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Book 5 – Naked Neighbor:

CFNM and Chastity


Putting On A Show

Chad

Julie asked a lot of me, but I rarely had to think twice. Ever since she had sensed my submissive side during a heated argument, locked my manhood up, and turned my life around, I had been happily at her beck and call. Whether it was tidying up her house, cooking dinner, or getting on my knees to please her, I’d gladly obeyed her every command. Even when she made me do something embarrassing or humiliating, I took a perverse pleasure and pride in fulfilling her every request.

This, though, was different.

“I don’t know, Ma’am. I want to make you happy… but, I don’t know.”

“These are all women I know from the kink scene. They have nothing to do with your life, your work, your family. They’re discreet.”

Julie wasn’t quite pleading with me (she would never lower herself to that), but I could tell how much she wanted this. And I wanted to give her it, to make her every fantasy come true. After all, I wasn’t a real submissive if I couldn’t let go and give up control. Still, there was some block, some fear keeping me from committing to her latest suggestion.

“What exactly do you want to do?” I asked. I wasn't exactly in the strongest position to negotiate, given that I was currently kneeling at the end of Julie’s bed, rubbing my hot older neighbor’s tired feet. Still, I could at least try to figure out if there was some way to make this work for both of us. There was a reason that people in the BDSM scene called this ‘negotiation’, although that was an area where I knew Julie had a real advantage.

She paused for a moment, taking time to marshal her words before telling me once again what she wanted.

“I have a fantasy of sharing you with my friends. Not completely, of course. I would want to have you serve me and them, display your submission a bit. You could get us drinks, rub our feet, things like that. Basically, I just want to show off my toy. People do this kind of stuff all the time at fetish clubs, but I thought you would feel more secure here, with a small number of people.”

It was probably some corporate negotiation tactic, honed over years, but the way that she made it seem like she had already considered and accounted for my objections did soften me a bit. She was making it seem like she had already compromised, like I had already won. My resistance was breaking down, even if my nervousness remained.

“Would I have to get naked?”

“Yes, probably,” Julie answered, quickly and firmly. “I want to be able to show you off. All of you, potentially. You have your safe word, and I don’t want to push you too far, but we can’t put lots of artificial limits on this. It would ruin the fun. But of course, you know you can trust me.”

I stared up at Julie's face, trying to ignore her beauty to focus on her expression. She looked earnest and wise.

“I do trust you, and I want to do this for you. I just feel…”

“Self-conscious?” she asked, picking up my trailing sentence.

“Yeah.”

“Well, how about if we build up to it?”

“What do you mean?”

“We could go on a cam site.”

“A cam site?”

“Yeah,” Julie smiled encouragingly. “It would just mean getting naked in front of some strangers from the other side of the world. They don’t know you and never will. That way, you can build up some confidence in a totally controlled environment, and I can show off your sexy body. What do you think? Could we give it a try?”

Her logic, her compliments, the slight edge of need almost bordering on desperation in her voice; they all worked together to pull me towards Julie’s position. Plus, as always, my mind was fogged with adoration and desperation. She looked so beautiful, sitting up above me. Her feet were so soft and dainty in my hands, her legs so long and graceful, her body so shapely. When she started playing with the key that hung on a chain around her neck, I knew that I would do whatever she wanted.

“OK, I can try that. When do you want to do it?”

“Yay!” Julie clapped her hands, seeming girlishly excited despite her age and experience. “How about now? No time like the present!”

I swallowed. She was right. As always.

***

Julie

I moved quickly, getting the webcam set up before Chad had a chance to get too nervous. Consent was essential, but momentum was also important when pushing boundaries. He had the courage to do this now, so now was the time. I sat him down on the couch and set up my webcam so he was in the center, with the laptop to the side so that I could control it. There was a site I knew of that had a mixture of people jumping between feeds for fun, as well as some people looking for some more in-depth kinky play.

“You have a safe word, and we can stop whenever you want,” I reminded Chad. “But try to be brave. Remember, these are just perverts from the internet. I’ve even set it so that none of them are in the US or Canada. You’re anonymous.”

My pet nodded, looking fairly resolute despite his obvious anxiety. It was a little strange that he was so nervous. Chad had a great body and had done plenty of very embarrassing things in front of me. Maybe that was a testament to how much he trusted me or, perhaps more obviously, it was the idea of other people seeing the cage and just how submissive he was that was scaring him.

On that level, his embarrassment was understandable. It was also what made this idea so hot for me.

I forged ahead, setting up the link and fiddling with the angle. A domme acquaintance of mine had told me about this site, a rip-off of Chatroulette that had become popular with kinksters and assorted perverts. She used it on nights when she was bored, finding men to tease and torment, desperate subs who were just hungry for someone to tell them what to do, be that a silly little dance or punching themselves in the nuts. Sometimes they would pay her for the privilege, although that was only a rare added bonus. Any exposure would be good for acclimatizing Chad to the idea of being naked and vulnerable, but I kind of hoped we would come across some harsh woman to help me put him in his place.

Our first connection was with an older man who immediately bailed when he saw that it wasn’t a lady on the screen in front of him. An underwhelming start, but not unexpected. Next up was another man, older and a little overweight but not totally unattractive. He was lounging in his underwear with a clear erection. Chad shifted uncomfortably in his seat, unsuccessfully angling his body to deemphasize the cage.

What’s that on your dick? the man typed with one hand, the other stroking himself.

A cage. I was a bad boy and needed to be locked up, I replied.

And who’s typing?

My mistress. My owner.

Lol, came the reply. Pathetic. You have fun with that.

With that, our first real connection was gone. I looked over at Chad to see his face burning bright red in shame. Still, he hadn’t used his safe word.

“How do you feel?” I asked.

“Embarrassed. Nervous.”

“But turned on?”

He nodded his head slightly.

“Good boy.”

Our next connection was a cute couple lounging topless in bed. Their tanned skin and black hair suggested Latino origin, which was confirmed when they started speaking Spanish. I didn’t understand much, but the sense of amusement was palpable.

“Go on, Chad. You’ve been learning Spanish. Practice a little.”

That seemed almost more nerve-inducing for him than being naked, but after an encouraging nod from me, he began to speak. They went back and forth a few times, his faltering Spanish seeming to draw further mirth from our new friends even if it did impress me. He looked at me and translated their last question.

“They are asking if I would like a little show, so I can see what I’m missing.”

“Yes!” I practically shouted. This is what I had been wanting out of this, something truly humiliating for my boytoy. As much fun as I was able to have at his expense, I constantly craved novelty. Watching him watch a live sex show while his cock was all locked up would certainly bring that.

Chad relayed my message and the woman smiled, clapping her hands excitedly. I angled the screen so Chad could get an eyeful, watching as she slowly peeled off her partner’s underwear. He was slight built and skinny but packed a pretty big cock, bigger than Chad’s if it was free. Perfect.

The girl put on a good show, sucking and slobbering on his dick like it was the most delicious popsicle in the world. I had half an eye on the screen and half on Chad’s face, watching him watch this woman worshipping her partner’s big, free cock. Just a few months ago, he might have expected this kind of treatment at the end of a date or in the backroom of a frathouse, with some girl getting down on her knees to please him. Now, he would have to beg and scrape and degrade himself just for the chance of a temporary erection.

“OK,” the girl said switching to broken English as she wiped some spittle from her mouth. “Your turn.”

Well, I certainly wasn’t going to suck his cock, but I was sure we could oblige somehow. I raised my leg so that my foot was in shot but my face wasn’t, presenting it to Chad. He took my calf in his hand, propped it up and waited for my instruction.

“Suck my toes like she sucked his cock. I want it wet and sloppy and passionate. Show the nice couple what a slut you can be.”

“Si, chupa!” came the tinny reply through the speaker.

Chad wrapped his lips around my big toe and started to suck, bringing a peal of laughter from our audience. He ignored it, quite wisely closing his eyes and losing himself in one of his favorite tasks. That kind of compartmentalizing would serve him well if my plan for a kinky little party worked out.

I shoved my foot deeper into Chad’s mouth, encouraging him to deepthroat my digits. He coughed slightly as my wiggling toes triggered his gag reflex, pulling back a little but then making up for it by immediately setting his tongue to work. I could feel my pussy throb as he licked my sole, his eyes wide and filled with lust. On the screen, the girl had returned to her own oral ministrations, teasing the head of her man’s cock with her tongue while keeping one eye on Chad’s degrading show. I switched foot and pointed at the screen, making sure that my cock-locked pet remained focused on the show.

Soon, the skillful Latina had a mouthfuls of cum to show for her efforts, her mouth managing to bring her partner to a toe-curling climax. A true exhibitionist, she brought her face close to the camera and opened her mouth wide, swirling the sticky liquid around before blowing us a kiss. And with that, they were gone.

“Wow, that was hot. Did you enjoy the show?”

“Not as much as I enjoyed sucking your toes, Ma’am.”

“Cute answer. Did seeing it all make your cock swell, and your balls ache?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Would you like it if I sucked your cock like that?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he admitted after a short pause, perhaps wondering if this was a trick question.

I decided to dangle a little carrot in front of him. “If you keep being brave, keep making my fantasies come true, I might consider giving you a special treat.”

He nodded quickly, his nerves seemingly having disappeared into a horny haze.

I got him a glass of water from the kitchen and returned just in time for our next connection. The next few were men who simply smiled or laughed at Chad’s cage before moving on. It took five minutes for us to get a useful match, but when it came, it was perfect.

Poppy696969 was the username, a mixture of dainty and crude that fit our newest friend well. She was a pretty young woman with pale, delicate skin and a long shock of black hair, her wide green eyes heavily made up. It must have been later where she was, since she was wearing a cute pajama set consisting of tartan shorts and a crop top.

“Well, what’s the story here then?” she asked, her British accent unmistakable despite being a lot less posh than you would hear on TV.

I nodded at Chad, indicating that he should answer.

“Um, someone locked up my cock, and now I’m like.. their, um, toy.”

“Who?” she asked, sounding curious rather than mocking or horny, less cynical than the jaded perves we had come across so far. I instantly took a liking to young Poppy.

“My neighbor.”

“Why? How?”

“Um, because I was being kind of an asshole. And she thought this would help,” Chad stuttered out, stopping when her giggle brought home how ridiculous his explanation was.

“Your neighbor thought you were being an arsehole, so she just… locked you up? And now you’re what, her slave?”

“Ummm-”

I decided to step in, using my feet to push him off the couch. I readjusted the camera so that it captured a wider view and fixed my robe to cover my modesty, smiling warmly at the girl on my screen.

“I can answer your questions, darling. Speaking isn’t exactly his strong suit. In fact, let’s make sure he stays quiet. Open your mouth, slut.”

I shoved my toes into Chad’s waiting mouth once again, getting a giggle from the English rose on my screen. There was more than just amusement and curiosity in there, though. Her eyes lit up when she saw me take charge, the spark of arousal fizzling around her. It seemed like she was really into this, but completely lacking in experience. I got the same feeling that I sometimes got when a promising young woman crossed my career path, like I wanted to take her under my wing.

“So, what do you want to know?”

“Everything.”

I did my best to oblige her, starting the story at the beginning. I had given the rough outline to a few of my kinky friends, but mostly in the form of humblebrags and gossip. It felt strangely empowering to lay the whole thing out, bringing home just how much I had achieved with this weird arrangement. Poppy, for her part, was a good listener, chiming in with perceptive questions even as her arousal grew. I explained in detail about how our arrangement worked, the things I made him do, and what I got out of it.

“Fucking hell, that’s so cool,” she said, voice filled with awe.

“It is. Pet, footstool.”

I clicked my fingers at Chad and he got the message, rolling onto all fours to act as my human ottoman. Placing my feet up on his back, I leaned back with a satisfied sigh.

“I want something like this,” she said wistfully.

“You can get it! You’re gorgeous, you’ll have men lining up to be your doormat.”

“Not really, not for now anyway. I live somewhere pretty rural. Not many unattached men around, and especially not any so… adventurous. I’m saving up to move to London next year, but until then, it’s slim pickings. At least we have the internet!”

“Hmm,” I said, a plan starting to form. Like all the best plans, it seemed like it could be a win-win. “I’ve got an idea.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah. Do you have Venmo, or some other way to receive money?”

“Sure.”

“Ok, so let’s do this. Chad here will send you $50 a week in return for an hour of your online company.”

“What?” Poppy asked with a shocked smile. “But why?”

“Because I need help keeping him good and teased, and I want you to have some fun. Plus, it’ll get you closer to your savings goal.”

“But why me?”

“Because I like you.”

She blushed sweetly at that. God, she was going to be a hit with the boys when she moved. The big city wouldn’t know what hit it.

“But what would I do with him?”

“Whatever you like. Ask him questions, tease him a little, whatever you like.”

“I don’t know if I know where to start.”

“Well, do you paint your nails?”

“Yeah.”

“Lotion your feet?”

“Sometimes.”

“Well, just do that. You can just give yourself a little pedicure on camera and watch this little pervert swell in his cage. Or just ignore him. Either way, you’ll get $50. What do you say?”

There was a long pause. “I say yes!”

We hashed out the details and said goodbye. As soon as she left, I took Chad by the hair and dragged him between my legs, pushing my panties to the side so that his nose was buried in my bush. He began to lick while I watched the laptop countdown to our next connection. Whoever got us next was going to get a show.


Party Piece

One week after that first terrifying, exhilarating experience on the webcam, it was time for me to graduate to the real thing. I was about to serve my mistress and her friends, almost certainly naked and exposed. And that was just to start with.

Julie’s little cam show idea had been utterly humiliating, but it had helped me get over that initial fear. I didn’t feel ready for this, not exactly, but time and exposure had helped me feel more prepared than I would have before. While my nerves were bubbling away, I just kept reminding myself that Julie hadn’t steered me wrong yet.

It helped that I was even more unbelievably worked up than ever. Julie had made me miss last week’s release, clearly wanting to encourage my eager participation in her next set of games. She also hadn’t held back on teasing me during the week, practically bombarding me with sexy pictures and texts before calling me over each night to worship her gorgeous body. There weren’t enough cold showers in the world to distract me, and I was almost crawling the walls.

As a little added reminder of my place, I had my first session with Poppy the English Rose as well. I had sent $50 to her account as instructed just before our video call, doubting whether she would even turn up. She had, and although it was awkward at first, she soon got into it. After a bit of perfunctory small talk and a couple of cheeky, teasing questions, our new online friend told me to watch in silence while she painted her toes jet black. For the last five minutes she told me to play with my nipples, smiling to herself while she rubbed in her moisturizer. I felt utterly humiliated as I throbbed in my cage, reminded that while I might be a high-flying city slicker in my day job, I was still basically a clownish toy to strong women. Not only did Julie own me, but she owned me so completely that she could share me out. When I told Julie about the experience she just laughed, apparently delighted with her new idea.

So, by the time the party came around, I was beyond desperate, more motivated than ever by Julie’s hints of an extra special release. No matter how scary this was going to be, it would all be worth it if I pleased my mistress.

Julie had explained the plan to me the night before. I would arrive at 6, prepare some food and cocktails, and then expect her guests around 7. She would pick out something, no doubt something ridiculous, for me to wear, and then I would serve Julie and her guests some drinks and otherwise amuse them until they went off to a nightclub without me. Her friends would all be ladies she knew from the kink scene, discreet and experienced. That made it easier, somehow.

I knocked on her door at 6 promptly, wearing a smart shirt even though I knew it wouldn’t be staying on for long. Julie smiled, ushered me in, and to my surprise gave me a hug. She seemed excited and maybe even a little nervous. I reminded myself that this was the realization of a long-held fantasy for her, something out of her comfort zone. That was just another reason to be good for her, as if I needed any more.

Julie was wearing her dressing gown when she let me in, but soon went to get changed into something for the evening while I got to work in the kitchen making sangria and arranging some snacks. On a few other occasions she had made use of me while she got ready to go out, using me as a chair while she did her makeup or having me rub lotion into her long legs. Tonight, she seemed content to let me focus on the party preparation.

She came through ten minutes before her guests, our guests, were due to arrive. She looked amazing as always, her curvy body poured into a tight black dress that made her look almost like the dominatrix that I knew she was. After a quick inspection of my efforts she directed me to the couch.

“So, this is your last chance to back out. I didn’t actually tell any of my friends that you would be here, so it’s not like you would embarrass me or anything.”

Strangely, despite all my previous nerves, the idea of accepting Julie’s offer didn’t even cross my mind.

“No, thank you, Ma’am. I want to do this for you.”

“Good boy!” she smiled, patting my head like a dog. “Now, you know what I’m like. Once I get horny, there’s a good chance I’ll want to play. Still, if you behave well then I’m going to play nice, and you can always use your safe word. OK?”

“OK, Ma’am.”

“I got you a little outfit, a cute little French maid costume from Roxie’s shop. Or you could wear some of my panties, or you could just be naked when they arrive. Since you’ve been so good, I’ll let you choose.”

“Naked, please,” I answered quickly. I was going to be exposed one way or another. This felt somehow more dignified.

“Naked it is! Well, naked except for the cage, of course. Strip off and kneel next to the couch. When the ladies come in, you will bow and offer them a drink.”

I did as she said, kneeling with my eyes facing down, focusing on my breathing and trying to get into the right headspace. The more I could get myself to a state of submissive acceptance, the easier and more enjoyable this would be.

The first guests arrived promptly, the sound of the intercom almost making me jump out of my skin. It seemed to take an eternity for them to make it up to the apartment. I heard Julie greet them, her voice excited and maybe a little nervous. I braced myself, preparing to step past my boundaries once again.

Two women entered the room, eyes widening in shock when they saw the naked, kneeling man awaiting them. I didn’t stop to take them in, instead crawling forward to kowtow at their feet.

“Ta-da,” Julie said, getting a laugh from one of the ladies.

“So, this is the famous boytoy?” said one, her voice a soft and sensuous drawl.

“I thought you had gotten us a little stripper,” the other one wisecracked, her voice younger and sharper. “But that little contraption in between his legs makes me think he’s something more.”

“Oh my God, I hadn’t even noticed.”

“Welcome, ladies,” I squeaked out, face burning red. “May I get you something to drink?”

“Yes, you may. Here, we brought wine.”

