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Humbled

Sexual tension had been vibrating in the air from the moment Andrea opened the door to her apartment. Or even before, from the moment we had started planning this adventure. But now, a new edge had entered the room with us. A new feeling of excitement, of possibility, and, yes, of danger too. Andrea had forced me into this new submission to her, and it had been so easy for her, too. She didn’t have to scream and yell, she didn’t have to threaten me with violence. All she had to do was look the way she did, and I was putty in her hands.

It was hot. But it was shameful, too. And one feeling merged with the other, impossible to separate in the confusion of my mind as I grunted on the floor in front of two women who seemed in that moment too beautiful to be believed.

“This is where you belong,” Andrea said, and for once, she wasn’t smiling. She spoke as if she was 100% serious, like she was giving a lecture. Like she was training me, I realized with a flush of arousal. Because after all, that was exactly what she was doing. And as I kneeled in front of her, kissing her feet again, I didn’t have any doubt that it would work just the way she wanted to.

“This is how you should greet your female superiors from now on. On your knees, kissing our feet. Worshiping the ground we walk on. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Andrea,” I said. Lifting my mouth from her feet, I glanced up at her, just for a moment. As I did, I saw her break character, only for a split second. She looked at Lisa, standing next to her, and a smile flickered across her face, as quick as leaping flame. When she turned her eyes back on me, glowing behind her shining glasses, her face was as stern and serious as I had ever seen it.

“Good. Don’t forget it. Otherwise, we might have to punish you.”

“Punish me?”

I probably shouldn’t have asked. But I couldn’t help it. The words just came bursting out of me, my surprise making it impossible to keep silent, and as I glanced up at her again, that beautiful body towering over me, I saw the sadistic smile on her beautiful face.

“That’s right. That’s how we’ll train you as a slave. Punishment and reward. Just like training a dog. Our little pet.”

Andrea shifted her weight again, and I heard the leather of her shoes creak as she moved, heard the fabric of her dress whisper over the curves of her body it clung to so tightly as she took a step back. The sound of her high heel on the wooden floor was like the crack of a rifle as she stomped down suddenly, making me jump.

“Don’t forget about your girlfriend,” she said, looking down at me. “You should be on your knees every day, thanking her for dating a loser like you. Kiss her feet and show her what she means to you.”

I looked up at Lisa. She looked down at me. She had a smile on her face too, a dreamy, almost distracted sort of smile. Her expression had none of the sadism of Andrea’s, but instead it seemed she couldn’t quite believe what was happening. And yet, at the same time, there was no doubt that she was enjoying it.

She looked absolutely thrilled with what was going on, happy to be along for the ride, and no longer doubting what we were doing. I had noticed before how, with every moment that passed with me in submission to the women, Lisa seemed to act as if it were more and more normal. As if standing over me like this was her rightful place. And honestly, in that moment, it kind of felt that way. As ashamed as I was at how easily I had given in, I was very conscious of the thought that, in a way, maybe Andrea was right. I was lucky to be with Lisa. She was miles out of my league, way too hot and sexy for me, and I felt like an idiot for having let our relationship falter, for having let the spark go out of our sex lives until Andrea moved in next door.

It wasn’t completely my fault, of course. But that hardly mattered now. What mattered was the thrill we were chasing, the wild excitement all three of us were feeling, and the fact that those dark days of increasingly rare and unimaginative sex seemed firmly behind us.

If debasing myself for the amusement of these women was the key to leaving all that behind, I felt like it had to be worth it.

On my knees, I shuffled over toward Lisa. She watched me approaching, still wearing that slight and dreamy smile, still enjoying my very visible humiliation. And I leaned over her feet, pressing my lips against the leather boots, kissing her shoes as she stood above me, pressing her hand to her mouth as if to suppress the giggles that she couldn’t quite stop bursting out of her.

“What a loser,” Andrea chuckled as she watched me grovel. “Keep going, slave boy. Keep kissing her boots. And show some passion. Show us you know you’re grateful to even be allowed to do that.”

