen again.”

That was a total lie–that and the anal, anyway–but Norman didn’t have to know that because it had served its purpose well: Norman looked spooked and a spooked cuck was extra eager to serve to avoid risking such a fate. Time for a treat.

Helena shifted on the bed so she was facing away from Norman, on her stomach. She bent one knee to expose herself to him. “I guess we’d better be sure though, “ she suggested as she reached back to part one ass cheek. “Tongue my asshole.”

Whether this was a treat or not was up to Norman, but in Helena’s experience, her cucks seemed all too happy to eat her ass out. She felt Norman’s face slowly press against her and then his tongue tickle her ass crack, seeking out her hole.

“You’ve got to relax her first,” guided Helena, all teacher-like. “Big, wet laps to get everything nice and warmed up.”

Norman did as he was told and she felt the spade of his tongue going up and down her ass, her hole twitching each time he licked across it. She softly sighed to herself. This was nice. Another benefit of having a cuck for whom an act like this was as close as they’d ever come to sex with her–they learned to perform such acts with all the gusto of a good fuck from a lover, with Helena as the sole benefactor of their efforts.

“Now, roll your tongue up and push it inside me,” she continued. “There you go, like that. Just keep doing that.”

He was effectively tongue-fucking her now, slowly and gently, and it was starting to feel really good to Helena, getting her in the mood for the visit to come. She relaxed more.

“Good cuck. Last, I want you to swirl your tongue around in biiiig circles…”

Norman traced circles with his tongue, pushing on the ever-relaxing ring of Helena’s anus. She closed her eyes and enjoyed it for a minute or two with a happy mmm-hmming moan to herself before bringing the lesson to end.

“That’s enough. I don’t want you getting greedy. Second drawer of the nightstand, Listerine. Clean that filthy tongue off. You can use the master bathroom to rinse.”

While Norman was in the bathroom, Helena got up and spritzed on a little of her favorite scent, a mix of rose petals and patchouli. She dabbed it on her neck, between her breasts, and on the insides of her thighs, a favorite trick of hers. Then, when Norman returned, she pointed to the side of the bed again.

“Kneel, cuck,” she told him.

From the dresser she took out a sheer pink throw with lace trim and covered Norman with it before dusting off her hands.

“There we go. Nice and tucked away for when you're needed.” The downstairs bell chimed. “And just in time. Stay put, cuck. We'll come for you when we need you.”

Helena left Norman kneeling and covered, closing the door behind her as she went to answer the bell.


Time to Serve

Norman had never been more terrified. With the bedroom door closed, all he could hear were muffled voices and soon not even those as music was turned on, drowning out the last of the inaudible chatter. The pink throw was sheer enough for him to see through but it still managed to offer a modicum of peace, surprisingly, like Norman was truly hiding and could stay that way when Helena’s “lover” entered the room.

His stomach churned from nerves. This is not how he had thought this night would go. He felt for the collar around his balls. It was so tight it made his balls bulge and touching them made Norman try to calm his nerves by playing with himself, his situation be damned. Soon he was stroking himself far too close to the edge and forced himself to stop, terrified of what Helena would think–or say or do–if he popped his load all over her pink throw and bedroom floor.

First cum, then ass. He’d eaten all sorts of things tonight for the first time. Though unlike the astringent, bleachy semen, Norman surprised himself by how much he enjoyed tonguing Helena’s asshole. At first he thought it would taste like, well, ass… and it sort of kind of did, but not in the way he’d been worried about. He’d liked it. A lot. And wanted to earn the chance to lick her again back there.

For what had to have been thirty, forty minutes, Norman knelt and waited, left alone and ignored like some… thing. There was that feeling again, just like with the dildo harness strapped to his face. The feeling of having–in Helena's eyes–utility first and personal preferences and wants second. It intrigued Norman, and his long wait spent kneeling allowed his mind to wander how, in a way, it wasn't all that different from work, where he was expected to perform a task, his emotions be damned.

It was in the middle of one of these thoughts that the door cracked open. Norman frozen.

“I'll be right back,” laughed Helena. She flited about her room, oblivious to Norman while she searched for something, eventually finding it on her vanity. It was a small diamond bracelet.

Norman had no idea why she'd been looking for it nor did she even so much as glance his way, deepening the feeling that he was little more than a vacuum in a closet, stashed away for later use.