I looked up and took the bottle she offered. From the floor looking up seemed like the right way to interact with these ladies. One was a little older than Julie, blond with a severe smirk but humorous eyes. The other was raven-haired and tattooed, reminding me of the haughty goth girls who always seemed so disgusted by my antics in high school and college. Both looked like natural domes from attitude alone, even before the outfits. The older woman was wearing a cocktail dress with vertiginous high heels, while the goth was wearing an appropriately intimidating pair of Doc Marten boots. I scarpered off to the kitchen, opening the wine and listening in.

“So, what do you think of him?” Julie asked, sounding almost needy.

“A fine specimen, and very well trained.”

“Yeah, it’s hot that you have him caged. I’d probably think he was hot, if I swung that way,” the younger woman laughed, leaning in and kissing the woman who I now realized was her partner. I don’t know if it made me feel better or worse that I was about to be the party piece for a couple of women who had no sexual interest in me. On some level, I found it hot.

I brought their drinks just as the intercom went off again. Julie sent me to make her a whisky sour while she got the door. When she came back, it was with a familiar face- Roxie, the friend who had rented us a room in her kink shop hotel.

“I thought I would see you here,” she said, looking entirely at ease with the presence of a naked, cock-caged man in the kitchen.

“Remember your greeting,” Julie reminded me. I got on my knees and crawled towards Roxanne, bowing my head in front of her, while the lesbian couple whooped like they were at a strip show.

“I’ll have whatever our lovely hostess is having,” the tall and imposing kinkster replied when I offered her a drink. “And I could use a hand getting out of these boots at some point.”

“He can certainly help with that,” Julie purred as I scrambled to my feet. “And that goes for everyone. Just ask him for whatever you need. Drinks, snacks, a little massage. My pet is your pet.”

“Nice. Well, this is certainly pre-drinks with a difference!”

Once everyone had their drinks I got on my knees and began unlacing Roxie’s big, black boots. I wondered what kind of club they were planning on going to in these outfits as I listened in. At Julie’s insistence, I rubbed Roxie’s nylon-clad feet while they chatted. It was the first time I had touched another woman since being locked, and it felt strange. Roxie was a larger woman than I would usually be attracted to, but her aura and the intensity of the situation did turn it into a highly erotic act. At the same time, though, I felt needy and awkward, wishing it was Julie’s body that I was touching.

Still, this was submission. She wasn't mine, I was hers. That meant if she wanted me to rub her friend’s feet, I would. I tried not to worry about how far that logic might be stretched.

As chance would have it, Julie did decide to make use of my services next, seemingly wanting to show off. She had me get on all fours as her human footstool, encouraging Rae to put her heavy goth boots on my back, soon joined by her girlfriend Danielle’s pointy heels on my butt. As Julie bragged about how utterly submissive I was, she occasionally dangled her foot in my face for a kiss. My cock throbbed and twitched at the symbolism of the whole thing, as the depth of my ownership was made clear.

I never quite felt relaxed, but as I was sent for more refreshments and given more tasks, I started to feel in my element. I enjoyed being useful, but also feeling objectified. The strangeness and sense of taboo were intoxicating, so different from any sexual experience I had sought out before. Most of all, I loved making Julie happy.

***


Getting to show Chad off online had been a massive turn-on, so much so that I had been thinking about it all week. I was even considering having Poppy video his next session with her, so I could watch him being teased and frustrated by another woman. For a long time, I had dreamed of completely, utterly owning a man, and it finally felt like I did.

Having it all happen a week later in person was even more amazing. An occasional desire to brag off was one of my bigger vices, and what could be better than gathering some strong, kinky women and showing them how you had turned a cocky young stud into your personal sex toy? I felt as proud as I did aroused watching Chad bow and scrape to these ladies, blushing as they ogled his body and his cage.

I was impressed that he had the balls to go through with it. The idea clearly terrified him, but that was a requirement to show true bravery. It might be driven by his horny male brain chemistry, but I did feel a warmth in my heart when I thought about how he was willing to put it all out there, just to make me happy.

“He really is so well trained,” Danielle said, as Chad went off to refresh her glass. “If only all men were so helpful!”

“He’s a good boy,” I smiled. “And if he keeps this up, he might get a very special reward.”

“Oh, are we going to see what he’s really packing down there?”

“Maybe. He might get a release before we go out, right here in front of everyone. Would you like that pet?”

Chad opened his mouth to answer, but it seemed to distract him just when everything was going so smoothly. He looked up, hit his foot on the corner of the couch, and stumbled. He caught himself before he fell completely, but not in time to stop a glass of white wine from spilling. Time seemed to go in slow motion as it hit Danielle’s leg, foot, shoe, and the floor.

There was a long moment of silence as Chad stared up at me in trepidation. It was no big deal, of course, just a little party foul, but in the world of half-roleplay and half-reality that we sat in, it felt like a moment that required a response. These women were fun, interesting, experienced kinksters, and part of me wanted to impress them. More than that, I wouldn’t pass up an opportunity to play with my prey, like the cougar I was.

“KNEES. NOW!” I snapped, standing and pointing at the floor. Chad dropped quickly, trying to stammer out an apology, which I quickly interrupted with a cry of “SILENCE.”

“Oh no,” Roxie laughed, “What now?”

“Danielle, I am so sorry for my clumsy slave. Obviously he will clean it up and apologize. If it were me, I’d have him lick it all up, but I don’t know if you want this dog’s tongue to touch you.”

The tall blonde was something of a legend in our local BDSM scene, a lesbian domme who made her money torturing men. She smiled at me, showing that she was game before fixing her face into a sterner expression. “Yes, in my experience men are pretty inelegant when apologizing with words, but they can use their mouths in other ways.”

“Take off her shoes, clean every drop, and then lick the rest of it off the floor, you clumsy fuck. You aren’t getting a reward tonight. In fact, while you get busy with your slutty little mouth, we’re going to discuss your punishment.”

Chad’s face was redder than I had ever seen it as he got down flat on his belly in supplication, taking off Danielle’s shoes reverently before bringing his mouth to her leg. The women around me all smiled. Having a naked butler had been fun, but now the real games were about to begin.

Punishment

Chad

It had all been going so well. Julie was having fun, her friends were suitably impressed by her toy, and I was even enjoying the opportunity to serve these beautiful women. Then, of course, I fucked up.

Julie might have been having a fun night showing me off, but she wasn't going to let an opportunity like this pass her by. I knew that my evening of light embarrassment, gentle servitude, and perhaps a generous reward had been replaced by the certainty of punishment and humiliation. I was scared. Scared, and excited.

There was nothing for me to do but grovel and obey. I got down onto my stomach, lying like a worm at Danielle’s feet. It felt strange to do something so erotic to a woman other than my mistress, but there was no point in hesitating. I started by licking the sweet white wine from her leg, moving down to the ankle and then the top of her foot.

“First things first,” Julie said. “We need to hear a proper apology from him.”

“I am so sorry, Danielle, it was so clumsy and stupid of me.”

“Mistress Dani,” the older woman corrected me, a new phase of the night apparently bringing out a new name.

“Sorry, Mistress Dani,” I said, kissing her foot to show how much I meant it.

“Oh, that’s OK. I’m sure your owner is going to make sure you pay for it. Speaking of your owner, maybe you should go and apologize to her for your poor behavior.”

She shooed me away with her foot and I crawl-rolled across the floor toward Julie to the sound of giggles. I kowtowed in front of her the way she liked, spluttering apologies. She offered out a foot and I placed a kiss on her dainty toes, painted jet-black by myself a few days ago.

“I know how sorry you are, but I’m still going to correct you in front of everyone. First, though, go and apologize to Princess Rae for slobbering all over her girlfriend’s feet.”

Rae insisted that I look her in the eye as I apologized, smirking down at me and seeming to drink in my shame for a long moment before allowing me to kiss her leather boot. She sent me back to Mistress Danielle with a little kick in the butt, telling me to get her girlfriend another glass of wine, and not to forget to clean in between the toes.

I was soon back on the floor as instructed. Mistress Danielle didn’t seem to find it at all ticklish as I licked and sucked at her feet, seeming like she was used to this kind of treatment. While I worked away, the women discussed possible punishments, their conversation drifting down to me as if from heaven while I fell into subspace.

“It’s a pity you didn’t bring any toys from your shop, Roxie,” Rae mused. “Floggers, whips, shockers.”

“I loooove using shockers. Especially on the balls,” Danielle purred from above me. I could feel my nuts retract at the thought.

“I wish I could get my engineer team working on that kind of stuff,” Julie joked. “I do have a couple of little floggers and stuff, although most of my toybox is designed for my pleasure rather than his pain.”

“Ladies,” Roxie interrupted in a tone of mock seriousness. “I probably shouldn't be saying this given my line of work, but… sometimes the simplest ways are the best. Over the knee spanking. Bare hand, or maybe a hairbrush.”

“There’s something to be said for the personal touch,” Danielle admitted.

“I prefer not to touch them if I can help it, especially the ones with hairy butts,” Rae shuddered. “Watching them squirm in pain while I fiddle with a dial is better.”

“Young people and your technology!”

“Ok, Roxie,” Julie said. “Show us how it’s done! Pet, get over her knee. And don’t dribble any of your little cummies on her stockings, or you’ll regret it.”

The command snapped me out of my reverie. The thought of being spanked in front of my mistress and her friends was hot, but the reality might be different. Even as my cock twitched with excitement in its cage, I could feel fear bubbling away inside me.

I placed myself gingerly over Roxie’s lap, painfully aware that my cage was brushing against her leg. She positioned me with deft hands, arranging me comfortably with my bare butt in prime position. She ran her hands across my skin, then her fingernails, making me shiver.

“I can warm him up if you don’t want bruises, or just go for it if you do.”

“Hmm. Let’s go for bruises,” Julie said, “It’ll be a nice memento for me, and a reminder for him.”

There was something so humiliating about the way they discussed my body without including me. I had my safe word and Julie knew my limits well, but in that moment I was still being talked about as if I was some object, some piece of property.

“Good thinking,” Roxie said, and then, without warning, she brought her hand down hard across my ass.

I had never been spanked in my life and had no idea what to expect. It was a punishment that was at the more vanilla end of sadism, but Roxie didn’t hold back. The pain was sharp and rose in a building crescendo as my skin became sensitive and tender. Each hit rocked my body forward, giving the whole experience an erotic rhythm even as I struggled to take the pain. And with it all came the humiliation. I was in chastity and I was being chastised.

“You’re turn, I think, Mistress Danielle,” Roxie said, taking a break and rubbing my battered cheeks gently. They felt like they were on fire and must have been burning as hot as my face.

“Send him my way,” the tall blonde goddess said, patting her lap.

Roxie pushed me off and sent me crawling towards Danielle. I thanked her in a weak voice and saw Julie smile at my instinctual groveling. I got across my new tormentor’s knees, the feeling of her bare legs causing a twitch. Rae sat next to us on the couch, grinning at me from close up.

“Does he like feet?” the smirking goth girl said. She was the youngest of the group, but by far the most intimidating.

“Oh, he is a total foot slut,” Julie answered. “Sweaty, dirty, whatever. He loves them.”

“Well, I wasn’t planning on taking these big boots off tonight, so I’m still wearing my gym socks from earlier. Think he can handle that?”

“Oh, now that is cruel and unusual,” Danielle said, caressing my tender skin with her hand.

“Let’s see, it might distract him from the pain,” my mistress said.

Rae began unlacing her big, leather boots, maintaining hypnotic eye contact with me the whole time. She was wearing long white socks underneath, well-used and visibly unwashed, with several holes revealing her black nails and some tell-tale sweat marks under the toes. I could smell them as she waved her feet near my face, a far stronger and sharper scent than I had experienced with Julie.

With impeccable timing, Danielle brought her hand down just as her girlfriend’s feet made contact with my face. I grunted in pain, but the sound was instantly muffled by Rae’s stinky socks as she roughly smothered my face.

“How do they smell, bitchboy?” Rae asked.

That was a hard one. Did she want honesty or a compliment? And what kind of answer would my actual mistress, my keyholder, want?

“They smell lovely, Ma’am, um, mistress.”

“It’s Princess,” Rae corrected me, slapping me lightly. A hard slap from Mistress Danielle brought the point home. “Now, be honest. How do they smell?”

“They smell sweaty, Princ-”

“Shut up, I don’t care,” she said, slipping her socked toes between my lips. I couldn’t help but cough and gag, her long toes driving deep into my mouth while the taste settled on my tongue. The other ladies laughed, evidently enjoying the show.

“Yes,” Danielle said, bringing her hand down once again. “The only thing you should be doing with your mouth is apologizing. Say sorry, mistress with each spank.”

“Swuwh, Mhstress,” I said, garbling the words after my next stinging spank as Rae’s toes still explored the inside of my mouth, drawing peals of laughter this time.

I took spank after spank while Rae tormented me, gagging me and then stretching out my mouth, figuring out what comical sounds she could produce through me. The humiliation built along with the pain of each slap until I was close to tears. Danielle finished it all by grabbing my vulnerable, heavy balls and squeezing, making me squeal like a pig as I struggled not to pass out. I rolled off her legs and onto the floor, breathing heavily and covering my face to hide my tears while the dastardly domme duo rested their feet on my broken body. Despite everything, though, my cock was still struggling to get hard in its cage.

This was humiliating, embarrassing, painful, degrading. And I loved it.

***

Julie

The sight of Chad lying on the floor, broken and near tears, was such an incredible turn-on that I almost came there and then. I already knew how desperate he was to please me, but like any good scientist knows, something isn’t really true until it has been observed and replicated. I now had confirmation as well as congratulations from my four friends. I had taken this cocky alpha male and turned him into a submissive bitch, fully subservient to me and the fairer sex.

Tonight had already been a successful exercise in pushing the envelope, getting Chad to make that big leap into proper submission in front of other people. Still, I couldn’t resist fucking with him a little further, playing with his mind as well as his body. I knew that deep down that’s what he wanted as well. After all, we had his safe word and the traffic light system, and he still hadn’t come close to using them.

“You won’t be getting released, obviously,” I said, standing over him. “I’d also planned on coming home alone tonight, since I had you available to service me, but maybe you need to go home and rest. I can always find some other way to take care of my needs.”

“Yeah, we could always help you out,” Rae said, a flirty glint in her eye.

“And I’m sure there will be plenty of men ready to step up,” Roxie suggested, cottoning on to the game.

This was a bit of a risky game to play. Chad knew we weren’t exclusive, but I rarely went home with other men nowadays and didn’t rub his face in it when I did bother with a vanilla date. Still, it was too intriguing a thread to leave hanging indefinitely.

“Yeah, maybe you could listen through the walls while some stud pounds me.”

“Maybe a few!”

“What do you think of that?” I asked, prodding his prone body.

“Please, Ma’am, please don’t,” Chad said, weakly.

“What was that?”

“Please give me another chance Ma’am! I want to serve you. I’ll do anything. Please, please, please.”

He begged shamelessly, punctuating his pleading with a barrage of foot kisses. He sounded so utterly, completely desperate, a broken and defeated man. Roxie, Rae, and Danielle all looked suitably amused and impressed by the display. I might not be a pro like them, but I had done OK training my pet.

“What do we think, ladies?”

“Well, he seems sincere. But…”

“He still has lots of groveling to do!”

“Agreed,” I said. “How about this? You can wait here tonight. Clean up after us, do my laundry, by hand,” I placed my foot on his head for emphasis, looking around the room with a no doubt smug look on my face. “Polish my heels, and just generally make yourself useful. In return, I’ll come home tonight, alone, and I’ll even let you lick my ass while I get myself off. No pussy for clumsy slaves.”

“Thank you, Ma’am,” he gasped, kissing the floor since he couldn’t reach my foot. “Thank you.”

“Next time we have a girls’ night, you can show them all your pedicure skills,” I mused, wondering if making this a regular thing would ruin the magic and deciding that nothing could do that. “But for now, it’s time to say goodbye to the nice ladies.”

Chad crawled around the room, helping get their shoes back on while thanking the ladies for coming. He was a natural lackey, and part of me wished I was bringing him along tonight to hold bags and fetch drinks and otherwise amuse us, but it would be good to have a night out with just the girls.

I was the last to leave, with the rest of our group going ahead for the cab as I locked up. Chad was kneeling in the hallway, looking shellshocked. I darted back inside and gave him a long, sloppy kiss.

“You were great. Clumsy, but great. Make yourself useful, and I’ll see you soon.”

With that, I left him looking a great deal happier than he had been before. Now it was time for me to dance up a storm, safe in the knowledge that I would be coming home to a perfect little pet.

***

Julie

“Honey, I’m hooooome,” I trilled as I closed the door behind me. Chad appeared within seconds, throwing himself at the floor in front of me, naked and eager. We had danced our assess off in a sweaty, underground, kink-friendly club, enjoying flirtatious banter with each other and anyone else who crossed our paths. It had been a good night out, but knowing I had this to come home to made it all the better.

“Welcome home, Ma’am. I’ve cleaned the-”,

“Shh, shh,” I interrupted him gently. “I’m sure you did plenty. Right now, I’m just happy to be home with my good boy.”

I reached down and patted him on the head, practically hearing him purr. As fun as it had been degrading him earlier, he had been amazing this week. Chad had put himself out there, trusting me and taking risks to make my fantasies come true. He deserved some kindness for that.

Kindness, but not necessarily release.

“I’m starving. Go make me a grilled cheese. And get one for yourself if you haven’t eaten.”

I sat on the couch and turned on the TV while Chad made us both some food and brewed me some peppermint tea. The house looked spotless and I trusted that his other tasks would have been completed as well. He really was built for this.

We sat on the couch and ate together, talking about the night out and laughing at the nonsense on Netflix. My tired feet found their way onto his lap and then into his hands. I could have fallen asleep there and then, if it wasn't for the insistent heat in my body.

I needed to come.

There was a part of me that wanted to unlock Chad, to see what he could do with that big, needy cock. He did deserve a nice treat, but I knew that giving him that part of me right now would risk undoing all my good work. We had roles to play and lines to hit in this little dance. Plus, I was exhausted. What I needed was a quick and dirty orgasm. So, I would give him just what I had promised. No more, no less.

“Bedtime,” I said, stretching and standing up. “Are you still desperate to serve me?”

“Yes.”