I tried, as much as I could. I’ve never been attracted to feet, and had never had the slightest inclination to put Lisa’s feet anywhere near my mouth. But as I kneeled there in front of her, showering her leather boots with kisses, I couldn’t deny the erotic feeling of the moment. I couldn’t deny the way my cock throbbed in desperation, the way my heart pounded in my chest, the way every other aspect of life seemed to slide away, leaving me with nothing but this desperate arousal.

While I groveled in front of my girlfriend, Andrea stepped away. I didn’t stop what I was doing, didn’t lift my head to watch her go, but I could hear her walk around behind me, hear the rhythmic clicking of her high heels on the wood floor as she moved through the apartment, heading toward the bedroom. I kept kissing, feeling Lisa’s feet moving underneath the leather, and with Andrea gone, I risked a look up at my girlfriend.

Lisa was watching me in this act of humiliation. Her eyes were half-closed, her makeup accentuating and lengthening her long lashes that almost hit the warm brown color of her eyes as they watched me. Her teeth were showing, biting her full lower lip, an expression of arousal and excitement and, in all honesty, perhaps also a trace of cruelty, clearly visible on her face. It made my cock surge even more to look up at her, to see her face above the swell of her breasts, to see that body in front of me, close enough to touch but too remote for me to have the way I wanted to, so that I felt again the shockwaves of desire and denial traveling all the way through my body, making me half crazy with desperate lust.

“This is crazy,” I muttered, my mouth just an inch or so above her foot.

“Keep kissing,” was all she said.

As she spoke, I could still hear some trace of doubt in her voice. A little bit of hesitation I might not have noticed if we weren’t with Andrea. But compared to that woman’s unassailable confidence, it was easier to notice Lisa’s own hesitation. Still, she gave her order, and I obeyed. It was so sexy to hear her give an order, to have her bossing me around like this, and as I pressed her lips to the leather of her boot again, I felt all over again the most intoxicating mixture of desire and disgrace and nervousness and excitement, that wild drug that kept me doing what they said, kept me chasing this path that seemed to lead into the darkness.

Andrea’s high heels rang out on the wooden floor as she returned from the bedroom. I listened to her walking behind me, trying to show the passion and enthusiasm and pure submission she demanded. My cock refused to stop throbbing as I hoped my desperate disgrace might earn me the pleasure of one or both of these women’s bodies, all the motivation I needed to keep me in their power.

And then, Andrea crouched down behind me. I didn’t see it, but I heard it, the whisper of her tight dress sliding over her body with every movement she made. I felt her hand, warm against the small of my back, something almost possessive in her touch. And then, I let out a loud groan against the leather of Lisa’s boot as I felt Andrea reach forward, between my legs, and take hold of my balls.

“Don’t struggle,” she warned, speaking just as softly and calmly as ever, knowing that I hung on her every word. “This is going to be… uncomfortable. But it will be a lot worse if you try to fight me. Just let it happen. Spread your legs.”

And as I did, she used her grip on my scrotum to put it back between my thighs, back behind my body. I grunted, almost forgetting to keep kissing my girlfriend’s boots until she tapped her toe on the floor, reminding me of my place. But it wasn’t easy as Andrea kept pulling, my balls in her warm hand, making me feel more vulnerable than I had ever felt before in my life.

Andrea’s movements were slow, careful, deliberate. Still with that same confidence she always had, as though she had done exactly this a thousand times before. When she had my sack stretched out behind me, I heard her shift her weight, and I winced as I felt something touching my sensitive skin. Something warm, but hard, unyielding. Something different from her very human touch.

“Hold still,” she whispered, even though I was already holding myself as still as I possibly could. The nervousness and fear that were an essential part of the games we played were more palpable now than ever, filling my head and my heart as I bent over Lisa’s feet, completely in control of these women. I heard a faint clatter, and grunted as I felt a new tightness around the skin of my scrotum, above my testicles. I heard Andrea fumbling with something, a catch or clasp, and then panic gripped me as I heard the sound of her tightening a screw.

“What are you doing?”

Still on my knees, I turned my head to try and see over my shoulder, but in the position I was in, there was no way I could tell what she was doing. I could just see her crouching behind me, a determined little smile on her gorgeous face, her eyes behind her glasses focused on what she was doing. When she finished tightening the screw, she let go of what she was holding, and I felt a new weight and constriction around my manhood, something holding my balls back behind my legs just the way her hand had been doing a moment before.