It was another twenty minutes before Helena returned. Norman was less frightened this time–the first arrival having softened his nerves–and even with Helena dragging her date behind her by his belt buckle, Norman felt a strange sense of calm and focus.

The man was stereotypically handsome: Athletic, wide-jawed, veins showing in his long, thick arms. He laughed as Helena swung him towards the bed and shoved him on his back, the two clearly having had a glass of wine or three. The man began to unbuckle his belt.

“No no no!” teased Helena. “No hands!”

She turned towards Norman and pulled off the sheer throw. Then she pointed at the man.

“Cucky,” she said with a giggle that seemed out of character compared to how domineering she'd been before. “Go make Dixon nice and hard for me.”

The man let out a deep laugh. “Seriously? You're going to call me that again?”

Helena pumped her eyebrows suggestively. “If the dick fits…” she said.

The man–”Dixon”, Norman supposed, at least for this encounter–rolled his eyes. “Alright then.” He remained still on the bed and it took Norman a moment to realize the man was waiting on him to act.

Norman’s heart thudded in his chest, so hard it seemed like it would burst out, Alien-style. He crawled towards Dixon and as he did, the man opened up his knees, welcoming Norman in. Thank god he was lying down and not looking right at Norman, that made it at least mildly possible for Norman to distance himself from what he was doing… until he had to reach for the man’s belt buckle. He tried to unfocus his eyes so he couldn’t quite see himself unbuckling it, nor the clearly masculine underwear he had on underneath. Norman tried to gently tug on the man’s jeans to pull them down, but he wasn’t budging.

Helena leaned down and whispered in Norman’s ear: “You’re going to have to reach inside, cuck.”

There was so much blood rushing to Norman’s head that it made it hard to hear. He lifted the man’s underwear, reached inside, and…

…god, he was warm and soft and yet hard all at once. Norman’s hands trembled as he worked to pull the man’s cock and balls out, Dixon finally giving a little leeway to let Norman more easily free his manhood. Even mostly flaccid, it was like a sleek, thick weasel, the base of the shaft and the balls shaved clean, with a thick carpet of groomed pubic hair on his crotch that was neatly shaped into the upside down base of a pyramid, its proverbial top being the man’s member. Norman had never had to make a cock besides his own hard before and, not knowing what to do, found himself wrapping his hand around it to try to stroke it hard.

“You have to tease it,” said Helena, beyond amused at the unfolding scene. “Try with your fingers, cucky.”

Norman stroked Dixon’s cock with two fingertips, desperately trying not to look up to see if the man was watching him or biding his time until he got to have what he wanted in the form of Helena. It surprised Norman how he could feel the length of him pulse and swell, each two-fingered teasing stroke making it a little bit fatter.

It grew. And grew. And grew, until it was rising up before Norman’s mystified stare.

“More, cuck,” hissed Helena. “I want him to be writhing for me.”

“Babe–” started Dixon.

“Shh shh shh, just you lie back and enjoy, baby,” Helena said. Even with the video she’d shown Norman earlier, of this man taking her from behind in such animalistic fashion, it was clear it was still she who was in control in this relationship.

That made Norman feel better… but only slightly. He still had the daunting task to get this man in a desperate, excited state. Norman closed his eyes for a moment. If he was going to do this, he was going to have to go all in–no hesitation, no shyness. He tried to imagine porn stars in streaming videos, ditzy blondes and busty brunettes who had an insatiable hunger for cock as they sucked off their big-dicked male costars.

Just like with the dildo earlier, Norman wrapped his lips around Dixon’s head and swirled his tongue around it, tasting sweat and musk and manly cologne. With one hand grasped Dixon’s shaft and with the other he tickled his heavy balls, the same way Helena had teased him, and worked the man’s cock like his life depended on it. Whatever protests he had aimed at Helena, they were slipping away, turning into moans and groans, Dixon beginning to ever-so-slightly thrust his hips up into Norman’s face.

Norman felt Dixon’s balls pull towards his body and then tasted a mildly salty drop of precum. Encouraged–and more than a little disturbed at his growing zeal–Norman teased the tip of his tongue along the underside of Dixon’s cockhead, knowing exactly how Norman himself enjoyed being teased, and then snaked a shameless finger to press on Dixon’s taint. Norman couldn’t believe what he was doing, but the man’s deepening groans spurred him on.