“I’ve been out dancing all night. It might be pretty gross down there, but I’m far too tired to shower. You don’t mind, do you?”

“No, Ma’am,” he answered quickly, practically licking his lips. God, what a perverted little monster I had created.

“OK, follow me then.”

Chad helped me out of my dress and then went to get me a glass of water and some painkillers for the morning while I looked out a toy for myself. I went for an insertable butterfly vibrator, which gently vibrated on my slit while strongly pulsing inside me. I often preferred the control I got from using a wand, but this would get the job done quick.

I had Chad lube the small, thick dildo section with his mouth, holding it up to him and staring into his eyes as he sucked. His face had a dreamy, faraway expression that he always got when he had fully given in to his desires. Submission suited him. He looked like he was lying in a warm bath, relaxed and at ease.

The toy slipped into me easily, my cunt wet and wanting like it had been all night. I got on the bed and rolled onto my side before turning on the vibrations. They pulsed through me, making me moan a little while Chad looked on hungrily.

“Ass only, no pussy or I send you down the corridor without clothes.”

Chad nodded and then got down to it, gently spreading my cheeks with his hands before nuzzling in with his nose, and then lips, and then tongue. The wide mirror hanging on the wall opposite me provided the perfect view. Chad’s face was obscured, buried in my ass cheeks, but I could see his tight body and caged cock as he licked away. I even indulged in an admiring glance over my own body. I didn’t always love the way I looked, but having a man beg to tongue-fuck your sweaty asshole did wonders for the ol’ self-esteem. I caressed my sides and took my big, round tits in my hands, squeezing them hard and then pinching my nipples.

“Get your tongue in there. Tease my hole, worship it, love it.”

Chad drove his tongue in as hard as he could, straining to eat my ass. I could feel my orgasm building up like an unstoppable, so I continued to talk my way to the crest.

“You’re such a dirty, desperate slave. You’ve waited here all night just for the chance to lick my dirty little hole, but I bet it tastes heavenly. Better than pussy, like it should have a Michelin star. Euuuugh,” I moaned, grabbing his head and pushing him in as I reached the point of no return. “I own you. And it feels so fucking goooood.”

I exploded, legs clenching and unclenching as I temporarily lost control of my body. Chad maintained his focus, though, fighting to keep his tongue on my puckered little hole like a cowboy on a bucking bronco. When I came down from my cross-eyed, lights-flashing high, he was still going, licking more gently now but with no less enthusiasm.

“Fuck, you would just keep going, wouldn’t you? Licking and licking until I told you to stop?”

“Yes,” he mumbled, barely breaking his stride.

“You’d keep polishing my hole until I woke up in the morning?”

“Yes.”

“Well, maybe I won’t go that far, but you can definitely keep going for a bit.”

I turned down the vibrations to a more manageable level, mixing up the pattern. Sleep would come soon, but I had one more orgasm in me. Chad read the mood and kept up the gentle, worshipful licks, alternating between French kissing my hole and licking the crack with the flat of his tongue. Degrading and delicious for him, and a magical sensation for me. Truly a win-win.

But mostly a win for me.

“The girls were impressed with you. They had all sorts of ideas and suggestions. Lots of fun games for us to play.”

“What things, Ma’am?” he asked. I could practically hear the ache in his jaw.

“That’s for me to know, and you to find out. You can just imagine what I might be planning for you while you sit at home, no boner, no coming, because I own your cock.”

With that final reminder, I came, a slow rolling orgasm that felt like it might never end. It was like my sexual organs were having a spa holiday, all my previous urgency fading away as I simply enjoyed the release. At the end, Chad was waiting for me. Ever loyal, every eager, his tongue continuing to worship the one bit of my body that I allowed him.

“Enough,” I said, pushing him away. “You can sleep at the bottom of my bed. Not kissing, no rubbing, just be my little footwarmer. I’d lend you a toothbrush, but I imagine you want to sleep with the taste.”

Chad assumed the position wordlessly, like a robot driven by my own peculiar programming. I wrapped myself in my blankets and closed my eyes, letting go of consciousness and feeling like tonight had already been a dream.




Book 6 – New Neighbor:

Chastity and New Partners


A New Friend

Chad

I made my way down to my building’s small gym, hoping to burn off some of my excess energy. Another night of serving my neighbor Julie had left me frustrated as always. I had made her dinner, washed her in the bath, painted her nails, and served her in more… intimate ways, all while my manhood was under her lock and key. Of course, I had been sent home with no hope of release, although if I behaved myself that might come tonight. She often released me as a weekend treat, although even that was never straightforward.

I had finished work and then put on a load of laundry, struggling through my constant arousal. A vigorous session in the gym was unlikely to cure me completely, but it could at least help me clear my head. The physical effort helped me to burn off some energy, while being under a heavy barbell gave me something to focus on other than the thought of her gorgeous body. Surrounded mostly by other young men, it was the closest I could get to a break from constant desire.

In truth, though, the gym wasn’t the safe haven that it had once been. While I was still completely obsessed with my mistress and owner Julie, the gorgeous older woman who had brought me into this new world and showed me what was possible, someone else had started to intrude, her sweet smile and sexy body finding their way into my fantasies.

Alma.

She was petite where Julie was curvy, with a bright openness that stood in stark contrast to my mistress’s sardonic wit. Her skin was olive, and her hair was a shiny black, with a cute Colombian accent. She wasn’t in competition with Julie, not even in my mind, but when I saw her at the gym I couldn’t help but wonder… what if?

We had got talking in the gym a few weeks ago when she stepped in to save me from a heavy bench press attempt that went awry. I had been distracted before I unracked the bar, my mind filled with thoughts of sex, and had ended up stalling out on my last rep. The barbell was hovering just above my chest when she walked into my eyeline, helping me lift it up and back onto the rack. Her quick thinking saved me from a potentially bad injury, and it was hard not to be instantly smitten.

Being saved like that by a girl half my size was a little emasculating, a feeling that I was used to but that still added to the tightness in my cage. She soon made me feel better by having me spot her while she pushed a comparatively tiny weight.

“Thanks! I’m never brave enough to do this on my own,” she beamed up at me when she was done, her expression sunny and open.

“Thank you! You really saved my bacon there.”

Saved my bacon? Why had I started talking like a Dad from a 50’s sitcom?

She laughed. “You were lifting a lot. Muy fuerte.”

“Oh, I’m learning Spanish! Where are you from?”

From then on, we became occasional gym partners, spotting each other and sometimes speaking clumsily in her native language. Alma was patient, kind, and always a little flirty. I enjoyed talking to her, even when it shook my brain and rattled my cage. It was whiplash, going from a night of bowing at Julie’s feet to a morning of swapping workout tips with another hot neighbor. Alma would subtly compliment my strength or my Spanish and then I would spend the night licking Julie’s toilet clean. I was worried that Alma would smell Julie on me, after all the places my face had been, after what she had me do with my tongue. I was worried that Julie, with her incredible ability to read my feelings, would know that some small sliver of my attention was finally being dragged elsewhere.

It was mostly nothing more than an occasional distraction, a fantasy that was both pleasant and slightly anxiety-inducing. Julie was still my keyholder. She had my mind, my heart, and my cock.

I spotted Alma on the treadmill with her back to me as I started stretching in the corner, allowing myself to stare at her in the large mirror. The teeny-tiny latex bra top she was wearing showed off plenty of hot, sweat-slicked skin, telling me that she was already at the tail-end of her workout. I felt a little disappointed that we wouldn’t be gym buddies today, but I consoled myself with a lingering, shameless look at her tight butt in her skin-hugging booty shorts.

Alma finished up a few minutes later, stepping off the treadmill and wiping her forehead with a hand towel. The sight of her, all hot and slick, drew me in so much that I stared for a moment too long. She caught me looking in the mirror, but rather than scowl or smirk, she just hit me with a smile so sweet that it almost melted my heart. Alma waved as she left, and I grinned back like a goon.

I ran through my weights session and finished with a quick workout on the bike, deciding to head down to the building’s shared laundry room to pick up my clothes before my shower. The exercise had worked, and I found myself able to think about things other than my constant, gnawing frustration. Work was going well, and I was in line for yet another increase in responsibility soon. If I could keep improving my Spanish, then that would only help, opening up the potential for me to deal with new markets. The idea excited me, although I wondered how having to travel for work might affect things with Julie.

When I stepped into the laundry room, all thoughts of work and the office were obliterated, my good work in the gym undermined in an instant. Alma was there, looking utterly irresistible.

The first thing I saw was her butt, clad in a loose but high-cut set of pajama shorts that left little to the imagination as she bent over to wrestle with the door of the machine. As she stood up with a tut of frustration, I noticed that she was wearing a heart-stoppingly skimpy bikini on top.

“Oh my God,” she said when she noticed me.

I tried to look away, afraid that I was coming across as a pervert and wondering if apologizing would make it better or worse. She wasn’t showing much less skin than she did in the weight room, but context was everything and this wasn’t the gym. Luckily, she broke the ice first.

“I’m sorry, I was down to my last set of clean clothes and thought I could get away with wearing this. I must look like such a slut.”

The word sounded extra dirty coming from her, with her sweet voice and innocent face. I felt a blush coming to my cheeks and a twitch in my cage as I thought about the idea of this girl doing anything slutty.

“N-not at all,” I stammered. “We’ve all been there.”

“Have you?” she smiled back. “I’d love to see you in this outfit!”

I laughed, thinking to myself if only she knew.

“Do you need some help with the door? It gets stuck, but there’s a bit of a trick.”

“Sure!”

She stepped aside and I bent down to help her, glad to make myself busy by unjamming the mechanism of the laundry machine with a well-practiced technique. Still, I could feel the warmth from her body as she stood behind me, watching me a little too closely.

I pulled the door open with a jam and stood back, gesturing for her to go ahead and fill the drum. She grabbed the basket and started loading the clothes. I was so transfixed by her soft olive skin that it took me a moment to notice that she was loading in a lot of underwear. My recently discovered gentlemanly side told me that I shouldn’t be looking at her intimates, but the animal part of my brain, bated and teased my near constant denial, couldn’t help it. I was engrossed and tormented by the sight. Her thongs were lacy, brightly colored, and barely there, while her bras all looked intriguingly ornate. She might seem shy and sweet, but Alma evidently had a sensual side.

“Thanks, you’re a real gentleman!” she said, awkwardly hugging me. My body stiffened in response, wanting to lean into her but suddenly worried that she might feel the cold steel at my crotch. Nobody except Julie, her selected friends, and some anonymous people on the internet had ever found out about my cage. The idea of being exposed by accident terrified me.

“Listen, we should get together sometime and practice Spanish properly.”

I knew that I should probably say no. This girl was flirting with me, but I couldn’t reciprocate, not with Julie. Of course, we had never explicitly said that we were an exclusive thing. We certainly weren't a traditional couple. But still, I didn’t know what Julie would think of me going on what would effectively be a date.

In truth, she might just find it funny. After all, what was I going to do with a locked-up cock?

“Sure, that sounds nice,” I said, my mouth moving ahead of my mind and politeness beating out caution.

“Great! I’ll give you my number!”

I had a bad feeling about this, but also butterflies in my stomach. I wanted this to happen and I wanted it to be over. I wanted someone else to make the decision, but I couldn’t let anyone know my situation.

Fuck. I didn’t know what I wanted.

***

Julie

Chad was cooking in the kitchen, naked except for his apron, while I sat and read on the couch. While we still had a lot of sessions together that revolved around sex, at least once a week he would come over to hang out and eat dinner. We would chat and relax for a while, talking about our week before retiring for a bit of play. Of course, there was still a sexy frisson to the whole thing. He was caged and almost always in some state of undress, available for me to ogle freely. Even if we were just chatting, I knew that have him on his knees with the click of a finger. Still, it was nice to have a little bit of normalcy, occasionally.

“I was thinking that I might practice Spanish with someone in the building. I met them at the gym and they suggested it.”

He brought it up so casually that it actually went full circle and sounded suspicious. Why tell me? Why use the gender-neutral they? Why the justification about how he met them? My sixth sense for bullshit was tingling.

I wasn’t really bothered who he spent his time with, so long as he remained at my beck and call. Chad had come a long way from the womanizing, hard-partying douchebag that he used to be, and I trusted him to spend his time well. I was happy to give him career advice and took some pride in seeing how much he had changed, but at the end of the day this was a fun, sexy experiment. Extended roleplay. I wasn't his wife or his mother.

Still, he sounded nervous. I had to dig.

“Oh? That sounds nice. And who are they?”

“Alma. She’s new, newish, in the building. I met her at the gym and she said she could help me practice.”

“Alma. Pretty name. Is she pretty?”

His back was turned to me, but even from here I could see him tense up.

“Um- no, well, yeah, I guess. Um- not as pretty as you!”

I smiled to myself. It sounded like Chad might have a little crush. There were a few emotions bubbling up inside me, and I sat with them for a moment, examining and acknowledging each in turn.

There was an edge of jealousy, of course. How couldn’t there be? Chad had been my main sexual partner for almost a year now, my only one for several months. Playing with him had given me more of the new experiences that I craved than years on the apps and in the kink scene. The idea that his head had been turned couldn’t be entirely positive.

On the other hand, I knew that this wasn't permanent. This had all started with me telling him off for his poor neighborliness, and had only gotten sexual on a whim. I hadn’t expected him to say yes to my lock-up idea, or to go through with it, or to become so helplessly devoted to me. He was almost twenty years my junior, and as much as I had come to enjoy his company, I knew that this couldn’t go on forever. I had always been resigned to it ending. In fact, I felt some pride that I had turned this rich dickhead into a bona fide catch. He would go out into the dating pool ready to treat women with respect, and I had a newfound confidence in my ability to find and mold myself a good submissive.

And through it all, there was a sense of wry amusement, even arousal, at the knowledge of his little predicament. He had always been so focused on me; I hadn’t even thought about the implications of him having his head turned. Alongside the negative emotions, the realization gave him another intoxicating rush of power. Hot young women were flirting with him, could even be coming onto him, all unaware that he belonged to me. Even if Chad wanted to fuck them, even if they were begging to suck his cock, he couldn’t do it. He was all locked up, and I had the key. I had the power and the last word.

“Go and set up the bedroom for a massage, please. Candles, oil, the works,” I said. Chad had been watching videos on massage and practicing on me at my suggestion. I always found that a good full-body rub helped clear my mind. I could use that right now.

“Before dinner?”

“That’s what I said.”

He scarpered off to prepare the room while I sat with my thoughts, calling me through a few minutes later. He started with my feet, relaxing me before moving up my body and then back down to my midsection for the usual happy ending. As my little boytoy worked on me, a plan started to form.

I wasn’t about to push him away, but it was time to at least open the door to a different kind of future. A transition. At the same time, I had needs that had to be fulfilled, and a handful of fantasies that I hadn’t gotten to explore yet. I had trained and conditioned Chad, turning his already submissive mind into my playground. I had shown him off to my friends and shared all kinds of new experiences with him. Still, one thing I hadn’t done was make him watch me with another partner.

Recently, I had started craving cock again, something that Chad obviously couldn’t give me while I had him locked up. We weren’t exclusive, and he knew that I reserved the right to fuck around if I wanted. The idea of having him there while a big, manly man took me had started to appeal to me, working its way into my daydreams. It was a new limit to test and a deliciously degrading fantasy.

This could be a good opportunity to kill two birds with one stone. I could acclimatize Chad to the idea of us both taking on new lovers, giving him the chance to move on and smoothing my own transition. As a bonus, I would get to act out another kinky fantasy with Chad. It might end up being my last, but at least we would go out with a bang.

I wiggled my legs open, shimmying down into the bed. I had landed on a solid plan, but I needed something else to really clear my mind.

“Time for my happy ending, Chad.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said, sounding as enthusiastic as ever.

The beginning of the end of our little game might be struggling into sight, but I knew from his voice and his eager hands that we had plenty of fun still to have.


Clubbed and Caught Out

Chad

The techno music was pounding as Julie led me downstairs, away from the doorman and into the bowels of the club. She had brought me to a fetish event, letting me wear a mask alongside my tight latex shorts and leather harness to protect my anonymity, on the tiny off chance that some colleague of mine was into this kind of thing.

Once a month, this pro-dommes’ dungeon opened its doors to kinky revelers, letting them catch-up and use the various well-equipped rooms. Julie had a fair few toys of her own, provided by her kinky friend and sex shop owner Roxy, and we had played with a few of her friends from the scene already. Still, this was a step-up in scale. We would be surrounded by dozens of other people, only a few of them known to Julie, and would have access to some pretty elaborate toys.

I was excited. Nervous, but excited. The idea of being exposed to other people still scared me, but in a different way than it had before. Being shared with Julie’s friends and playing on cam with strangers had built up my tolerance. I now enjoyed the thrill of humiliation, knowing that it was in a safe place, insulated from the rest of my life. Julie loved to show me off, and I trusted her to protect me while she did it. More than that, I loved being her boytoy. It made me feel warm, fuzzy, and calm.

There was plenty to take in as we entered the main room, with a DJ playing music for a small dancefloor. It was still early in the night but there was plenty of skin on display, with men and women all dressed to the nines. There were women dressed in latex nurse outfits and a topless man in a kilt, whip-wielding dommes in latex catsuits and submissive girls in cat ears. It could have been overwhelming, but to my surprise it all felt almost natural. Like I was among my people.

Julie tugged gently on the leash attached to my collar, pulling me forward onto the dancefloor. She ground against me, no doubt enjoying the knowledge that no matter how lasciviously she danced, I couldn’t get properly hard in my cage. Still, I enjoyed feeling her body press against me, the leather of her tight pants rubbing against me, her black corset showing off her curves.

“Thanks for coming,” she said, giving me an almost chaste peck on the cheek. “It’s nice to come here with some arm candy.”

“Anything for you, Ma’am,” I said, falling into my familiar role.

“What do you think?”

“It’s interesting. Fun,” I answered. That was the truth, but it wasn't the whole truth. As exciting as this little diversion was, part of me wished we were just back in Julie’s apartment. I loved being there, serving her and sharing a little piece of her life. It was my real safe place, somewhere where all doubts just faded away.