“This is called a humbler,” she said, “and that’s exactly what it does. It humbles pathetic men by showing them how their bodies are just toys for us to play with. This is going to keep you on the floor, on your knees, until I decide to remove it. In the meantime, it keeps these little balls nice and accessible and vulnerable for us.”

As she spoke, Andrea ran her fingers gently over my scrotum. And as I gasped at the pleasurable sensation, she changed her grip, now using the nails of her fingers. She raked them over the skin, and I winced, not in pain, but in the anticipation of it. I felt an insane feeling of vulnerability that told me she could do whatever she wanted to the most sensitive part of my anatomy, and there was absolutely nothing I could do to stop her.

“You like that, slave?”

“Yes.”

Andrea laughed, and Lisa laughed too, and I jumped as the woman behind me abruptly slapped my ass.

“Well, it’s not always going to be so nice. Lisa, why don’t you take a seat? Make yourself comfortable. I want to show you something.”

“Okay.”

My girlfriend didn’t seem to question Andrea and her ideas any more than I did. I lifted my head to watch as she turned and walked away from me, sitting down on the sofa and adjusting her tight skirt as it slid up her long legs, which she crossed. The heel of her raised boot seemed to point at me, as if to highlight my shame and submission. As if anyone in that room wasn’t already aware of it.

Behind me, Andrea stood. I tried to straighten up to get a look at her, to keep my eye on her, but I quickly realized that wasn’t possible. The humbler was a kind of short wooden bar that sat at the back of my thighs, my scrotum held tight in a hole in the middle of it, so that the more I tried to straighten up, the more painful it was for me. I had no choice but to stay on my knees, bent double, trying my best to balance myself with my hands tied behind my back while the women stood above me, free to do whatever they felt like.

Andrea turned, stooping toward the floor to pick up something else she had brought from the bedroom. Walking beside me, she turned with unmistakable grace on her high heels and crouched down in front of me. That gorgeous dress grew even tighter around her body as she crouched in front of me, one hand gripping my chin as she lifted my face up toward her, forcing me to look into those beautiful blue eyes behind the lenses of her glasses. I met her gaze, feeling my cheeks burning with shame at being handled like this, aware of Lisa in my peripheral vision, sitting on the sofa with a smile on her face, enjoying the show as our new neighbor completely dismantled my pride and self-respect.

“This is going to help you understand your new position,” she said, lifting something in her free hand and holding it in front of my face. A pink leather strap with a buckle at one end and holes on the other, like a miniature belt. And when I saw the gleaming steel ring set into the leather, I realized in another hot flush of shame what she was showing me. A collar. A pink leather collar like something you would make a dog wear. Except it wasn’t for a dog. It was for me, and I thought again about what she had said about turning me into their little pet, and I realized with a flood of wild shame and desperate arousal that she had been 100% serious about that.

Not only that. But kneeling now on the floor of her living room, completely disgraced and helpless, I didn’t doubt her ability to do exactly what she wanted.

“Let’s put it on.”

Andrea didn’t wait for an answer. Already, she was reaching toward my throat, and I couldn’t do anything to stop her. Over on the sofa, Lisa sputtered with laughter, pressing two hands over her open mouth, her shoulders shaking with pure delight at what she was seeing. And Andrea tighten the collar around my neck, sliding the end through the buckle and making sure it sat just right, with the steel ring at the front. Then, holding the ring, she clipped a leash to it. A matching leash of pink leather to add to my humiliation. Holding the other end of the leash, she stood up, looming above me again in all her wild sex appeal, all her total dominance. Holding me on the end of the leash like I was her pathetic pet.

“Okay, come with me, loser,” she said.

As she turned, I couldn’t help staring at her fantastic ass, straining against the gleaming fabric of her skin-tight dress. I couldn’t help admiring the shape of her legs as she stepped forward, the leash growing tight between us, pulling on the collar she had made me wear. I had to shuffle forward on my knees, grunting in discomfort as the humbler kept my balls pulled back behind my legs, my bound hands making it impossible to move with any speed. Andrea walked slowly in front of me, but fast enough to keep me off balance, having to struggle to keep up while she dragged me a few short feet across the room to where Lisa sat.