“Oh, fffuucckkk,” moaned Dixon. “Fuck fuck fuck…” He had a hand over his eyes, presumably not wanting to see Norman as much as Norman didn’t want to be seen, and his other hand was clutching the bedspread.

Making his tongue into a curved half-pipe of warm, wet flesh, Norman started bobbing his head up and down, as he’d done with the dildo gag earlier, and was sure to keep his teeth far, far away from Dixon’s shaft, not wanting to ruin all his “hard work”; Dixon was thrusting harder now and leaking more precum into Norman’s mouth. Then, when Norman was beginning to test his own gag reflex–and wondering how the hell he was going to go that far–he felt Helena’s hand on his shoulder.

“Stop being so greedy, cucky,” she said, a smug smile in her voice. “On your knees. Hands behind your back.”

She practically ripped him off Dixon and sent him to the ground, where Norman did as he was told, putting his hands behind his back and realizing what he had been able to feel for the last few minutes: His mouth and hands on Dixon’s handsomely attractive cock and balls had given Norman an embarrassingly hard erection.

Helena mounted Dixon’s spit-wetted, throbbing cock with a sigh of pleasure. Norman had literal front row seats as she bounced up and down on him, lubing him up with her wetness that drooled down his veiny shaft and to his tight, shorn balls. He was trying to thrust back but she was bent over him, her hands holding down his with her calves pinning down his thighs. The smell of sex was cloyingly strong in the bedroom and with every breath, Norman inhaled a jungle-moist whiff of sopping wet pussy and pumping cock, the mixed scent having the perverse effect of making him hornier and hornier even as he watched what he could not have.

Looking over her shoulder at Norman, with her face pleasantly pink and dotted with sweat, Helena said to him: “Take my boots off and suck my toes.”

Norman struggled to wrest the knee-high boots of Helena’s legs and then found himself having to crouch down low on his hands and knees to reach Helena’s first foot, wrapping his mouth around the big toe the same way he’d done with Dixon’s cock to suckle on in eagerly. It was intensely sweaty and smelled of leather and faded perfume and, either because of his sucking or Helena’s continued riding, she let out a long, warbling moan. He worked his way down the line of toes, sucking each one clean of the leathery sweat sheen, before Helena used her foot to nudge Norman towards the other foot, where he repeated the entire worshipful act from scratch.

Not turning around this time, Helena gave him another command: “Suck on his balls.”

By this point, Norman was drunk on the ribald taboo-ness of it all, and didn’t even think to hesitate. He burrowed his face between Dixon’s–and Helena’s–legs and brought the man’s balls into his mouth. They were covered with Helena and he tasted her strongly, using his tongue to tease and tickle them as Helena bumped her ass down on Norman’s head with her fevered cowgirl riding. Her moans became higher pitched, a now familiar climb to Norman, and on either side of his face he felt Dixon’s thighs clench and his balls pulls and then, while he was teabagging Norman, Dixon blew his load into Helena, just timing it so that she began to climax right after.


Eat It

Helena’s world became a rush of ecstasy and filling warmth and a body-shaking satisfaction at riding her man–playfully nicknamed “Dixon”, though his real name wasn’t that far off–while her new cuck debased himself so thoroughly for her. She felt Dixon’s fingers digging into her waist as he pumped himself deep inside her, his grunting thrusts harkening back to a more primitive time, when a man being able to plunge his seed deep, deep inside his mate was his best chance of passing his genes on to the future. Through that lens, women like Helena were the receptacles, just pots of fertile soil eyed by simple-brained males whose very anatomy was designed to scoop away their competitors' seed so they could do the fertilizing.

That was another reason cuckolding fascinated Helena so. Dixon was playing his part as homo sapien men had been doing for 300,000 years, but Norman… that was a new role. He was sucking another man’s balls to drive him to the edge and then feeling the pulse of cum shooting through up through that man’s cock into a woman he could not and would not fuck, all at Helena’s behest. There was no simple-brained genetic imperative to do that–it was submission through and through, the Normans and other willing cucks of the world enslaving themselves to the pleasure and power of the force known as Woman.