“Hmm,” Julie stared back at me, a wry smile on her lips and a shining light in her eyes. She seemed to be looking deep into my soul, examining me and working me out like I was some complex engineering problem. It might just have been my anxiety, but it felt like something had been a little different lately. She still enjoyed using me and toying with me as much as she ever had, but it also felt sometimes like she was assessing me as well. Like she thought something was up with me.

If that’s what she thought, she wouldn’t be entirely wrong. My attention had been divided. Even now in this hothouse of kink, my mind kept threatening to wander off toward something decidedly more wholesome. Something that would seem almost banal compared to this.

Alma, once again.

We had met up a few days ago, ostensibly to practice my Spanish, although we had switched pretty freely between languages as the conversation flowed. It had been obvious that she liked me, or like liked me, as we used to say. Flirting came naturally to her, and I couldn’t help but reciprocate. Thank God we had been in a coffee shop rather than her house, although even that couldn’t stop the slightly sexual vibe.

In the past, I would have had her back to my place in quick order, probably that day. I would have fucked her once or twice and moved on when things became too real. But things were different now. I couldn’t do it because of Julie and whatever we had going on. More to the point, even if I had taken her home and we had both stripped off, even if we had been curled up naked in my bed, I still couldn’t have fucked her. Not with my manhood under lock and key.

Fuck, even if Julie happened to release me, could I even have sex? Once upon a time I would have relished the chance to rail a sweet, petite girl like Alma, perhaps even enjoying the idea of making her gag on my cock and beg for my cum. Now that my submissive undercurrent had been brought to the surface, I had no idea how “normal” sex would even work. I was more used to getting railed, to being the one on my knees.

I found myself wondering how Alma would react if she knew what was going on downstairs. Surprise was a certainty, but what else? Disgust at how much of a pervert I was? Or would she have laughed at me, and my little useless cock? Or perhaps, just maybe, she would be curious?

Each possibility was more confusingly arousing than the last.

Julie sent me off to get some drinks from the bar while she went to the bathroom, and I tried to snap out of it. I was at a wild kink club with my sexy older mistress, and I should be focused on that. I looked around the room, taking in the sexy sights and imagining what Julie might have planned for when we inevitably retired to one of the side rooms that she had seemed so excited about when she told me about this place. Still, under the surface, Alma was always there.

I couldn’t help but picture her in high-heeled stilettos, dancing on me the way a tall redhead was dancing on her sub in the corner. When I saw a lady snap her fingers at a man to make him fetch her a drink , I imagined my new friend taking a bitchy attitude like that with me. To my shame, I even imagined what it would be like if it were her leading me around on a leash, and not Julie. Even the thought felt like a betrayal of my beautiful, beloved mistress, the woman who had made me who I was today.

As we sat in the corner, Julie’s bare feet in my lap, I found myself staring at a throuple across from us. Two women were seemingly sharing one slave, using him as a human footstool while they chatted. Was this a one-night-only deal, like when Julie shared me with her friends? Maybe, but they looked so comfortable together. Perhaps this lucky man belonged to both of them. Perhaps he had two partners, two mistresses. Was such a thing even possible?

“Do you like what you see?” Julie asked, catching where I was looking. There was nothing wrong with taking in the sights, of course, but I felt my face blush like I had been caught red-handed, so hot I felt like she would see it through the mask. I had never been able to hide anything from her.

“Yes, Ma’am. It’s cool here.”

“That’s not what I meant,” she smiled gently, that knowing look in her eye. “The little double domme session over there. Is it hot?”

“You’re more than enough for me, Ma’am,” I said, rubbing more vigorously. It was true. I felt lucky to have ever met Julie. But maybe it wasn’t as true as it had been a few weeks ago.

“I’m sure. Still, maybe I should have brought a friend around. Roxie, and Dani. Or maybe you have someone else in mind…?”

My reply caught in my throat. Was she a mind reader, a witch? How did she know? What did she know? Before I could formulate a coherent thought, she followed up.

“Someone like Alma?”

“I, uhh-,”

Panic, white-hot and pulsating, ran through my mind and body. FuckFuckFuckFuckFuck.

“Shh, you don’t have to panic, you don’t have to deny it. I know you, Chad. Now, let’s go find a private room to talk. I think we need to have a good chat, and I know just how to get you to open up.”

She slipped on her shoes, stood up, and motioned for me to follow her.

“Don’t be worried, this isn’t going to be bad. In fact, we might even manage to have some fun.”


Ways of Making You Talk

Julie

I got one of the people who ran the dungeon to give us access to a private room for half an hour, hoping that would be enough time. I hadn’t necessarily planned to have this conversation with Chad tonight, but it felt like it was going that way and I was never one to pass up an opportunity. Our relationship had been born out of a moment of kinky desperation, a perverted Hail Mary throw that somehow worked out. While weighty conversations are usually best had over a desk or a cup of coffee rather than at a sex club, it all seemed strangely appropriate.

A plan started to develop as I looked at the dark room around us. The walls were adorned with various whips and floggers, but I didn’t think I would have much use for those. The center of the room had a wide table with various arm and leg restraints, while chains hanging from the ceiling would allow someone to balance on their victim underneath. That could work. Chad always struggled to lie to me, but there would be no avoidance when he was strapped down and underneath me. Like an old-school Inquisitor, I would tie Chad up and then have a proper heart-to-heart.

We have ways of making you talk.

“OK, take the mask and shorts off, then lie down here. In fact, get completely naked except for the collar. I want you stripped bare for this chat. Nothing hidden.”

I had dressed Chad up in a classic gimp outfit. Latex shorts so tight that they showed off the cage as well as his ass, a leather harness that emphasized his gym-honed body. That would be useful if I wanted something to hold onto while pegging him, although there probably wouldn’t be any time for that tonight. The plain black mask was a favor to him. I hated hiding away his face, robbing me of my blushing boytoy, but it made him feel better about playing in public. It was all finished off with a cute collar that I could attach a leash to, pulling him around like the naughty puppy he was.

He piled with outfit in the corner and took his place on the table, looking like a sacrificial virgin. I ran my hands along his legs, hips, and chest, feeling the tightness in his muscles. I hadn’t grown bored of his body, yet, and I still got the same intoxicating rush when I had in all vulnerable like this. Chad was my toy, his body was my canvas, and I felt like a goddess. I would have to remember that, no matter how awkward this conversation got.

“So, I’m going to ask you some questions,” I said in an even and deliberate voice as I began to fasten him to the table. “I want you to be honest. No matter what you say, I’m not going to be angry. Not as long as you’re honest.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said, with a visible gulp. I suspected that he simply had a crush on this neighbor girl, unsurprisingly flattered by some attention from someone his own age, but I started to wonder whether there might be more to it. No matter. I would tell him where my head was at, and find out about his mind as well. Chad might not be mine forever, but he would have no secrets while he was.

I strapped the last restraint around his leg and began circling, playing with my prey. We only had half an hour in here since other people would no doubt want to use the facilities, but there was still no need to rush. Chad was always putty in my hands. Plus, for all the roleplay involved, this wasn’t really an interrogation. He wanted to tell me about his feelings and he needed to hear about mine.

“I want you to feel free,” I said, removing the key from around my neck and slipping it into the mechanism of his cage. “Free to tell me anything.”

I removed the cage and the ring, setting them to the side and watching as Chad’s proud cock instantly engorged. Even the obvious seriousness of the whole situation couldn’t stop his body’s natural response. He had been denied for over a week, all while I constantly used and teased him, and now this erection was as inevitable as the sunrise and almost as beautiful.

Chad shivered as I lightly, gently stroked the underside of his shaft.

“I can read you like a book, pet. I think you have a little crush.”

“No, I-”

“Shh, shh, shh. I’m not mad. At least I won’t be, unless you try to lie. To me or to yourself. Now tell me, is this new friend of yours pretty?”

“I, um… Yeah. Yes, I guess so. But not as pretty as you.”

“That’s not what I asked,” I said, removing my hand from his shaft. He paused for a moment, collecting his thoughts.

“Yes, she’s pretty. But I don’t have a crush. At least, I don’t think so. I barely know her.”

I got up onto the wide table and stood over Chad, my stilettoed feet on either side of his body. In my black heels, pants, and leather corset, I must have looked intimidating enough as it was. From this angle, we looked up at me with an appropriate mixture of fear and awe.

“You barely knew me when this all started.”

His eyes were bright with arousal, but the cogs in his head and heart were still turning.

“Yeah, but what we have is special. I lo-, I’m devoted to you, Ma’am.”

“I know,” I said gently, placing my foot on his chest and gently working the heel in until I drew the smallest little gasp from him. I had his heart under the heel of my shoe and knew that I could crush it in an instant. “What we have is special, but even special things don’t last forever.”

His eyes widened in shock and fear, so much more vivid than anything physical pain could produce. “Wait, you’re not… please?”

He looked panicky, and for a moment I doubted whether my plan was the right one. I had thought putting him in subspace would be the best way to have a difficult chat, but perhaps I was wrong. Still, there was no turning back now.

“No, no,” I said, as reassuringly as I could. “I’m not ending this and I have no desire to. There’s still so much more fun I wanted us to have together. But I’ve come to realize certain things. It might be time for us to at least be open to other possibilities.”

“But I don’t want anything else, or anyone else,” he said, desperation verging on adorable petulance. He was so well-trained, I sometimes forgot how cute he could be when he got bratty.

“Shh,” I grasped the chains hanging from the ceiling and slipped a foot out of its high heel, placing it first on his chest, then throat, then face. I admired the glossy red polish, the color of roses and blushing and heartbreak. “Suck my toes and listen.”

He took them into his mouth gladly, the task seeming to calm him down, just like old Sigmund would have predicted. I wished I could conduct all of my weighty conversations like this, with all possibility of backchat gone. Underlings in work giving their status reports with my foot on their necks, negotiating partners kowtowing at my feet, suppliers brownnosing me literally instead of just metaphorically. I had men undressing me with their eyes every day of my life, and I had always fantasized about putting them in their place. Now, thanks to Chad, I knew at least some of them would be willing to take the punishment that I had to offer.

“I love what we have and I don’t want it to end, but we need to consider all the possibilities. You’re a young man, you’ve only just stepped into this world. You might want to explore it with other people, and I don’t just mean my friends. You might even want to try dating. Whether you want a vanilla relationship or a kinky life partner, I don’t want you to close off the possibility because of me.”

I removed my toes from his mouth and slid off my other heel, my desire for symmetry kicking in.

“But this is what I want. This is all I need.”

“For now,” I replied, silencing him with my toes. “But we don’t want this to go from something beautiful to being a burden.  We’ve both learned so much, grown so much, but we have to at least consider the possibility that it won’t last forever.”

I could see the defiance in his eyes fade as he started to admit the truth of what I was saying to himself. Chad was confused and conflicted, but he couldn’t deny the logic that I was putting out. I straddled him, bringing my face close to his and looking deep into his blue eyes. He stared back and I kissed him, deep and passionate, feeling him melt.

“I’ve already gotten so much out of this, and I don’t want it to end. But I’m willing to let you start dating, when you’re ready.”

“I don’t know if I’ll ever be ready.”

“Well, maybe you should try. Ye’know, some religious communities encourage young people to spend a year in the normal world, so they know if they really want to devote themselves to something so serious. I don’t want to feel like I’m holding you back from a shot at living in the real world.”

“That… that makes sense,” he admitted, his face a picture of painful realization. “Maybe you’re right.”

“I’m always right,” I said, slapping him playfully. “But before you get out there and start dating, I want to have a little more fun first.”

“Of course.”

“And I want to make sure that I won’t be neglected if you start being exclusive with someone else. That makes sense, right?”

“Sure.”

“Ma’am,” I reminded him, not wanting him to slip entirely out of subspace.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Good boy. So, I have an idea, a little fantasy I would like to try.”

“Anything,” he said, staring up at me. That was my favorite word to hear. Despite everything, I was already wet.

“Anything?”

“Anything.”

“Hmm,” I leaned back and undid the zip on my tight pants. Balancing on his body, I shimmied them off and threw them to the side. “I want you to take a few minutes to think about whether you really, truly mean anything.”

I took off my wet, lacy red panties and shoved them into his mouth. His cock twitched as I lowered myself backwards onto his face, smothering him. I wanted Chad to have a few moments to contemplate what I had just said, but that didn’t mean that I couldn’t have a comfortable seat and a nice view.

After a minute or so I leaned forward, giving him back his breath and his voice. “Do you still mean anything?”

“Anything, Ma’am,” Chad replied, firm and certain.

“OK,” I stood up and took hold of the rings, balancing on one foot while I used the other to gently stroke his cock. “Here’s what I want.”

I laid out my plan, slowly teasing him with my toes as I got wetter and wetter. His face was a picture as I told him that I wanted to fuck another man while he watched. It wouldn’t be swinging, or a threesome. I explained that I wanted it to be humiliating and degrading for him. He would have to sit and watch while a big stud pounded the pussy that he worshiped, taking what he had never had. I wanted to turn him into a chaste, cucked slave. It would be the ultimate expression of my power over him, the realization of what I had been working towards.

“I know it’s extreme, so it’s OK if you don’t think you could handle it. It’s just a fantasy of mine, role-play. It doesn’t mean that I care for you any less.”

That was true. I wanted it to hurt when I cucked him, playing with his mind as I finally turned him fully from a cocky frat boy into a pussy-pleasing cuck, but I didn’t want it to hurt.

“I understand, Ma’am,” he said, his face a mixture of confusion and arousal as I continued to gently tease his shaft. I believed that he did understand. He was a lot smarter and more perceptive than he had first seemed.

“So… what do you think?”

“It sounds horrible,” he answered, truthfully. “But hot.”

The fact that he could even admit that the idea turned him on was a good sign. My heart soared and my pussy throbbed. Fuck, this might actually happen.

“Good. Then we have a deal. When you’re ready to start dating, you can come and ask me. On your knees, of course. I’ll unlock you once you’ve proven to me that you want it enough.”

“Deal, Ma’am.”

“Good.”

I gathered up as much of his precum as I could on my toes, squeezing the tip and pinching. He opened his mouth to receive my foot, grimacing in disgust at the taste but not hesitating for a moment. As he sucked his filthy juices off of my toes, I luxuriated in the sense of a job well done. This had been an awkward situation, but it looked like we had come through it stronger. We had both at least started to come to terms with the idea that this might not last forever, and I was going to get to play out another kinky fantasy of mine.

It was a win-win. But like all good deals, it was more of a win for me.

“Do you want to come?” I asked, straddling his chest and playing with his cute little nipples.

“I, uh-” he struggled to come up with an answer. We both knew that he craved relief for his aching balls, but he was also desperate to please me. I liked watching him try to arrive at the right answer, knowing that whatever he said I would be the one to decide.

“I want whatever you want, Ma’am.”

“Good answer. What I want right now is to come. Make that happen and I’ll suck your beautiful cock until you explode. How does that sound?”

His eyes lit up. I often teased him, edging him to make sure that his long lock-ups were extra frustrating, but I had never really given him a blowjob. The idea of coming in my mouth was sure to encourage his best efforts.

In truth, though, Chad’s efforts were barely required. He had become a very proficient pussy licker under my strict guidance, but when I was this worked up I could reach orgasm pretty quickly. I would be able to come just from grinding on his helpless face, fucking his mouth and nose like they were my personal sex toys. Still, his eager tongue would help, and his desperate moaning would be like a vibrate setting.

Spinning around to smother him once more, I spread my cheeks wide and worked myself into just the right position. I gripped the ring on his collar, holding it like the reins of a horse. His nose was nuzzled so that it was right up against my hole, leaving him to either hold his breath or sniff ass.

I loved feeling his tortured attempts to breathe, the air stimulating that sensitive spot as he struggled underneath me. If I tensed in just the right way and pushed down, I could just about cut off his breathing entirely. I never wanted to push him too close to unconsciousness (safety first!), but the idea that my puckered little hole held the power of life and death over a strapping young man was an insane power trip.

Chad’s moaning and struggling quickly helped bring me closer and closer to the edge, the excitement of the night prepping my body to respond to the slightest sensation. I forced myself to hold on, though, riding the wave of pleasure like a surfer in the California sun. It wasn't long before I started to give in, though. Denial was for Chad, not for me, and if my climax came too quickly, it was no great loss. After all, I could have another one whenever the fuck I wanted.

I grabbed my tits and rubbed them, rolling my hips back and forth. Chad’s tongue fought to lick me, an uphill struggle as I put all my weight down on his face, but something that helped me along. With his tongue worshipping my cunt and his nose tickling my taint, I could feel that this would be a big one.

“Fuuuuuck,” I moaned, reaching the point of no return. Part of me thought about resisting the most extreme excesses of my body, knowing just how messy this could get in a room that we had to give back, but I quicky lost control.

Fuck it. It’s wipeable leather, and I wouldn’t be the one cleaning it.

“Open,” I just managed to get out through gritted teeth, pushing myself up to give Chad a few inches of space. He gasped for precious air but it was soon replaced by my juices as I released myself all over my toy. They kept coming and coming as I screamed, squirt after squirt hitting his face and going into his mouth. I hadn’t always understood why men liked the idea of coming on a woman’s face, seeing it as little more than porn-brained misogyny, but I totally got it now. The sound of him spluttering as he tried to swallow the tide was amazing, and I knew that the sight of him wearing me on his face would be as empowering as my Woman in STEM award. For now, though, I watched his cock twitch and dance as I disgraced his face. Part of me wondered if he might come hands-free, just from the degradation, but he just about resisted. Instead, he just drank me down, taking what I had to give and getting nothing in return.

I stayed there hovering above him, letting myself drip all over his face and chest. I felt drained, and my first instinct was to curl up with my head on his chest until I caught my breath. That wouldn’t work, though. The staff had told me they would need the room back within thirty minutes, and our time must be almost up.

I forced myself to stand up, placing a bare foot on Chad’s chest like an Amazonian warrior with her captured enemy. He was an absolute picture. Naked except for the collar of ownership, his face slick with my cum, his eyes desperate and unfocused. He might not be mine forever, but he was mine right now, that was for sure.

“It looks like you made me cum. Would you like your reward?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he choked out through his aching jaw.

I crawled down his body, getting in between his bound legs and bringing my face close. His proud, thick cock twitched as I blew on it, reacting to my mere proximity. I stuck out my tongue and gave it one long lick, tracing the vein on the underside of his shaft. He moaned and twitched more, legs straining against the restraints. For a moment, it seemed like he might explode from that alone, a one-lick ruined orgasm that would be as frustrating for him as it was magnificent for me. Alas, it was not to be. He held on, consciously or subconsciously fighting for his promised blowjob.