“Ever think you’d see your boyfriend crawling on the end of a leash?”

“No, I can’t say I did,” Lisa said, smiling up at the taller woman from where she sat on the sofa. “But I have to say, I don’t hate it.”

“Yeah, it’s pretty awesome,” Andrea said, tugging playfully at the leash as she spoke. “I mean, look how turned on he is. He fucking loves being treated like this, the dirty pervert.”

She pulled on the leash again, more forcefully this time, making the pink leather snap between us.

“Get over here,” she said, her voice stern now, never happier than when she was handing out the orders. “Lick these boots clean and worship the woman who owns you.”

As I shuffled forward awkwardly, Andrea turned to Lisa, that beaming smile reappearing on her face.

“I’m glad you wore boots, actually,” she said. “Very sexy. Very dominant. And ideal to make a slave boy like this worship. It’s like, he can come so close, but can’t quite touch you.”

Lisa laughed, as if the two of them were just sharing regular girl talk, chatting about fashion while I crawled around on the floor like an animal. All part of the game, I knew, all part of the mindfuck of it, the pure humiliation they wanted me to feel. That didn’t mean it didn’t work.

With the leash pulling tight against the collar I wore, I kneeled in front of Lisa’s feet. I looked up at her, and at Andrea, both women smiling now as they stared down at me. Not a trace of regret, of compassion, of mercy on their faces. Quite the opposite. It looked like they were having the time of their lives.

“Go on, lick them clean,” Andrea said, leaning over me to supervise my degrading task. She was still holding the leash, keeping it tight, as if she wanted to remind me of her power and authority. As if I could possibly forget.

“Here. You can hold him.”

As if bestowing a gracious gift, Andrea leaned over and handed the leash to Lisa. Lisa looked at it for just a moment before taking it. Then, she turned her glowing brown eyes on me. There was such a look of confidence, of excitement, of burning desire in her gaze that it almost made me dizzy. And slowly, as if she was afraid I might balk at what she was doing, she pulled the leash tighter. She wrapped it around her hand, the pink leather creaking as she held onto it, and I felt so completely in her power, so completely owned, so totally submissive, that it was almost a struggle not to cum right there and then at her feet as I stared up at the unbelievable dominant goddess my girlfriend had become.

Meanwhile, Andrea kept herself busy. She circled around behind me, disappearing from my view again, but I could feel her presence, like feeling the heat of the sun without looking at it. I could feel it even more as she tapped the pointed toe of one shoe against my straining scrotum, making me groan, making me run my tongue even more frantically over the gleaming leather of Lisa’s boots, degrading myself in the hope of escaping the punishment she had threatened me with.

“That’s more like it, some enthusiasm,” Andrea laughed. “See? The humbler’s great for that. Really puts guys in their place and makes it so they have no choice but to accept their position as our little pets.”

“This is amazing,” Lisa said, shaking her head as she looked down her long leg at me. “I mean, it’s so crazy. I was never into anything like this. It always seemed too extreme. But he’s like… worshiping me.”

“That’s exactly what he’s doing. As he should,” Andrea said. I could hear the smugness in her voice as she spoke, the pleasure she was taking in the situation she had created. And again, that toe tapped against my balls, and again, I whimpered and tried to serve these demanding women as they gloated above me in all their power.

“Shouldn’t you, loser?” Andrea added, punctuating her words with another little jab at my balls.

“Yes,” I groaned, running my tongue frantically over the leather as both women laughed.

“Better. You’re learning. But a little less attitude might be a good idea from a man in your position.”

Andrea shifted her weight, and I groaned as she pressed the flat of her shoe against my balls. Pressing them slowly but firmly against the wood of the humbler and sending jolts of pain through the pit of my stomach.