Like all things in life, moderation was key. Some fun with a well-hung stud here, some worship from a groveling cuck there… it was a nice life, if you could get it, and Helena enjoyed every moment of it.

Once she and Dixon had slowed down, she carefully dismounted, rolling off to the side with her pussy tensed and knees up; Norman’s worship wasn’t over yet.

She snapped her fingers authoritatively. “Clean” was all she said.

Norman, being the only one who hadn't just enjoyed a head-spinning climax, was horny and denied, the perfect condition to do as Helena had commanded. He dove face first into her pussy, licking and sucking and cleaning her with his tongue ravenously. Helena grinned to herself. She had done it, in a single night she had broken Norman down from party-hopping wishful poser to cum eating cuckold. God, she was good at what she did.

“Get it all, cuck,” she said in an extra-stern staccato tone. “You better not leave one drop of spunk in my pretty pussy.”

Next to her, Dixon threw his head back and silently chuckled to himself. She had made it clear when they started hooking up that acts like this would be part of it, whether he liked it or not, and he’d since come around to his own version of Helena’s high at the idea of another man emasculating himself so for her entertainment. Though she’d never say so to men like Dixon, having them have to “endure” a blowjob or a ball-tonguing by a cuck was a great way to keep them from getting too big of an ego–if they wanted her, they’d have to play by her rules.

She allowed Norman to lick her for extra long, doing her part to help make sure he got all of Dixon’s seed, and then snapped her fingers again. “Back on your knees. Head down.”

Once Norman had retreated, his face glistening with a mix of pussy and spunk, she tossed the sheer pink throw over him again with all the nonchalance of putting the dishes away.

“You can shower first,” she told Dixon. He squeezed her hand and then hopped off the bed, grabbing his clothes before heading into the master bathroom. A minute later Helena heard the water running. She knew he’d be in there a while.

She looked at Norman who was still hard and horny beneath the throw, the rhinestones of the pink leather collar clearly visible.

“I have one more present for you, cuck,” she said, lounging back on her doubled-up pillows. “But first you’re going to jerk off for me, right into your hand. And then can you guess what you’re going to do with the mess you make?”

Norman nodded beneath the throw. Oh, he was beginning to know exactly what kind of woman Helena was.

“Then get started.”

The sheer pink fabric billowed and shook as Norman stroked himself with his free hand cupped in front of his cock. His balls bounced all around, kept nice and packaged by the small collar, and his breathing grew heavy, quickly. Helena didn’t think he would need any help finishing but decided she wanted to tease him nonetheless.

“How did your salty, sticky snack taste, hmmm? Think about how lucky you were to get to eat it riiiight out of my pussy, while it was still warm and gooey… lucky lucky cucky. You might not always get that, you know, especially if you displease me. I might make you and Dixon have to go without, having him pull out of me so he can reach in your mouth, pull out your tongue, and blow his load right onto it. I’m sure he’d be pretty pissed at that. He might even just decide to shove his cock down your throat and feed you directly, like a gas pump shoved into the side of a plane for refueling.” Helena chuckled and made the sound of an airplane flying by. “Neerrrrrr… hahahah. But you and I both know you’ll take it, won’t you, cuck? That’s right. You and I both know what tonight proved: Your place is on your knees, with my collar around your balls, and your belly full of my man’s cum. Yes, that’s your place–your purpose, even, a thing most men would never let themselves do but that you–”

Norman let out a loud, thrumming grunt as he came into his cupped palm. Helena knew his horniness would fade fast and moved before he could think about disobeying her.

“Eat it, cuck! Eat it now!”

Coughing and grimacing, Norman devoured his own load while Helena burst into peals of sadistically delighted laughter. As he licked at his palm with narrowed eyes and a wrinkled nose, Helena slyly opened the nightstand’s middle drawer and took out Norman’s “present”. It was an anodized pink chastity device with a small but heavy duty key, the sort of enclosure that was impossible to pick or to take off without Norman–or any of her other cucks–ripping their balls off along with it.

She went to the edge of the bed and lifted the hem of the throw, exposing only Norman’s crotch. He was speechless as she went to work, ignoring that his shrinking cock was still leaking as she used her long nails to poke him inside, Norman flinching and squirming as she did. He was in the chastity device in a flash and only then did he think to look up at her to wonder what exactly she’d done to him.