A blowjob that was never to come.

“Ooops, time’s up!” I trilled.“Maybe next time!”

“What?, But, um…”

“What? What? You don’t expect us to take more than our allotted time, do you? Or leave without cleaning up? Just when I thought you were becoming a good, respectful boy.”

“No. No, Ma’am,” he admitted, holding back delicious tears.

“Good,” I leaned over and kissed him hard on the face, savoring the taste of myself on his lips. “Now, you clean up while I go and get a glass of wine. We’re going to go home soon, so I can put your tongue to more use. First, though, you’re going to lick my feet clean in front of everyone.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said, still as subservient as ever.

“There are wet wipes in the cupboard in the corner, apparently. Oh, don’t forget to bring my heels,” I said as I walked away, barefoot across the dungeon floor.

This arrangement might not go on forever, but it was damn sure going to be fun while it did.


Book 7 – Chaste Cuck:

From Boytoy to Cuckold


Blessings and A Curse

Chad

“My God, you are sooo cute!” Alma said, slapping me on the arm.

She was laughing so hard at my impression of her favorite Colombian pop singer that she was nearly crying, seeming to find me adorable and hilarious in equal measure. That was good, because that was exactly how I felt about her.

We were grabbing coffee at a local hipster place and chatting, sometimes in Spanish to help me practice but mostly in English as we fell into an easy back-and-forth. We had done this a few times now. I loved spending time with her, finding her stories fascinating and her sense of humor a constant, shifting surprise. I could feel myself getting drawn in by her bright smile and her gentle voice, staring into her brown eyes and wanting to stroke her glossy hair.

For the most part, I didn’t feel on edge with her. She had such an easy manner that it was hard not to get comfortable. That was, until she did something that made me throb in my cage, or made me think about where this might all be going.

“I know you’re busy, but you should come over for a drink sometime, maybe some food. Moving to a new city means I haven’t had the chance to cook for anyone in a while.”

The idea of sharing a nice meal with Alma, maybe some drinks, maybe something more, sounded beautiful. Still, the suggestion made me almost blanche in panic, which only got worse when she put her hand on my arm and fluttered those big, long eyelashes. When she flirted with me like this, it brought everything rushing to the forefront of my mind.

The situation with Julie. My situation downstairs.

I made my excuses and she took them with her usual good grace, suggesting we take a rain check and then joking about how there was no Spanish equivalent to that strange little phrase. We soon went our separate ways, her to a bookshop and me to see my parents out in the suburbs. The long journey would give me time to stew and think about my choices.

Spending time with Alma was wonderful, and I was starting to wonder if there might be something there. She clearly liked me, and I certainly liked her back. There was just one small issue. I had spent most of the last year with my cock under lock and key, acting as a part-time sex slave for my neighbor Julie.

Julie was gorgeous, smart, and sexy. What had started out with her chastising me for being a bad neighbor and an even worse man had morphed into a strange sex game, which became something more. She was a mentor, introducing me to a new world of kinky sex but also helping drive me to be fitter, healthier, and more successful in work. I owed so, so much to her, and I never felt safer than when I was at her feet.

Even better, Julie had noticed my burgeoning crush and had told me that she didn’t want to stand in the way. More than that, she had encouraged me to explore my options, telling me that I should date when I was ready. Julie would give me her blessing and my key.

So, it was simple enough, but it wasn’t so simple. I was worried about what the future might hold. What if things worked out with Alma? That would mean moving on from Julie, a terrifying prospect. I was addicted to her body, her brain, and her dominance. Could I live without her firm, loving guidance?

And what if things didn’t work out, and I blew up this wonderful thing that we had for nothing?

And did I really know what I wanted from Alma? She was girlfriend material, that was for sure, but could we really be compatible in every way? My sex life had changed so much that I doubted that I could go back to “normal”. So many of my previous relationships had failed because I had been in denial about my submissive side. I had either pretended to be some alpha jock, driving good women away with my bad attitude, or I had tried to force my kinks onto them in a moment of drunken desperation. I didn’t want to make those mistakes in the future. I wanted to be honest.

Alma didn’t seem like an innocent girl. She was flirty, and hinted at a sexual side. Still, I could hardly just come out and tell her that I liked to be used, abused, controlled, degraded, denied, and humiliated. I couldn’t expect her to be Julie. Maybe I should give vanilla a shot, but when I pictured being with Alma it was anything but. I could only imagine worshipping her body, never using it, and when I pictured her naked it was from the angle of me on my knees.

I was starting to develop the feeling, though, that it might be now or never. Alma liked me, but she was hardly going to wait forever. Julie had taught me lots about life and business as well as sex, and sometimes to make it big you had to take risks.

Fuck it, I thought. It’s time.

I decided to ask Julie for my key and go on my date with Alma. I knew Julie would be happy for me, pleased to see her little project come to some kind of fruition. Still, I knew that there would be a price. I would have to beg, that was for sure, something we would both enjoy. More than that, though, she had explained to me that she had one more fantasy she wanted to try out before I moved on to anyone else. It would be hot and it would hurt, but there was no question of saying no. I owed her that much, at least.

***

Julie

I looked down at Chad, kneeling naked except for his cage on the cold floor. I loved seeing him like this. I loved having a man on his knees, looking up at me like I was his queen, as if I had the power of life and death over him. The best part was, I hadn’t even told him to get into this position.

Chad had come to my door with his serious face on, asking if he could ask me a question. I knew what it was going to be. That question was one I knew was coming, that I had been dreading and anticipating for weeks now, ever since our little chat about the future. I had already decided that I wouldn’t dissuade him or stand in the way of him exploring his possibilities, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t have some fun.

“Come in, then. But if you’re going to ask me for something, you should do it the way I like.”

That had been enough. Like the well-trained pet he was, he knew exactly what to do. Now here he was, kowtowing naked like a supplicant in front of an empress. I fought to keep my cool demeanor, but part of me wanted to slip a hand into my pajamas and touch myself.

“Ma’am, I think I would like to try dating, please,” he said, placing his forehead to the floor.

“Think? Be clear, like I taught you.”

“Yes, Ma’am. I want to start dating, please.”

“And who’s the lucky lady?”

“Alma, Ma’am,” he answered, confirming what I already knew. His little Spanish practice buddy. I knew the girl by sight. Once or twice I could swear that I had caught her staring at me, although that might have been because I had been staring at her. She was pretty. I could see what he liked about her.

“And what’s the question? Would you like your key? I imagine you wouldn’t want her accidently touching it while you make out in the back of some movie theatre?” I teased him, unable to resist. “I mean, what would she think? How would she react?”

“Exactly, Ma’am,” he looked up at me, eyes earnest and wet. “I would like the key and also… your blessing.”

“I already told you that I think you should explore.”

“Yes, Ma’am, but I need to hear you say it again,” he looked at me with a powerful mixture of emotions in his eyes. “I want to know that it’s OK. That you’re OK. That if it doesn’t work out…”

“I’m fine,” I said gently, reaching down to pat his head. “And don’t worry. If it doesn’t work out, you can always come crawling back here.”

“Thank you, Ma’am.”

“Blessing,” I mused out loud. “Funny way of putting it, really. Sounds so religious.”

“It is religious. You’re my goddess.”

I laughed. “That’s right, I suppose I am. Why don’t you worship me then?”

He moved forward instantly and began showering my feet with hungry, desperate kisses. I backed off towards the couch and he followed, getting down on his belly like a worm and kissing the very floor that I had walked on. He played his role so well, knowing just how to debase himself to make me feel good. I sat down and turned my feet up, allowing him to worship them properly. There might not be much of this left in my relationship with Chad, not if he moved on, but I tried not to feel sad. I felt confident, now, that I could replace him with some other needy sub, someone I could train to my heart’s content. Losing him would be hard. But if you love something, you sometimes have to let it go.

“You have to promise me that you’ll treat any new girlfriends like goddesses, too. No cheating, no frat boy shit. Whether she’s vanilla or kinky, make sure you treat her right. Every girl likes a foot rub, and every girl likes to come.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said, licking from the bottom to the top of my sole.

I closed my eyes and enjoyed the sensation of Chad’s tongue on my feet. He must have spent dozens of hours doing just this, lavishing the lowest part of my body with love and attention. It didn’t matter how much of this treatment I had received, I still never got bored of it.

“So, we talked about you doing a favor for me, since I’m being so generous,” I reminded him without opening my eyes. “I’ll be needing to find myself a new lover, and I want you to watch. Are you up for helping me fulfil my little cuck fantasy?”

“I am, Ma’am,” he said, his voice shaky but sure. “I would do anything for you.”

Punctuating his point, Chad took all five of my toes into his mouth and sucked like he was trying to fellate my foot. He was like a slut trying to gag on a cock. He was my slut.

“Good boy. I’m so proud of you and the man you’ve become, but I’m not going to take it easy on you. I’m going to make you watch me take a big cock, and it’s going to feel humiliating. We’ll come up with some ground rules, but I’m going to make you feel like a bitch.

“Yesh, Mha’m”, he mumbled as my toes explored his throat.

“Go get my phone,” I said, kicking Chad away so I could shimmy out of my pajamas. “It’s time for some research.”

I reactivated my long-dormant dating apps, looking for some fresh meat and likely targets. Meanwhile, Chad took his place between my legs, licking and worshiping my cunt while I looked at a parade of potential partners. His tongue felt amazing, but I made an effort to ignore him, treating him like an object, a pussy-pleasing slave. I made the occasional comment about the handsome, studly men I came across, hearing him moan into in frustrated, submissive pleasure.

Messages started coming thick and fast. I turned up the notifications on my phone so that Chad could hear how much attention I was getting. I soon had several offers, texting and flirting while he drank me down.

Fuck, this was going to be fun.


Ruination

Chad

Every night of the week had gone the same. Julie had called me over to her apartment and told me to strip naked, binding my hands tightly and sitting me down on the couch. I had been kept there for at least an hour, often more, while she mercilessly teased me. Julie ran through her full repertoire, deploying every tactic for teasing that she had developed during our relationship.

To acclimatize me to the idea of her getting fucked by another man, or to make me anticipate the moment, she had taken to putting on some appropriate porn on her big screen TV. Loud videos of beautiful, uninhibited women being pounded hard by well-endowed men while being watched and served by cringing cucks had played while Julie edged me in every way imaginable. She used vibrating toys on my cage, balls, and ass, laughing about how she had turned my cock into a clit. I was soon unlocked, a rare treat that soon turned into torment as I realized just how skilled my mistress had become at keeping me on the edge. She would use her mouth, hands, and breasts to bring me repeatedly to the brink, stopping right before the moment of sweet release. Once I was brain-fogged and half-mad, she would lie down on the floor and wrap her soles around my shaft, allowing me to gently fuck her feet while she described in lurid detail how she was going to get railed, and all the nasty things I would have to watch her do.

The only thing she didn’t do was let me come. Julie knew just when to stop to keep me on edge, and no matter how I begged, she wouldn’t allow me even one moment of release. Not even a ruined orgasm. I could have tried to trick her, but on pain of severe punishment, I was warned not to.

By the time the weekend came, I was a mess of frustration and perverted desire. Part of me still dreaded the idea of watching my wonderful mistress with another man. She was an object of worship to me, sacred, and how could you want to see something so precious be desecrated?

At the same time, my natural ember of submissiveness had been stoked to an absolute raging inferno. I wanted to be free to date Alma, yes, and free to use my cock. I also wanted to see Julie get fucked. I wanted the opportunity to finally come, of course, but I wanted so much more. I craved the humiliation that would come with it, the disorientating mindfuck. I wanted to feel Julie’s fingers inside my soul, poking and prodding and pulling me further along this path than I had ever been before.

I wanted her to make me see things, to make me do things, and I wanted it to hurt.

Julie had told me to come round at 7 on Saturday night, and that’s what I did. I had been wearing a pair of satin panties all day at her command, to “get me in the right headspace,” and it had certainly helped. The front of the underwear was wet with precum, and I shifted uncomfortably as I waited at her door.

Julie opened the door and my jaw nearly hit the floor. Evidently, tonight was special enough to justify a little shopping trip. She wore a long, silk kimono, untied so that I would see the brand-new lingerie set underneath. It was pure white and strappy, an intoxicating blend of innocence and assertive sensuality. I had seen her in all manner of sexy outfits, but this one took the cake. Standing there with her hand on her hips, she looked like something out of a lingerie catalog’s bridal section. Except, of course, for the key that hung around her neck. It made my heart ache, my cock twitch, and my mouth drool.

“Come in, Chad,” she said, her voice as sultry as ever but with just a hint of nerves. Julie was a goddess, but she was also human. It was one of the things I loved about her.

“Go to the bedroom and get naked.”

I did as she said, piling my clothes in the corner and waiting on my knees. She came through a moment later with a glass of wine for us both, toasting me wordlessly and taking a seat on the bed. She handed me a bottle of moisturizer and I got the message. I sipped from the glass and then put it to the side, squirting some cream onto my palms before taking her right leg in my hands. Julie’s legs were shaven and already soft, but a quick massage would help settle both of our nerves. It also gave me a chance to admire her new pedicure, done professionally rather than by me, for once, with her toes painted a deep, sensual purple.

“Let’s go over the ground rules,” she said, ever the conscientious domme. “I’ve found someone from out of town. Discrete, unknown. He’s done this kind of thing before. He’ll come in and have a drink. You’ll be there, serving us, but you only need to obey me. He won’t interact with you, not much. Then we’ll go to the bedroom, and... ye’know. We agreed he would wear a condom when we fuck. You’ll be in the room, watching and maybe more. He won’t stay the night. Sound good?”

I hesitated. I couldn’t say good, exactly.

“Are you sure you’re up for this?” Julie said, sounding a little hesitant herself. Whether that was due to her own nerves or concern for me, I couldn’t be sure.

I considered backing out, calling the whole thing off, going back to our comfortable kinks, but in reality it was out of the question. Now that I had admitted to Julie, to myself, that I wanted to explore other options, I had to go through with it. Of course, my release wasn't really contingent on me doing this for her. I could avoid this maelstrom and still walk away, probably without any hard feelings. Beneath all the mindfuckery, Julie was a caring, conscientious, consent-aware domme. Still, it would be impossible to just put the genie back in the bottle.

I knew how much she wanted this, as well. After she had done so much to improve my life and open up my sexuality, I owed her this fantasy. I had been honored to be her slave, and if that meant one night of being her cuck, so be it.

“I’m up for this,” I said, kneading her long legs. I bent down and placed a reverent kiss on each foot, and then looked up into her eyes. “I want to do this.”

“Good boy.”

We drank our wine in comfortable silence as I rubbed. I tried not to think about the possibility that, depending on how things went with Alma, this might be one of my last chances to do this simple, meditative task for her. Some small part of me harbored fantasies of having my cake and eating it, of course. How could I not? If I could date Alma while still having my precious playtime with Julie, I would be the luckiest man in the world. I knew that Julie would never allow infidelity, though. She would never stand for me misleading another woman like that.

“Makeup time,” Julie said, heading to the bathroom and motioning for me to follow. I crawled behind her on my hands and knees like a loyal hound. I was temporarily blinded when she dropped her silk gown behind her, falling on my head like a veil. When I shook it off, I was treated to the sight of Julie’s gorgeous, round butt, swaying seductively in the little, white thong. As it turned out, I was about to get a much closer view.

“Kiss,” Julie commanded, pointing behind her as she stood in front of the mirror. I kneeled down behind her and gladly obliged, planting gentle kisses all over her smooth skin. After a few moments she took me by the hair and repositioned my face so she could lean back and rest with my nose directly in her crack, using me like a stool while she did her makeup. It struck me that this was the same position she had put me in on that first night she used me, almost a year ago. We had come full circle.

“OK, come help me put on my stockings. He said he liked stockings.”

I followed Julie back to the bedroom, feeling a little flame of jealousy grow inside me. I liked stockings, but these weren't for me. They were for him.

She rested one foot on me while I rolled each stocking onto her long legs. They were white to match her lingerie, making her look more and more like a virginal bride who was about to be despoiled. A woman as smart as Julie knew the symbolism, of course, and understood exactly how it would make me feel. I could see the satisfied smile on her face as she watched me fight with the torrent of mixed emotions that ran through me.

The buzzer went just as I finished rolling the stocking onto her second leg. She stood up suddenly, a tiny hint of nerves on her face, and pointed at the kitchen.

“There’s a little apron in there for you. Put it on and wait for my instructions. We’ll probably want you to get us a drink first, and then… the fun bit.”

I stood up, and she suddenly pulled me in for a warm embrace. It was unexpected and tender.

“Thank you, Chad. For this. For everything.”

I nodded, not trusting myself to speak, and went through to the kitchen to wait.

***

Julie

My body trembled with nervous excitement, pure adrenaline flooding through my body as I made my way to the door. I hadn’t felt like this since that first night with Chad, when I had been unsure of how we would react to my suggestion and direction.  Being with a new man was scary and fun, while the idea of fulfilling this kinky cuckold fantasy was absolutely exhilarating. The biggest thrill, though, came from not knowing what was going to happen next.

I was still in control of this situation, mostly. Chad would follow my commands, and while I couldn’t boss this new bull around, I had given him pretty clear instructions on what we would be doing. He would wear a condom when he fucked me, treat Chad dismissively but not cruelly, ravage me but not humiliate me. Still, even with those guardrails, it was a step away from my usual level of control. I was used to driving a sports car, but this would be a rollercoaster.

I checked myself in the hallway mirror as I waited for my stud to arrive in the elevator. My new lingerie had been worth every considerable cent, with the high-cut thong perfectly accentuating my curves while the bra gave me the bust of a particularly stacked twentysomething. The demure white stocking and garter set made me look like a bride, about to be deflowered, a cruel little joke that I hoped had landed on Chad. If that didn’t do the trick, the sight of the key to his cock dangling on a chain between my breasts was sure to remind him of his place.

I wrapped the kimono around me. It would help preserve a little moment of tension before I unveiled myself, although I wanted to get this show on the road quickly.