And Lisa said nothing. She didn’t protest. She didn’t try to stop what was happening or stick up for me anyway. She just watched, that cold smile on her pretty face, her eyes fixed on me, flickering only occasionally toward Andrea to see what the other woman was doing. Enjoying herself. There was no doubt about that. Lisa was enjoying everything that was happening, loving my helplessness, my desperation, my total humiliation.

“Ow!” I’m sorry!” I blurted out, making both women laugh again. But it had the intended effect. She lifted her foot off my balls, and I groaned in relief.

Then, Andrea moved behind me again. Stepping forward, she stood by my side. I heard the fabric of her dress creaking again as she turned, and felt the weight of her body as she sat down on my bent back. It made it even harder to keep my balance, but she sat lowdown on my body, above the knees that were supporting me, making it possible for me to continue licking my girlfriend’s boots.

And slowly, almost absentmindedly, Andrea reached down and took my exposed balls in her hands. She squeezed them slightly, making me groan again, making me wince as she pressed her hard fingernails into the sensitive flesh. Then she rubbed them, tickled them, teased them, using her hand to deliver both pleasure and pain, to keep me guessing, never sure of what would come next, never able to do anything about it, no matter what she decided.

It was the most insane feeling I had ever had. To kneel there, feeling what I had always thought of as negative feelings. Embarrassment. Disgrace. Fear. But through it all, beyond it all, a wild lust unlike any I had ever experienced that somehow transformed all of those complex emotions into just another form of desire.

“We can make him do whatever we want,” Andrea said, talking to Lisa as she continued to sit on top of me like I was a piece of furniture. And all the while, she kept on playing with my balls, pinching them, flicking them, stroking them, making me tremble and gasp. “You know what I’d like to do? I’d like to see him make you cum while I torture his balls.”

Lisa gasped. I gasped too. What Andrea was saying was completely insane, but at the same time, neither of us could deny that in the context of this game, it made sense. Still, fear gripped my heart as I thought about what lay ahead, knowing I could do nothing to stop it. And Lisa had already proven that I couldn’t rely on her to defend me against this wild dominatrix.

I looked up at my girlfriend. But she didn’t look at me. Instead, she looked over me at Andrea, her eyes sparkling, a smile on her face as she considered the other woman’s offer. Somehow, looking at that expression, I didn’t doubt what her answer would be. I could tell she was turned on, and that turned me on more than I would probably have ever imagined before this all started.

“That sounds like fun.”

Lisa uncrossed her legs, her boots shining with my saliva as she swung one knee over the other. Then, she pulled up her skirt, struggling for a moment against the tight material before it slid up around her hips. Underneath, she wore a pair of black panties, and I watched her pull them down, sliding them over her knees, over her boots, letting them drop onto the floor of Andrea’s apartment. There was no urgency in her movements now, and if she had even the slightest doubts about exposing herself like this in front of the other woman, she gave no sign of it. My girlfriend, so reserved, so vanilla, was now already making a habit of enjoying oral sex in front of an audience. I couldn’t believe how much it turned me on as I stared at her pussy between her legs, as she slowly parted her thighs, as she gathered the leash in her hands and pulled on it, pulling me toward her.

Andrea stood up, letting me crawl closer to my girlfriend. Again, I heard her high heels on the floor as she headed to the bedroom to fetch something else. But as nervous as that made me, I couldn’t focus on her for the moment. Instead, all my attention was on Lisa as I lowered my face between her thighs and pressed my hungry lips against her pussy.

She chuckled in pleasure, and I slid my tongue over her folds. She was wet. Already as wet as I felt like I had ever seen her, her juices flowing out of her at the sight of my humiliation at the hands of our sexy neighbor. And as I started to lick Lisa’s pussy, Andrea returned. Her high heels clicked on the floor, and I felt her weight on my back as she sat down on top of me again.

I heard a click. And I jumped on the spot, as much as I could on my knees with my balls trapped behind my legs and Andrea sitting on top of me. A sudden jolt of electricity zapped through my scrotum, making me groan in pain. And as I did, Andrea laughed. As I did, Lisa pressed her hand on the back of my head and pushed my mouth against her, groaning in her own selfish pleasure as she enjoyed the vibrations of my pain.

Completely at their mercy, all I could do was exactly what they wanted.
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