“Something to keep you in line when I’m not around,” Helena informed him. “It's a male chastity device.”

“How… how am I going to function?” asked a befuddled Norman, broken out of his lust-crazed state by his orgasm and the new device.

Helena laughed off his concerns. “You'll figure it out. They all do. But if you mean function function, well… you won't. Not unless you earn these.” She jingled the chastity device keys.

Norman stared helplessly at the tiny keys.

“How will I do that?” squeaked Norman.

Helena couldn’t help but give him a cruel, indulgent grin. “Why, by being a model cuckold, of course. That is to say–by putting my pleasure first. And the pleasure of my lovers, too. By constantly asking yourself the question: How can I please her? By demonstrating time and time again, that you understand your position. Grousing, hesitant cucks don’t get let out very often. But eager ones? Ones who will push their limits for me? That’s a different story.” Helena shifted her thighs back and forth. “You know, I think you might have missed a drop of Dixon. He does get pretty deep in there. Lean your head back and open your mouth.”

There was no denied erection to motivate Norman this time. With his cock locked away and his balls drained, he had to lean back, part his lips, and stick out his tongue. Helena pulled the throw off him and positioned herself above his waiting mouth. A few more drops of Dixon dripped out, going right down Norman’s throat.

The water went off in the bathroom.

“Looks like he’s done in there,” Helena said to Norman. She took the throw off him completely. “Come on, cuck. You’re going to help get me nice and clean–this way we can make sure your chastity cage works.” It took Norman a moment to realize what she meant and his face tensed as he did, Helena running her tongue over her teeth at the sight of his concern. “Yep,” she continued. “Now that I’ve got you caged, I can safely let your hands all over my body without worrying about you misbehaving. I should warn you–I like a nice, soapy massage and I expect you to remain focused, no matter how you’re adjusting to your new device.”

Helena stood and started to strip off her leather basque corset. She let it fall to the ground, leaving her naked underneath. Instinctively for a man like Norman, he lowered his eyes.

“No need to be shy. You’re going to have to look at me to wash me,” she told him.

His gaze slowly lifted and she could see he was already beginning to twitch in his cage. The master bathroom door opened and out walked Dixon, completely naked too, his cock hanging low from the steamy shower.

“I hope you left me some hot water,” she teased.

Dixon snorted a laugh. “There’s plenty in there.” Speaking to Helena, but looking at Norman he said with a smirk: “Have fun.”

“Oh, we will,” Helena assured him.


Epilogue

How to be a Trained Cuckold

Six months ago, Norman’s life had been completely turned upside down. He could still remember what he was thinking on his way to the Chanel launch party–”Maybe this time it’ll be different. Maybe I’ll finally feel less out of place.” He’d been buying tickets to all kinds of snazzy events for months, trying to break into social circles outside the tedium of his work life, but for months he’d felt like an outsider, just some try-hard who nervously chatted up pretty people and then went home wondering what he was doing with his life.

He had never expected to meet Helena. He had never expected the night they had. He had never thought he would become…

It was still hard to say the word, even months later and after everything he’d done. Cuckold. Just thinking it in his head made Norman feel like a great big spotlight was being cast on him and that everyone everywhere instantly knew the depraved, emasculating things he did. But even so, it was a role he had slipped into with shocking ease, one that he felt embarrassingly suited for the longer he held it.

More than anything, it required a very specific kind of ego death–the ability to push out his pride and focus on the commands of Helena and, increasingly over time, to intuit her commands and perform what she wanted without being asked. In a way, the shift from his ego to her needs took a load–no pun intended–off Norman’s shoulders; he didn’t have to debate if he liked something or was motivated to do, he just did it, end of story. Oddly enough, being in chastity helped, though it had taken him a while to get there. But when he had learned how to live in denial–to have a constant, low-grade neediness between his legs–he got less distracted by having to placate his cock and applied that focus right back to Helena, deepening his understanding of what she liked. Before long, he was involved deeper in her trysts with Dixon and her other studs, helping to hold her legs up or tongue-fucking her asshole while she enjoyed being fucked, almost like Norman was a kinky helper rather than someone sentenced to look but not touch.