The man who appeared as I opened the door looked like he was straight out of central casting. I had found him on a dating app that catered to the more uninhibited types, messaging with different people until I found someone who seemed hot, dumb, and discreet. As a bonus, this guy had also seemed nice, claiming to have “helped” couples out with similar fantasies in the past. I probably would have settled for any old alpha asshole, but I sensed that this guy would be easy to deal with.

Seeing him in person, he didn’t disappoint. Rock, or at least that’s what he called himself, was six and a half feet of dumb muscle. He was dressed in tight jeans and an even tighter shirt, open to the third button to show off his smooth, hard chest. He looked at me with a goofy, appreciative grin on his face, green eyes looking me up and down from underneath a shock of blond hair. He looked like a himbo, but a hungry, horny himbo.

Perfect.

“Julie,” he greeted me, his voice so unbelievably smooth that I almost laughed and swooned at the same time. This guy was hot, but hot the way a soap actor was hot.

“Mr. Rock.”

“It’s just Rock,” he said, a smile on his face seeming to say that he knew how ridiculous he sounded.

“Whatever you say.”

He followed me as I beckoned him inside, closing the door behind him. I could feel the bulk of him as he walked behind me. Part of my mind couldn’t help but imagine how this mountain would look on his knees, my collar around his neck, but another part yearned to be tossed around by him. Even a domme wants a seeing to, sometimes.

“Would you like a drink?”

“Whisky, if you have it. Neat.”

Classy, debonair, or maybe calorie-conscious. It sounded good.

“Two Ardbeg, no ice, pet,” I clapped my hands like I was talking to a butler who was also my dog.

I pointed to the couch and Rock took a seat, leaning back with his legs spread wide. I stood in front of him and opened my gown, swishing it around a little to tease him before dropping it entirely. His eyes widened as I revealed my body to him. He was playing this as cool as a cucumber, but at least I could still get a reaction.

To his credit, Rock didn’t even blink when Chad walked into the room with two glasses, naked except for a frilly maid’s apron. He took the drink and nodded a thank you, keeping his eyes firmly on me. I motioned for Chad to kneel, and he did so, choosing a spot just out of the way and holding my drink in his hand.

“Come sit here,” Rock said, patting the space next to him.

I collected my drink and sat next to him. He pulled my legs over his lap, running his hands up and down my silky stockings. We sipped our drinks while chatting a little about the city and the weather, but fortunately he was no more interested in small talk than I was. I found myself undoing the buttons of his shirt while his hands explored my body, and I knew it wouldn’t be long until he found our way to the bedroom.

We finished our whiskeys and he dragged me onto his lap as if I weighed nothing at all. With one hand on the side of my face, he brought me in for a kiss. It felt good not to be in control for once, and I found myself surrendering to his tongue. He smelled like expensive aftershave and tasted like smoky, intoxicating spirit. I had originally planned to spend some time playing with Chad while we made out, maybe getting a foot rub or showing off his cage, but I couldn’t hold back much longer. I had my audience and my stud. It was time to put on a show.

Rock seemed to be on the same page, picking up on my lewd moaning. He grunted quizzically and nodded toward the bedroom. When I said yes, he picked me up from his seated position and carried me through in his arms. He placed me down gently on the bed and shrugged off his open shirt, revealing hard, hairless pecs and a cut-glass six pack in all their glory. I had lucked out.

“Come through here, cucky. Naked.” I shouted. Riding this piece of meat would be fun in its own right, but I couldn’t forget why I had organized all this.

I wanted to make Chad bear witness, wanted to see that his devotion was so strong that he would watch me get fucked, that he would serve his goddess while she gave her blessings to another man. I was going to luxuriate in my power while this big hunk of spunk railed me. I was going to be Chad’s queen and Rock’s slut, all at the same time.

Chad’s face burned red as he stepped into the bedroom. He looked like he wanted to stare down at the floor, but his eyes were drawn to my lingerie-clad figure like we were two opposing magnets. His cage dangled comically above his shaved nuts, marking out his role in this little dance.

“What do you think of that, Rock?” I asked, gesturing at Chad’s cage.

“To each his own,” the big hunk replied magnanimously. “But that wouldn’t be for me.”

“I wouldn’t imagine it would. It’s a hard life for a caged cuck. He makes me dinner, makes me cum, uses his tongue on every single inch of my body, then gets sent home aching and denied.”

“I can think of other ways to have fun,” my new playmate said, his bulge now noticeable through the material of his chinos.

“I bet you can. Why don’t you show me what we’re working with?”

Rock undid his pants and flopped his big, heavy cock over the rim, not even bothering to pull them all the way down. I gestured for him to come closer while Chad looked on. My hand could barely fit all the way around the girthy member, and for a moment I wondered if I would be able to take it.

Fuck that. Of course I would.

“It’s so fucking big,” I stage whispered, truthful but also putting on a show.

I looked Chad straight in the eye and held his gaze, daring him to look away as I brought Rock’s cock to my lips. My pet stared at the scene, eyes showing jealousy and arousal, admiration and shame, love and confusion, all at once. He held eye contact with me even as I slipped Rock into my mouth, and it felt like it was Chad I was pleasuring.

But it wasn’t. It was another man’s cock in my mouth. A bigger man, with a bigger cock than Chad’s already decent piece. Another man I was servicing, debasing myself in a way that I had never done for Chad, not in all his months of loyal servitude. This was real punishment, real humiliation, so much more satisfying than a quick spank or a spit in the face. My pussy throbbed as we crossed another line together.

I didn’t give blowjobs much, but when I did, I enjoyed them. I liked the connection and the feeling of intimacy. It was submissive in a certain sense, but there was also an element of control as you felt their every twitch and movement, their body responding to you as you held the most vulnerable part of them in your mouth. It helped that Rock tasted as good as he looked, rich and masculine.

I swirled my tongue around the tip, savoring his precum as he throbbed in my mouth. Taking one of his large hands, I placed it behind my head, encouraging him to take control. Soon he was rocking back and forward into my mouth, and then thrusting, testing my gag reflex as we gave in to mindless lust.

“Do you want your pussy ate?” he asked, a surprisingly gentlemanly offer for someone who had been brought in specifically to humiliate my other partner. I wondered for a moment if there was a submissive in there, trapped in the body of an alpha male.

“No,” I replied, plopping his length out of my mouth and letting a line of spit fall from my mouth. “That’s what I have him for.”

I got up and directed Rock onto the bed, helping him off with his pants and underwear. He looked like an Adonis, lying there naked. Fuck, I had gotten lucky. I crawled onto the bed on all fours, doing my best stripper impression, before taking him in my hand.

“Pussy-pleaser, eat it from behind. And do a good job, if you ever want out of that cage.”

My panties were crotchless, so it was an easy task for Chad to pull the thin fabric apart and get to his task. He had licked my pussy in every possible position. This one was relatively rare, since I preferred the decadent comfort of lying down or the control of straddling his face, but it had some benefits. He could focus on my lips and my opening, teasing around my most sensitive bits rather than going straight for the clit. I also liked to feel Chad’s nose against my asshole, his heavy breathing providing light stimulation.

“Oh fuck, this feels good,” Rock moaned after a few minutes of mutual oral.

I was sure that he had the stamina to go on for a while, but I was a little concerned that he might blow his load before we got to the main event. As much as I was enjoying getting head while giving head, it was maybe time to get on with the main event.

“I want you inside me,” I said. “Cucky, get me the condoms from the toy drawer.”

I stroked Rock while Chad fumbled around in the bedside table. He gave me the condom with his gaze down, but I tilted his chin up with my fingers until our eyes met. Smiling, I blew him a kiss as I handed Rock the wrapper. He unwrapped it and slid it on. It was time for me to take a ride.

It had been an age since I had taken anyone as big as Rock, if I ever even had, but luckily my body was wet and willing. I tried to take my time easing onto his shaft, but gravity and his strong hands soon guided me down. I gasped as my pussy enveloped him, feeling that satisfied, warm fullness that only a cock could provide.

“Kiss my ass, cuck, and thank me.”

Chad began planting wet, worshipful smooches on my cheeks as I rocked back and forward on my big hunk. Rock had an endearingly dopey look on his face, seeming transfixed by the bouncing boobs in my bra. I felt like I was enjoying the two ideal types of men. One cringing submissive and one simple human sex toy.

Well, why stop there? I wondered what else I could add to the mix. Some mean alpha male fucking my face? That might be a bit much. How about another woman being here to enjoy the show, someone I could show off to and teach?

The possibilities were endless.

I tried to focus and live in the moment, for once. Rock was doing a great job of just lying there, his girthy cock bringing more than enough to the table. Chad’s desperate Thank you, Ma’ams were like music to my ears. I felt my mind go blank as my fantasy played out around me, a dream become reality. Suddenly, I felt my body tense up and release as a sudden orgasm washed over me.

“Fu-uh-uuck,” I moaned, impaling myself as deeply as I could while my body shook. Rock grinned, apparently delighted to take credit for all my hard work, and started to thrust upwards with his hands on my hips. He no doubt wanted to keep going, pounding away until either he came or I did again, but I knew we needed to switch it up. If I kept riding him like this, I was liable to squirt, and I didn’t want that all over my bed.

I rolled off to the side, gasping for air like a boxer at the end of a tough round. That had been quick and satisfying, but I wanted more. I started fumbling with my garter belt, my shaking hands eventually undoing the clasps. Rolling onto my back, I pulled Rock’s considerable weight on top of me for some missionary.

“Cucky, take off my stockings and suck my toes. And you,” I smiled up at Rock. “Fuck me as hard as you like.”

Rock wasted no time sliding inside me. He didn’t seem put off by the naked, caged man fiddling with my stockings beside him. His strokes were deep and gentle, but firm, building up to an enjoyable rhythm as Chad began worshipping my feet.

Keeping my legs wrapped around Rock’s bulky frame was a struggle, but he soon solved that by throwing them over his shoulders. That sent Chad scrambling to rearrange as I reminded him not to stop lavishing attention on my feet.

“Get that tongue between my toes, bitch. I want you licking the lowest part of me while a real man makes me come.”

That seemed to encourage both of the men, with Rock starting to pile drive me into the bed as Chad worshipped me like his life depended on it. The feeling was magical. The hard cock filled me, hitting my G-spot with every thrust while an eager tongue danced across my soles. I felt like a goddess and a whore, a delicious mindfuck for me that must have been even more depraved for Chad. The knowledge and the sensation together drove me toward another shaking orgasm.

I grabbed Chad’s legs and dug my fingernails in, but it only made him suck harder. My other hand searched out my clit, adding desperately to the overwhelming sensation just as I reached the point of no return. Rock, as if on cue, grunted to let me know that he was there as well.

“Come with me,” I moaned.

In the moment, I wished there was no condom. I wanted to feel that hot spunk, to be even more filled. I had the implant, so pregnancy was no issue, but it still seemed safest to use protection. It still felt amazing to have him throbbing, shaking, and shuddering inside and on top of me as I came.

His orgasm was impressively long. He kept on thrusting, slower and slower, taking a full minute to reach exhaustion before pulling out and rolling to the other side of the bed. It had been a good seeing to, although I ruefully thought about all the fun little ideas we hadn’t gotten to. I had envisioned lying on Chad while I got fucked, or standing on him while we made out, or having him worship other bits of me while I sucked a big cock. That might have all been too much for a first time, although depending on how Chad’s dating life went, the first time might be the last.

Ah, well. Plenty more cucks in the sea. I hoped.

I toyed with the idea of asking Rock to stay for Round 2, but I had other plans and the night wasn’t young. I felt a sudden, overwhelming appreciation for my pet, for what he had enthusiastically endured. Yes, he might have been under my lock and key, trained and molded, but no man had ever done so much to make me happy. It was a bittersweet realization. I kissed Chad gently on the head and pulled him down onto my breast for a cuddle.

“Fuck, that was amazing, babe,” Rock said.

“Sure was,” I agreed. As much as I was filled with an appreciation of Chad, I couldn't resist continuing to fuck with him. “It’s been a long time since I’ve been fucked like that. It’s nice to finally have a big cock to play with.”

I directed Chad’s head to my nipple and he started to suck, responding to my slightest movement like the well-trained servant he was. The key to his cage was just inches away, but he didn’t even think to glance at it, so focused on my pleasure as he was. Rock looked, for the first time, a little perturbed.

“Do you want me to hang out for a while, or…”

“No, you can go,” I said, deciding to play with this hunk a little as well. “I’ll phone you, though. Do you need cab fare?”

“No,” he laughed. “I’m good.”

“OK, well, have a good weekend,” I said, pushing Chad’s head down my body. “Cucky, clean me up. Nice and gentle, I’m aching from his cock.”

My stud had finished in the condom that he was currently discarding, so this was nowhere near as humiliating as it could have been. Still, licking the battered pussy that another man had just defiled, the pussy he had spent months worshipping and being denied, must be a pretty powerful mindfuck.

Still, Chad didn’t hesitate. He parted my legs and began to gently kiss my lips, soothing my tender skin with his tongue. I stroked his head, ogling Rock while he dressed. I waved goodbye to my bull as Chad began to get his tongue inside me, my body already crying out for more. That was fine. I could have more.

Fuck, it was good to be me.


Reclamation

Chad

I fell deeper into subspace as Julie stroked my head. The taste of her juices just about blocked out the taste of latex, although nothing could take away the knowledge that I was worshipping her most intimate area just moments after another man had fucked her.

It was an intense, heady thought. The entire experience had been a rollercoaster, jealousy-inducing and almost heartbreaking at points, but also deeply erotic. I couldn’t deny that I had found each stage of it arousing, from the build-up to the main event and the way she used me to supplement the work of this other man. It had played with that submissive part of my mind like nothing else could. It wasn’t something I ever would have chosen without her suggestion, but my cage had been tight and my body had been on fire with desire. It still was.

“Come up here,” Julie murmured, pulling me up onto her chest. “Tell me how you’re feeling.”

She held me in a tight, soothing cuddle as I spoke, clearly wanting me to feel safe. It felt like there might have been more to it, as well, a desire to hold on to me. Not for the first time, I wondered if I was doing the right thing by even considering the possibility of moving on from this arrangement. I worried, not just about me, but about Julie.

“It was intense,” I answered. “But hot. Definitely hot. And I could tell you enjoyed it.”

“I did,” she said, playing with my hair. “Was there anything about it you didn’t like?”

“Seeing the other guy fuck you?” I joked. “Me not being the one to fuck you?”

“Point taken,” she laughed.

“No, it was good. It made me feel closer to you. My only worry…” I paused, not sure if I could ruin this moment with serious talk.

“Go on.”

“My only worry is that this is all maybe coming to an end.”

“Oh, honey,” Julie squeezed me tight. “This isn’t going to end until you’re ready, until it has to. I want you to explore what the world has to offer you, with your new outlook, but I’ll always be here for you.”

That almost brought a tear to my eye, and I found myself burrowing into her, pressing my face against her soft breasts to hide my reaction. Julie understood me. Despite all the sex and the filth and the kink, she understood me on a deeper level than anyone ever had. Could I ever find someone else who got me like that?

“Hey, I’ve got an idea. A nice reward for you, since you were such a good boy.”

“Your pleasure is enough of a reward, Ma’am,” I said, mustering up an over-the-top flourish to my voice that made her giggle.

“No, how about this?” Julie turned my face up so she was looking me in the eye. “I unlock you. You fuck me. And you can come.”

I felt my eyes bulge in their sockets like I was some horned-up animal in an old cartoon. This is what I had dreamed of for so long, something that had become such an unattainable fantasy that I believed it might never, ever happen. Now that it was on the table, I felt almost scared. What if I couldn’t live up to her standards, especially after the Force 10 fucking she had just gotten from Rock The Cock? What if it was underwhelming? I might not even know how to enjoy myself, like a dog finally catching up to a car. Maybe finally getting what I had been denied would ruin the magic. That was such a scary thought, I almost hoped that she was just playing with me.

Almost, but not quite.

Julie hadn’t just been my mistress, she had become my mentor. One thing that she had always told me about business and life was that you had to take the opportunities you were offered. And I was going to take this one.

“Are you serious, Ma’am? I would love that. I would do anything for that.”

“Oh, I know you would,” she smiled. “And you have. I’ve been very cruel to you, and it’s been magical, but I’m not all meanness. I can be rewarding as well, and you deserve a treat.”

“Thank you, Ma’am, that would be amazing,” I said, aware of how comically desperate I sounded but absolutely not caring.

Julie rolled me over and took her necklace off, bringing the key down toward the cage. “Just remember, though, getting to come doesn’t mean I stop being in charge. You’ll still obey me until you leave tonight. You’re mine, at least for now.”

“I’ll always be yours.”

“Until you find someone else. Then you’ll be hers, and treat her like a queen.”

“Some part of me will always be yours, though. You’ve transformed my life, and nothing will change that.”

Julie looked sad for a second, then smiled. She was being strong, for me as much as for herself, but I could tell that this was bittersweet. She kissed me just as the key met the lock, not breaking off until she had freed me completely.

My dick sprang to attention, not as big as Rock’s but very eager. Julie stroked it and I throbbed, harder than I had ever been before. At least I wasn’t about to get stage fright, although lasting long enough to please her might be an issue.

“OK, big boy, you’ve been waiting for this. Show me what you can do.”

“Should I get a condom?”

“No condom, I want to feel you. Plus, I know everywhere you’ve been.”

Julie invited me in between her legs, guiding the head of my prick to her entrance. For a short, endless moment she paused, a final gentle tease before finally letting me inside. I slid in slowly, feeling every inch of her warmth. She moaned, soft and unmistakably happy.

She had told me to show her what I could do. Not to dominate, but to lead. So, like a good boy, I would do what I was told and take charge.

I placed my hands on her hips, firmly caressing her curves as I began to stroke. I expected to be worried about coming too soon, but I pushed those thoughts away, trying to live in the moment. Instead, I found myself falling into the deep pools of her eyes, losing myself as our bodies started to move in synchronicity. I thrusted and she rocked, I throbbed and she squeezed, I groaned and she moaned. It felt heavenly, her body a warm and comfortable haven from every doubt I had ever had. Serving her had given me a purpose, and now it was giving me a reward that I would never forget.

Julie pulled me close and kissed me. “Thank you, Chad, for everything. You’ve given me something I never thought I would get.”

“I love you, Ma’am,” I said, the words floating away from me as if they had no weight at all.

I worried that I had ruined the moment, feeling suddenly ridiculous for saying something so intense while I was inches deep inside her, but Julie smiled back. “I know. I love you too.”

She reached up and began playing with my nipples, squeezing them gently in between her fingers. My nipples had always been sensitive, and Julie had often used that to tease me, stimulating my erogenous zones until I was leaking in my cage. Now, having her play with them while I was enveloped by her wet pussy, was more than I could handle.

“Ma’am, please, if you do that I’ll come.”

“So come,” she moaned, squeezing harder.

“I want to please you.”

“You already have. So much.”

“But I want to keep going, it feels so good.”

“So then hold on.”

My mind struggled along with my body. Here was a rare chance to come, inside Julie, no less, but that might mean the end of this wonderful experience. Then again, all things did have to come to an end.

“Eugh, I’m so close,” I moaned. I was aware of what perverse position I was in, practically edging myself despite having permission to come. Julie had done a number on my mind, and not for the first time, I wondered whether I could find satisfaction serving someone else, no matter how wonderful they were.

“Come for me. Come for me, but tell me you’re mine.”

Julie’s eyes were bright and wild. She looked lost in the moment like never before. I held on for a second longer, but the urging expression on her face broke the last of my barriers.

“FFFUCK, I’m yours. I belong to you, Ma’am, I’ll do anything for you.”

“Yes, you will.”

She held me close as I came, using her legs to keep me inside as I exploded. Shot after shot, throb after throb, I finally got the ultimate release. I felt stratospheric, like I was flying. As my body slowed, I found myself lightly sobbing in her arms, vulnerable but unafraid.

“That was beautiful,” she murmured, sounding so sure and honest that it dispelled any residual fear I had about my performance.

“So beautiful,” I replied, even as I still lightly ground against her.

“Remember, though, you’re still mine.

“I’m yours,” I agreed.

“I said you could come, but that doesn’t mean that you don’t have a mess to clean up. And it felt like a big one.”

I gulped. Julie had a skill for mixing the sublime with the profane. Our moment of romantic connection didn’t mean that she wasn’t who she was. And it didn’t mean that I wasn’t who I was.

A goddess and a supplicant, a queen and a servant. A mistress and a slave.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

***

Julie

Indulging in my current deepest fantasy had been everything I had wanted it to be. The sex had been hot and filthy, Chad’s obedience had been exhilarating, and the sense of boundary-breaking taboo had given me that sweet rush of novelty that I craved. The surprising part was that the sex with Chad afterwards had, if anything, been even better.

Rock had rocked my world, but Chad had made love to me with a tender, passionate intensity. It was hard, maybe foolish, to compare and rank the two, especially since they were really part of the same experience. Still, as amazing as it had been to cuck Chad, rewarding him was even more satisfying. After all the buildup, months of teasing and torment and denial, the sex had been more than just intense. It had been one of a kind.

Maybe part of that came from the knowledge that whatever Chad and I had was changing, perhaps even ending. I knew it and he knew it. That sense of impending finality must have added to his urgency.

It was a sweet way to end this, if this is how it ended. But then again, our relationship had never been about sweetness. As nice as it would have been to rock him to sleep, it felt more true to us if I pushed it a little further, if I put him back in his place.

It wouldn’t do for him to get the wrong idea, after all.

That’s why I was holding myself tight, keeping all of his cum inside until I was positioned safely over his face. I waited there for a moment, looking deep into his wide, submissive eyes and stroking his hair.

“Tell me you’re mine,”

“I’m yours.”

I could barely wait to release his load, to feel his hungry tongue worship and clean me, but keeping him on the edge of expectation was worth it. I always liked making Chad stew in his own impending degradation. Forcing him to do something dirty in the heat of the moment was one thing, but having him beg for humiliation in the cold light of post-nut clarity was another. He was going to feel every filthy, sexy second of this.

“Beg to clean my cunt.”

“Please, I’m sorry for coming inside you. Please let me clean you.”

“You want to taste your own cum? You want to swallow it like a good little slut?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said, shame-faced but unhesitating. “I want it.”

“Why?”

“Because you like it, and you deserve everything you want.”

“And?”

“And because I’m a good little slut. I’m your good little slut and I want everything that you’ll give me.”

“Good boy. Now, open wide.”

Chad stuck out his tongue and I finally unclenched, allowing his hot, sticky cum to begin escaping from me. It was slow coming, so I used a finger to pull my lips gently apart. He curled out his tongue to tease my hole, helping to open me up and draw out his mess. I felt it leave me to collect on his tongue and fall into his mouth, watching his eyes twitch and then widen in response. I pushed and sat down heavily, making sure he couldn’t avoid a drop.

“Suck it out,” I commanded, beginning to grind gently. “Get your tongue in there. Clean every drop.”

Chad did exactly as he was told, my dominance blowing through his refractory period, my filthy demands putting him right back into a submissive headspace. It wasn’t hard when he was this naturally desperate and deferential.

He licked and sucked and kissed and worshipped, treating my pussy like a princess and savoring each drop of our shared juices. I wanted to sit there until I came and then came again, but after two hard fucks I was tired, and needed to pee. Even if I could reach another orgasm, it might make me completely lose control. I didn’t want that to happen, at least not in the bed I slept in.

That did give me an idea, though. There was at least one more kink I hadn’t tried out with Chad, or anyone. It had never been at the forefront of my mind but had been swirling at the edges, popping up in porn movies and occasionally in my fantasies. It was dirty, messy, but could be very hot. And what better time than now?

“Follow me,” I said, rolling off to the side and up onto my feet. Chad made a noise like a hungry puppy, clearly having come to enjoy the mixture of tastes I had been feeding him. “And crawl, since you’re whining like a dog.”

I stepped into the shower and turned around to look at my pet, my little project. His face was a mess, slick with spit and come, but he looked delighted. He probably thought that he was going to get to wash me in the shower, maybe even get washed himself. Wouldn’t that be a fun little treat?

Well, we might do that after. First, though, I had something far kinkier than some soapy tit time in store.

“Get in and lie down,” I commanded, pointing at the floor of my shower. I was glad I had converted it into an extra-large walk-in bath. It would leave plenty of room for what I had planned, an idea that might have been at the back of my mind when I was renovating.

Chad did as he was told, probably starting to put 2+2 together. I didn’t know if he was going to enjoy this as much as I would, but as I stood over him in all my naked glory, his already hard cock told me that he was still game for whatever I wanted. Neither coming or the potential of a new, vanilla girlfriend had blunted Chad’s depraved sexual drive.

I placed my foot on his face and pinched his nose, feeling his lips instinctively press against my sole. The purple color looked good against his soft white skin, rich and sensual.

“I think I’ve taught you a lot about the female body since we met.”

“You have, Ma’am, thank you,” he squeaked, kissing my foot gratefully.

“Here’s a final little lesson. Did you know that it’s very important for a woman to pee after sex? Helps prevent UTIs, apparently.”

“I had heard that, Ma’am.”

“Call me Julie,” I said, moving my foot down to his chest. “I want to hear you say my name. I want to hear you say that you belong to me.”

“I’m yours, Julie,” he said. “I’m yours.”

“And while you’re still all mine, I want to treat you like my property. I want to mark you like my property. Do you see what I’m getting at?”

“I think so.”

“Are you up for it?”

“Yes. For you.”

“Then say it,” I pressed down harder with my foot, feeling my pussy throb as another moment of submission came. “Beg me for it.”

“Please piss on me, Julie. I want to be your property.”

“Since you asked so nicely.”

I thought it might take me a while to relax, but by this point I was in genuine need. Within moments I felt my bladder loosen and my body unwind. I unleashed all over Chad, the trickle quickly becoming a stream and then a gush. His chest was my first target, but as I saw him not recoiling I got bolder, shaking my hips forward to hit his neck and face. It was as much of a power rush as I had expected, a thoroughly satisfying display of my dominance over my pet. To my surprise and delight he opened his mouth without even being told, trying to catch my golden drops. Not for the first time, I wondered if I could really find a replacement as deliciously perverted as him.

My river became a stream and then a trickle, slowing to a few drops as I shook my hips slowly backwards and forwards. I motioned for Chad to come toward me and pointed at my crotch. He took the hint, dragging himself up to bury his face in me, cleaning me off without a second’s hesitation. It felt unbelievably decadent and depraved, and I knew that I would be getting myself off to the memory of this moment for a long, long time.

I forced myself to stop him, not trusting my ability to come without slipping on the wet floor. With my foot on his chest, I forced him back onto the floor, taking satisfaction in the way he happily lay there in my nectar.

I felt suddenly tired, in desperate need of some time alone in my bed to process all this. It had been magical, but something in my mind was telling me to bring this to a close.

“I’d love to share a nice warm shower with you, but I want you to remember what we’re all about. I want you to reflect on who you are and what you are into. You’re a dirty little pervert and you should always be true to yourself,” I said, the words spilling out of me. “So, you are going to get dressed, go home, and lie there in bed covered in my piss. You’re unlocked now, so you can touch yourself all you want. In fact, you should touch yourself, and think about exactly how filthy you are. Can you do that for me?”

“Yes, Ma’am, Julie,” Chad said, his eyes bright and wet.

“Good boy.”

I let him crawl away after giving one last kiss to my foot, and I turned the shower on. He made his way through to the bedroom to retrieve his clothes, shooting back a bittersweet glance. This was a strange way to leave it. I was sad to see him go, especially since this might be the last time I saw him like this, but it felt fitting, somehow.

“Chad,” I said, stepping out of the bathroom. “I’m not going to text you for the next few days. I want you to have some space so you can focus on what you want. But I want you to know that I’m still here. We won’t be strangers. And I want to hear about how your date goes.”

He looked like he had lots to say, essays and poems threatening to spill out, but he choked that all back and smiled. “I will, Julie. And thank you. For everything.”

I blew him a kiss and then headed for my shower before he could see any of the doubt in my eyes.

I was sure we were doing the right thing. Weren’t we?


First Date

Chad

I had moved fast, partly to bury my mixed feelings about, well, everything, and partly out of eagerness. The day after fulfilling Julie’s filthy fantasy, after a long night of marinating in her delicious final act of humiliation, I had woken up and immediately text Alma. She messaged back immediately, suggesting mid-week drinks at a nearby dive bar.

And now, here we were.

I had dressed down, deciding on a polo shirt and jeans after a lot of agonizing. I didn’t want to seem desperate or fussy, but I was taking this date seriously. I barely knew Alma, and she might not be the one to pull me out of Julie’s loving but oppressive orbit, but I still found myself obsessing over the details. As the day grew closer, I thought about her more and more, my now free cock twitching at the image of her and my stomach developing an immature, girlish case of the butterflies. I was hopeless. Not even a first date yet, and I was already infatuated.

Alma walked into the bar and shot me a wide smile when I stood up. She looked lovely, wearing a tight black skirt, corset top, and a pair of high heels that made her totter a little as she walked. She looked just nervous enough for it to be cute, helping put me at ease that I hadn’t misjudged her enthusiasm.

The drinks flowed the conversation flowed with them, and for the first time I completely forgot about the strange lack of weight around my cock. I even forgot about Julie.

The drinking led to dancing, and then flirting, and then kissing. I had thought that I would try to take things slow with Alma, seeing how it felt to make a connection with a new woman before even approaching the thorny issue of intimacy, but she has turned on the charm and I was helpless to resist. I couldn’t keep my hands off her olive skin and couldn’t stop breathing in the smell of her hair, imagining how it would feel to run my fingers through it. I couldn’t avoid her kiss, pressed against me on a quiet midweek dance floor, and when she suggested going back to her place for a nightcap, there was no way that I would say no. Excuses about early starts at work faded on my lips when she followed up her request by demanding that I come back to her apartment. I found myself trailing her up to her apartment like a lost dog, unable to resist this newfound edge.

Alma had never told me exactly where in our building she lived. Not wanting to seem like a creepy stalker, I had never asked. Now, in my half-drunk and horn-dazed state, I only vaguely noticed that it was on the long corridor directly above mine. When I noticed that out loud, she silenced me with a kiss.

Inside the apartment, making out on the sofa, I was suddenly overtaken by a strange need to spill my guts. I certainly didn’t intend to tell her everything, about the cage and the kink and ownership, but my mind struggled to form some set of words that could begin to tell her just how unprepared I was for all of this. I wanted to begin to let her down lightly, if I found myself unable to perform, or be normal.

“Listen, Alma, this is amazing, but I have something I should tell you first.”

“Uh huh,” she said, standing up and suddenly whipping off her shirt.

I stared, gobsmacked, as she shimmied out of her skirt. It might have been a casual midweek date, but Alma had gone all out on the underwear. Her pert breasts were pushed up by her intricate, lacy cream bra, while her barely-there matching panties showed off every inch of her petite body. She spun around, letting me catch a brief view of her bubble butt, now seeming as graceful as a dancer in her heels.

“I wanted you back here, and now I have you. You can tell me whatever you want, but only once you're naked.”

Alma’s voice was hypnotically demanding, and I found myself nodding along even as I realized that this was exactly what I had been trying to avoid. Was I really this hopeless, to fall under the spell of any woman who showed me some combination of steel and kindness?

I had stripped down to my underwear before my mind caught up, too dazed by her body and attitude to resist. Alma smiled and got down on her knees, pulling down my best pair of boxers to free my hard cock. My mind was confused, fighting against opposing tides, but my body was more than willing.

“You know,” she said, beginning stroke me. “I have something to admit to you first. Would you like to hear it?”

“Yes,” I gasped, far gone beyond the point where I would say no to this woman.

“Yes, what?” she asked, removing her hand from my cock and instead gripping my balls with just the tiniest edge of threat.

“Yes… please?”

“Yes please, who?”

My gears were turning. Something just wasn’t adding up. Still, I was pulled forward, suddenly eager to say anything that would please her.

“Yes, please… Alma?”

“Good boy. We’ll work on it.”

She went back to stroking me, squeezing and caressing my cock with unhurried patience. It felt completely different from how Julie did it, but no less magnificent.

“Here’s my confession- I know.”

“What?”

“I know about you and our neighbor.”

I could feel what little blood was left in my face drain from it, shock trying to burst through my brain fog. I tried to form words, tried to stand up, but Alma was faster. Within seconds she was on her feet, one heel pressed possessively against my chest and one hand still on my cock. She shushed me and pinned me onto the couch.

“Her apartment is the level below here, and for some reason I can hear a lot. It’s a broken vent or something. I know it’s bad, but I heard you guys playing and I got caught up in it. Eventually, I met you at the gym, and thought you were cute, and then I recognized your voice. Now, here we are.”

“Here we are,” I said, half a question and half a statement.

I had no idea what she wanted. Had she arranged all this to blackmail me, to laugh at me? Was someone going to burst out of the cupboard and tell me I was on a prank show?

More and more questions filled my mind. How much did Alma hear? What did she know? What the fuck did she want?

“Listen, I know this is a surprise. I know it's kind of fucked up, and I really don’t want you to feel cornered,” Alma said. A nice notion, although one that was kind of undercut by her foot on my chest and hand on my dick. “So, I’m just going to spell it out for you. I don’t know everything, but I know what you’re into. More or less. I know that woman is your teacher, or owner, or something. I know she controls… things. And I know that I want in.”

Her words hit me like a truck. I sat there staring up at her while she smiled down nervously. Alma took a deep breath, seemed to steel herself, and then said it again. Said something that made me wonder if I was dreaming.

“I like you, and I think whatever you were up to, are up to, is hot. And I want in.”

The word formed before I could stop, the only word I could say, in the circumstances.

“OK.”

“Good boy.”

Alma removed her foot and gave me a long, passionate kiss. When it ended, I knew that I would do anything for her. That was just as well.

“Listen, though. I don’t just want to muddle through this. I have no idea what I’m doing, and I have no intention of like, stealing her… well, whatever you are to her.”

“She knows. About our date, I mean.”

“Good, good,” Alma unclipped her bra and straddled me, directing my mouth to her perky little nipple. I sucked on it, feeling my head go pleasantly numb and empty. “But still, I want her permission, her advice, or whatever. I want to talk to… what is her name, actually.”

“Julie,” I mumbled, it feeling almost sacrilegious to say her name with Alma’s breast in my mouth.

“Julie. I want to talk to Julie.”

I was past thinking, but I tried to think. Julie had told me to tell her how my date had gone. I suppose, strange as it was, this was the kind of thing I could tell her about. I would certainly need to find a way to finesse the eavesdropping, but what choice did I have? There was certainly no way I was about to say no, even if it did leave me trapped between two raging, unpredictable forces of nature.

“When?”

“How about now?”

I gulped. It was late, but not that late, and as a night owl Julie would definitely still be awake. Fuck it, no time like the present.

“OK. I’ll text her.”

Alma pulled away and smiled down at me, looking like a saint, an angel.

“Good boy.”


Book 8 – Double Dommes:

Serving Two Keyholders


A New Arrangement

Julie

So many shows, a whole world of movies, yet there was nothing that jumped out to me as I scrolled through my many streaming services. I sipped my tea and considered an early night, but my body was still wide awake. I had gotten used to more stimulation than this, and I was struggling to adjust.

I reflected on everything that I had achieved with Chad over the last year. I had taken a boorish, immature misogynist and helped him become a gentleman. I had led a repressed fake alpha to get in touch with his true desires. I had locked him and trained him, used him and shared him. I had pushed his limits and regained my own confidence, finding some long-overdue fulfillment. It was a dangerous, intensely emotional game we had played, but I had kept both our feet on the ground. He was a much younger man, with a life to explore and a career to build. I knew that this messy, beautiful thing couldn’t go on forever. When I sensed that he was starting to get ready for something new, I didn’t freak out. I took charge. I smoothed the way for us both to move on and got one more fantasy fulfilled into the bargain. I had loved finally making Chad watch as I got railed by another man, and I had loved the passion my pet had shown when I finally let him fuck me. Reclaim me. Now, he was unlocked and out on a date with my blessing. This had worked out for both of us, another perfectly planned and expertly executed Julie project, just like I was known for in my field.

So why did I feel so empty?

I was going to have to find a new plaything, and fast. Still, I just couldn’t muster the energy to go sub-shopping, whether online or at a play party. I knew that I would have no absence of suitors, but I just couldn’t rustle up a picture of what I wanted. Well, I could. It was Chad.