Not all of the time though. Dixon generally had an easygoing temperament, but some of Helena’s studs were downright assholes. Chad–named both for his frat bro attitude and his python-like “Hanging Chad”–was especially annoyed to have to endure Helena’s cuckolding games to get to fuck her and took it out on the cucks themselves, sometimes in devious ways. One time, he’d revealed that he’d been enjoying a diet exclusively of beer and red meat just before giving Norman an absolutely filthy facial, the taste of which was horrendous. Another time he got Helena to put an open O-ring gag in Norman’s mouth so he could “stop the little fuck from teething on me”. That however was his flimsy pretense so that “Chad” could throat fuck Norman until he almost threw up. Norman’s throat was sore for days after that and he still couldn’t forget the sight of his tear-streaked, drooling face as red as a beet in Helena’s bedroom mirror. Helena eventually intervened–she was the one running the show, after all–but she did have some sadistic streak deep down that made her both curious and amused by the rough treatment, either for the novelty of it or to see Norman suffer through it for her or both.

It was a powerful thing, suffering for Helena. He never felt pride quite like the pride of putting up with some new degradation, particularly because when he did, she was effusive with praise, peppering him with a cooing “good boy” or a “what a good cuck”, phrases that acted like triggers to wash Norman’s entire body with dopamine. As she’d said on their first night, she also rewarded such behavior, and more than a few times Norman had been allowed to eat her ass out and once even her pussy without the creampie to go with it.

Tonight was special. Tonight he was finally going to be allowed to cum for the first time in six months.

Dressed in nothing but his “CUCK” collar and chastity device, Norman knelt eagerly in front of Helena while she lounged on her living room leather chair. She was dressed in a painted-on pair of light denim jeans, slingback heels, and a white sleeveless halter top with a wraparound neck, the thin fabric showing off the curve of her pendulous breasts and her nipples.

“Well, well, well cucky, the time has finally come. Release day.” There was a mischievous glint in her eyes, the kind that Norman had come to fear. “Are you excited?”

Norman nodded vigorously. “Yes, very much so!”

Helena reached down the front of her top, plucking the chastity key that hung around her neck out of her cleavage. But she did not take the thin platinum link necklace off.

“Look at the ottoman behind you,” she said, pointing to the square ottoman that usually served as a footrest for the leather chair, at least when she wasn’t making Norman fill that role. “I want you to take its top off… and flip it over.”

With a hard swallow, Norman turned and took the top off the ottoman. He turned it over and his eyes bulged as he saw the fat, jellied dildo sticking out of it. It looked slick and lubed up.

“Set it back down. That’s where you’re going to be sitting while we have a little conversation on your performance these past months…”

Norman slotted the upside-down ottoman top on the base, the jellied dildo wobbling about. He looked towards Helena as if to ask, “Sit on it now?”

“Go on,” said Helena with a flick of her hand. “All the way. Butt to bottom.”

Hovering over the dildo, Norman lowered himself down. He was no stranger to anal stimulation after this past half year, but with nothing so girthy and realistic-looking. The head of the dildo poked at him and he relaxed himself as much as he could, finding the extra-slippery lube and the weight of his body helped to push the flared head inside of him. He quietly sighed. Then he sank deeper and deeper, until the phallus was right up against his prostate; the sensation made his trapped cock swell and once he was all the way down, the pressure was immense, making him feel like he was about to burst out of his cage.

“Now you see, when I said this would be ‘release day’, I suspect you misunderstood me,” said Helena, that glint in her eyes getting sharper. “What I should’ve said was you’ll get release today… but you won’t be coming out of that chastity, oh no. You’re going to learn a different way to cum today, cuck.” She looked at her watch. “I’ll give you… five minutes. Just about enough time for me to give you your performance review. What are you waiting for? Better get grinding.”

Catching on, Norman began to rock against the dildo, feeling it push on his prostate. He groaned as the pressure in his device grew and his cock surged for any chance at freedom. Could he cum this way? Was it possible? He’d heard rumors, but…

“Six months as a cuckold,” said Helena, counting them off on her fingers. “You’ve eaten plenty of cum, sucked plenty of cock, and been, for the most part, an obedient cuck. But I believe in you–I think you can do better.”

Amazingly, after six months of not being able to touch himself, the dildo grinding almost felt the same as a hand on Norman’s cock. Almost. At least it was some true stimulation though and Norman grinded on it harder, having to hold onto the ottoman for support as he rocked his hips back and forth.

“For starters, let’s take cum eating. Too much grimacing. I know, I know, you’ll tell me that it can’t be helped, that it’s just what happens when a person consumes something so bitter and acrid… but I’m not satisfied with that. No, I’m a believer that a person can get used to anything and that what you need, cucky, is exposure therapy. From now on, you’re going to be taking supplements, of a sort: One big juicy load a day, in condoms I provide for you. You’ll let that taste linger on your tongue and the insides of your mouth and down your throat until you get through your off-putting coughing and sputtering. I already have a box of 30 loads ready to go–I expect by next month you will have made some serious improvements.”

Norman’s legs were beginning to shake. The dildo felt good up his ass and he was huffing and puffing as he rocked against it faster and faster, pumping his prostate with its big, fat head. Sweat rolled down his temples and his face began to feel hot.

“Now, cock sucking. Frankly, you’re much better at that than I expected–or at least more eager. But I’m still seeing a lot of mixed feelings on the faces of my studs. I don’t want that. I want you to do such a good job that they feel conflicted about having you stop. I want them to want you to keep going… and in some cases, that’s exactly what I’ll have you do. Go all the way and finish them off to leave them feeling positively shattered from the orgasm you give them. I want you to reach a pro level, good enough that men would pay you to suck their cocks. I’ve already found an instructor who works with slutty housewives of rich guys who is willing to take you on. You’ll be going twice a week until I’m satisfied. It just so happens that this instructor likes to use his own cock for training, a big, black beast that you’re going to get very, very familiar with, I believe.”

Remarkably–unbelievably!–Norman could feel himself getting to the edge of… something. It wasn’t like nearing any climax he’d ever experienced, but he could feel a sensation building deep inside of him and he grinded on the phallus with mad lust, like it was a real dick that if he just pumped enough would cum right inside of him. He was panting hard now, the lock of his chastity device jingling so loudly it competed with Helena for attention. He looked at her with glassy, dazed eyes, but only saw an imperious, knowing smile on her face.

“Finally, there’s the issue of attachment. I know you don’t see it, cucky, but you’re getting a little attached to me. I can see it in your eyes when I tell you I’m going to be spending time with my other cucks and I can see it in your texts back to me when I need to cancel. That won’t do at all. I thought for a long time how to deal with this–I do value your obedience and devotion–and finally an idea occurred to me: The only way for you to become less attached to me, is if I begin to share you with others. I’ve asked around and collected a shortlist of eight of my girlfriends who would be interested in having their own personal cuck from time to time. You’ll start by being on-call for clean-up–a night a week where you will block off the evening to go over to their houses and clean their pussies should they so desire. After that, once they get used to you, I’ll begin to loan you out for longer periods. A night, a weekend, a week. You’ll learn what it takes to placate other women and their men and I feel strongly this will help keep you from getting dependent on me.”

Norman was quaking uncontrollably now. He could feel himself on the very precipice of something different and was barely able to get a full breath in with how fast and hard he was thumping himself on the dildo. He opened his mouth to speak, but no words came out. He was about to bubble over.

Helena cupped a hand over her ear. “Hmm? Feel like you’re ready to blow, cucky?”

Norman nodded his head; his wet bangs slapped against his forehead.

Helena leaned forward. “Go on then,” she hissed. “Cum. Cum just like a horny little bimbo slut would…”

Her words sent Norman into overdrive and then he was cumming, right through his cage, the seed dribbling out in a humiliatingly denied thick, white drool while he trembled and sighed so loudly he actually did sound like a girl. Helena cackled at the sight of him and gathered up the spilling spunk with her hand, immediately feeding it back to Norman even as his body continued to quake.

“Recycle, recycle,” she taunted, smearing the thick cum on his lips and under his nose.

Eventually Norman stopped shaking and Helena ran out of cum to force feed him. She tried to wipe her hand on Norman’s hair but it was too wet, and so she made him lick it clean instead. Then she leaned back in her chair and let out a satisfied sigh.

“Was that as good for you as it was for me?” she quipped. “Hopefully you earn yourself another release in six months. We’ll see how you do with your new training regimen, cuck.”

Norman slumped forward, the phallus still embedded deep in his ass. He was a cuck alright. And his journey down into submission and emasculation still had much, much more to go.

THE END
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