As if on cue, my phone buzzed. It could be anyone, a girlfriend or some spam email, but deep down I knew that it was my slave. Well, maybe a former slave.

Sorry, I know it’s late. Can I come over to chat?

What could this mean? Had his date been a disaster? Had he decided to give up already? I would be disappointed for him, and perhaps in him, if he had fucked up his chance with our cute little neighbor, but I couldn’t pretend that the idea of him crawling back to me wasn’t quietly satisfying. Or perhaps the date had gone so well that he was coming over to cut things off with me completely, and to shut off any possibility of renewing our relationship.

Well, there was only one way to find out.

Of course, come over.

Thank you, Ma’am.


I considered getting changed into something a little sexier than my comfy PJ’s and oversized shirt, but that could blow up in my face if he wasn't coming to grovel. The Ma’am was a good sign, but I didn’t want to count my slaves before they were in the cage, or whatever.

As it happened, I would barely have had time to change even if I wanted to. He was at my door within five minutes. Even more surprising, he wasn't alone.

I opened the door to be greeted by the sight of Chad standing sheepishly behind our new neighbor, Alma. With her olive skin and petite, sexy body, I could certainly see what he saw in her. Despite the panicked thoughts running through my head (was she here for a showdown?), I couldn’t help but smile back at her.

I took a second to study her face, using the people-reading skills I had honed over decades of negotiation. There was some nervousness in her eyes, but she was putting on a brave face. She wasn't scared, or confrontational. She looked… excited?

Well, color me intrigued.

“She knows about us,” Chad said, looking down at the floor. “And she wants to talk to you.”

I paused for a moment. I had no idea where this was all going, but at least my night wasn’t boring anymore. This certainly beat a one-person Netflix and Chill.

“Well, if she knows about us, you can use my proper title.”

“Yes, Ma’am. Could we come in and talk, please?”

I looked at Alma’s face as he spoke, trying to read her reaction. She smiled and then bit her lip. Interesting.

“Well, it’s nice to meet you, Alma. Yes, I think we better all have a chat.”

The next fifteen minutes were a rollercoaster. I was shocked when I heard about her eavesdropping, amused by her reaction to her discovery, and impressed when I heard about how she set out to ensnare Chad. I could soon tell this was above more than just curiosity, or lust, or kink for her. This was about power, and learning how I wielded it. When I found out that she wanted my advice I was flattered, and when I found out she wanted some hands-on lessons in dominance, well, I was more than flattered. I was turned on.

And Chad?

Well, within fifteen minutes of darkening my doorstep, Chad was back in an all too familiar position. He was naked, kneeling, with his cock in a cage and two sets of feet resting on his back while we sipped some cold white wine.

After all, we had to be comfortable. His new owner and old owner had lots to discuss.

***

Chad

My college philosophy classes all came rushing back. How do we know that we are living in a reality and not some dream, some hallucination? Our senses. Our senses tell us what our body is experiencing, and those experiences tell us what is real.

I felt like I was dreaming. I had felt like I was dreaming ever since Alma came clean to me, blindsiding me while opening up an unbelievably delicious possibility, but the world around me was all too tactile. The familiar smells, sights, and sounds of Julie’s apartment told me that I was awake. I could feel two sets of soft, smooth legs against my skin, two sets of feet shifting positions across my back. I could feel the cold cage around my cock and the dull ache as I throbbed against it. I could taste a well-worn pair of socks in my mouth, shoved there by Julie with Alma’s permission to make sure I didn’t speak out of turn. I could hear them talking above me, two distinct voices chatting and laughing away.

Julie was telling Alma everything, filling in the blanks in our new neighbor’s knowledge. And I mean everything. My face burned bright red with embarrassment as Julie filled her in on the various humiliating games we had played.

I could hear them start to make some arrangement involving me, something about learning and teaching and sharing, but as I floated into subspace, the conversation became less distinct. This was a discussion between my betters, the women above me. I shouldn’t trouble myself with thinking. All I had to do was serve these goddesses.

My two goddesses.

***

Over the following weeks, we fell into a new pattern. Alma and I started dating like an ordinary couple, more or less. We hung out at the gym, we went on dates, we saw movies together. With each passing week we learned more about each other, becoming comfortable in each other’s company. So far, so normal. There was a twist, though, and a third person to think about.

Julie and Alma had come to an arrangement that fateful night. My owner, the woman who had turned my life around and brought me into this world, would give my new girlfriend “lessons” in how to “look after” me. These lessons tended to involve them both drinking wine and teasing me, having me serve them both while they chatted about sex and relationships and life in general. A typical night might see Julie explain the importance of punishment before providing a hands-on demonstration of spanking technique to my curious and grateful girlfriend, before they both settled in to watch a movie while I rubbed their shoulders. I might go home alone with a smattering of flirtatious texts and pictures from Alma, or she might take me back to her apartment to have me lick and caress her to a satisfying orgasm.

Either way, there was no coming for me. Part of the deal was that I would remain caged, with Julie holding the key. The older woman was insistent that I remain caged and denied, lest her hard work training me be undone. About once a week I would be released so that Julie could show Alma “the art of edging,” but other than that I remained firmly under lock and key. I was released less often than when I had belonged solely to Julie, and my orgasms felt even further away. I had been permitted only two, one when Julie wanted to show Alma the power of the prostate and once more when she had told Alma to use a vibrator on me while she was away on a work trip.

“Two gorgeous girls to play with. You’re living the dream!” Julie had reminded me. “The least you can do is suffer for it.”

She was right, of course. This was a dream. A beautiful, nightmarish dream. Having two mistresses, two wonderful women to tease and torment me, to look after me and keep me in my place, was something I could only have wished up in my wildest, most outlandish fantasies. Now that it was happening, I would happily give up my orgasms for it to continue.

So that’s what I did. I suffered and I served, gladly worshipping Alma and being Julie’s demonstration dummy while they grew closer and closer.

Still, as wonderful as it was, Alma wanted more. As our relationship deepened, we began to talk about the future. We were spending so much time together that paying two lots of rent to stay in the same building seemed mad. Plus, as much as Alma was enjoying Julie’s lessons, those lessons were building towards something. She wanted more control and wanted to play with her toy on her own terms. She didn’t tell me exactly what she had planned, giving me a sly, shy smile whenever we discussed my sexual future, but I got the distinct feeling that she had plenty of ideas, some of which might involve me being uncaged.

So, tonight was going to be a special night. Alma wanted to keep sharing me, but she also wanted a key of her own. She had decided to ask Julie to hand it over to her, or at least give her a spare.

I pictured two Olympians passing a torch, or a martial artist graduating to black belt under the watchful eye of their sensei. I made a joke to that effect as we walked down the corridor to Julie’s apartment, drawing a slightly nervous laugh from Alma. It wasn’t like Julie was going to say no. It was my cock, after all. Still, Alma looked up to the older woman. She didn’t want to offend or upset her, or to ruin our unorthodox little grouping.

Neither did I, of course, but I had finally gotten past my anxiety about all of this. Never in a million years could I have predicted that my life would end up like this, so I had given up on prediction entirely. Now, I just delivered myself into the hands of fate, and the two women who I was lucky enough to belong to.

Alma squeezed my hand and smiled at me, leaning over to give me a quick peck on the cheek before we knocked on the door. She smoothed her summer dress and brushed her hair out of her face as if she was about to walk into a job interview. She seemed excited, but also more nervous than I had seen her since that first night.

“Come in,” Julie said, opening the door and ushering us inside. She must have had a late day in work, since she was still wearing her pencil skirt, white shirt, heels, and glasses. It suited her, making her look like the kind of boss bitch who would put you over her knee if you were a minute late with her coffee.

“Make yourself at home. Chad, why don’t you make us all some cocktails?” Julie turned to Alma, expecting me to hop to it. “So, I'm thinking that we get him all tied up, unlock him, and practice some edging with our feet. It takes some core strength, but it leaves your hands free for other stuff!”

“That sounds fun, but, um,-“ Alma came close to stammering, but quickly caught herself. “There’s something we, I, wanted to ask you.”

“Oh?” Julie said, walking back into the room and smiling wolfishly. I stood off to the side, not sure what to do with myself while this negotiation went on.

“So… so, we are thinking about moving in together, and-“

“Congratulations!”

“Thanks. And, well, I was thinking that it would be a good time for me to get the key.”

Julie smiled, waiting patiently for Alma to continue. It was strange, watching her toy with my girlfriend the way she had done with me.

“This is all so much fun, and I want us all to keep playing together, but we’ve talked about it, um, and it would be cool and useful if I could unlock him sometimes.”

Julie took a moment to think about her response. “Well, I can see why you would want to have full access to your little toy, joystick and all, but I’m not sure.”

“Not sure?”

“Well, yeah. I mean, we’ve talked about the importance of the cage for this whole dynamic. If you just let him out willy-nilly, who knows how it’ll go? That’s on you guys, I suppose, but I’d hate to see all our hard work be wasted.”

“You can trust me,” Alma said, as if she was pleading for a puppy. “I just want to practice on my own. It’s been so cool learning from you, but a domme has to domme on her own sometime, right?”

This was surreal. It was a whole negotiation over me, my cock, my entire sex life, being played out in front of me with none of my input.

“Sure, that’s true. You know, they do say the best way to really learn dominance is to sub every now and again.”

“Oh? Is that how you learned?” Alma asked.

“No, darling, I’m just a fucking natural. Which brings me to my next point. If I’m giving up sole control over my pet, then maybe I deserve a little treat.” I could just about see where this was going, but could hardly believe it. “And the treat I want is you.”

“Me?”

Julie took a step closer to Alma, towering over her in heels

“Yes. I’ll give you his key if you sub to me for one whole night.”

“You don’t need to do this,” I said, not sure which one I was talking to.

“What would you do for your key?” Julie said, fixing me with that tractor beam stare.

“Anything, Ma’am,” I said, knowing that was her favorite phrase to hear.

“Show me,” Julie pointed down at her foot expectantly. “That can keep your mouth busy while the adults talk.”

I quickly glanced at Alma and she nodded, seemingly happy for this discussion to go ahead while I kissed her negotiating partner’s feet. I got down on all fours and brought my lips to the patent leather toe of Julie’s shoe, before moving on to gently peck the bare top of her foot.

“Do you see how desperate the cage makes him?”

“Yes,” Alma said, breathily. “I see it. I love it.”

“Good. So, are you willing to submit to me? To show me how desperate you are to truly learn dominance?”

Alma said nothing. Instead, I felt her presence next to me on the floor, and saw her lower her lips to Julie’s foot. The sight of her plump, red lips caressing another woman’s bare skin was unbelievably erotic, as wonderful as it was wrong.

“Good girl,” Julie whispered from above me.

I knew that my mistress had played with girls in the past, from time to time, but I hadn’t expected this. It had been one thing for her to fuck another man in front of me, but now she was going to take my girlfriend as well. Not just to play with, or make love to, but to dominate. I felt worried for Alma, and guilty, but blotting out those feelings was my admiration for Julie, and lust.

Desperate, aching lust.

I was ready for anything at that moment, but Julie had other ideas. She liked the tease, the build-up, and said that she wanted time to prepare for the “big night.” So, after the symbolic submission, she called it a night early. We were turfed out, Alma without her key and me without my release, with a promise to meet up again the following weekend. I tried to tell Alma that this wasn’t necessary, that she didn’t need to do this for me, but she quickly shushed me. Whipping off her panties and not bothering to take off her dress, she pushed me down on the floor in her living room and rode my face like never before. From her wetness and her moans, I could tell that she wasn’t just willing to submit to Julie.

She was desperate for it.


Playing For Keeps

Julie

Our little arrangement over the past weeks had been amazing, but I’d always known the time would come to hand over the keys. I had been a teacher and mentor to Chad. A mistress, a goddess, an owner. Alma could be a true partner to him. Still, there was always room to squeeze a bit more fun out of a situation, and I expected to get every last drop of juice out of this cute little couple. I was playing with table stakes now, and there was no reason not to push it to the limit.

Over the past few weeks I had taken more and more of a liking to Alma, first as a friend and then as something more. The girl was a beautiful, sensual creature. I couldn’t help but imagine how it would feel to touch her, to kiss her, to spank her, to use her. The idea of doing all that in front of Chad, a final display of my utter dominance, had become a major part of my fantasies.

Luckily, with the kind of life we were now living, fantasies didn’t have to remain just fantasies. Alma and I had discussed this all like the rational, open, empowered women we were. We had met up for coffee a few times while he was at work, with our offices being just around the corner from each other. It was strange at first, meeting her outside the context of our little games, but I found her easy to talk to and she evidently felt the same. Our chats quickly moved on from work and the city to deeper things, as Alma reflected on everything that was going on.

“This entire situation was surreal, bizarre. It was even stranger that I had been the one to engineer it, ye’know? I’ve always been kinky, I think, but I never found anyone to explore with. I’d kind of buried it,” she admitted, expressing something I was all too familiar with. “When I heard what was going on downstairs, it brought everything flooding out. I didn’t know whether I wanted to fuck this hot-sounding domme, or be her, but when I met Chad, I knew that I needed to have him as a pet.”

I had felt myself blush like a virgin when she called me hot. The compliment sent my long-dormant bisexuality into overdrive, and planted the seed of an idea. That seed quickly grew. I made a few jokes about spanking her when she didn’t listen, and she mentioned that she’d read that the best way to become a good domme was to sub. As our conversation got flirtier, a plan started to develop.

A plan we were now putting into action.

Our little scene had played out perfectly. We had set up a session for next week, and I thought Chad had more or less bought the story.  Of course, we could have just told him that we wanted to play together, but making it seem like there were stakes would make the whole thing hotter. A bit of roleplay, even if it was more subtle than “sexy nurse” or “horny teacher.” Either way, I had sent him away with no release, so I’m sure by next week he would be crawling the walls.

I kicked off my high heels, wishing I had gotten a foot rub out of them first, and poured myself a drink. Sitting back, I pictured what had just happened and luxuriated in the sensual satisfaction. The way that gorgeous younger woman had looked on her knees, Chad’s face as he stared at us in shock and lust. The sensation of not one, but two sets of lips on my feet. Fuck, the whole thing had just been so hot.

There was some planning to do, and maybe some online shopping. I wanted everything to be perfect for our session. First, though, I had an insistent throbbing downstairs to take care of.

After all, I wasn't the one in the cage.

***

Chad

It was Friday, the night before the big key handover, the night before I watched Julie dominate and humiliate my sweet new girlfriend, the night before… God knows what. Well, God, and Julie.

I had told Alma several times that she didn’t need to go through with this for my benefit but she was clearly determined and, as far as I could tell, into it. Maybe she had a submissive, as well as bisexual side, or maybe she was really just viewing this as part of Julie’s patented dominatrix training course. There was a lot about my new girlfriend’s sexuality that I was still learning, that she was still learning, and I couldn’t wait for us to grow and explore together.

I cleared away our glasses after a nice takeout dinner, hanging out at Alma’s place as I had every night that week. The excitement was almost too much to take, but I tried not to think about tomorrow. It was going to be intense enough, without building it up more in my head. Of course, ignoring it completely wasn’t an option. Julie had been dropping pictures and messages into our shared group chat all week. Photos of whips and chains, collars and clamps. I had no clue what she planned to do with us, but it looked like there were a lot of ideas on the table.

And Alma, well… Alma had been taking perverse pleasure in winding us both up, playing and dirty talking until we were both fit to burst. Of course, I had the worst of it, with a locked cock and no chance of relief before Saturday. Each night that week we had gone out for drinks or dinner, or had something in the house. Afterwards, while we made out, Alma would talk to me about everything she was going to do when I was living under her regime, stroking every part of my body as she did. Well, almost every part.

“I can’t wait to be able to unlock you whenever I want. I’m going to practice edging you every single day until I’m the best little cocktease in the world. I’ll suck your cock a lot more than Julez ever did. I’m gonna let you fuck me, as well. I can’t believe we’ve had to wait this long! I’m not going to let you come much more often, though. I plan to keep you denied and frustrated. If I accidentally let you come, it’ll definitely be ruined,” she would get breathy when she talked about that, pinching my nipple or running her long nails across my skin, “Not for me, though. I’ll be expecting a daily orgasm. A few a day, probably. When we move in together, I’m training you to be my perfect little sex toy.”

With every passing day, I was becoming more desperate and devoted. I wanted to quit my job and spend my days under her desk, worshipping the ground she walked on and sleeping at the end of her bed. Cage or no cage, I wanted to be hers.

Just on cue, I got my latest order from the couch where Alma was lounging.

“Babe, come here and lick my pussy! I’m so worked up I can barely fucking stand it!”

Yeah, you and me both, I thought. I said nothing, though. Instead, I got down on my knees and crawled to her, ready to give me everything for Alma’s pleasure, and dreaming of the day that I might get to be inside her.


Endings and Beginnings

Julie

I looked in the mirror and could hardly believe how fucking great I looked. I had poured my curves into a leather corset with plenty of straps and clasps, matching my high-cut black panties, stockings, and spiked heels. I had leather bands around my forearms and biceps, making me look like some Amazonian warrior, with my hair in a high ponytail and my eyeliner extra dark. Although I usually liked being comfortable when I was playing with my pet, I had decided to break with tradition and go full dominatrix. After all, tonight was going to be something special.

It had been a long time since I had been with a woman. College, in fact. My time in the kink scene had introduced me to plenty of gorgeous women, and I had been tempted, but my interest in submissive men meant that it had never worked out. Now, Alma had brought my bisexual side back with a vengeance.

Plus, what could be more dominant than dominating a domme?

I took a deep breath and put on my most confident demeanor before striding back into my living room. I had left my two playthings there, waiting for me on their knees in silence, giving them time to stew. They were wearing what I had told them to. He was in pink stain panties with a butt plug in, utterly emasculating but with a practical purpose. Alma was wearing a sexy set of bridal lingerie, a gift from me to her. It was much like the set I had worn when I made Chad watch me take big Rock’s big cock, except this time I would be playing the bull despoiling the innocent virgin.

I had decided to commit to the roleplay, even if it did feel slightly silly. I was doing the “make” Alma serve me to earn Chad’s key, using that dynamic to further humiliate him. In reality, of course, I had discussed safe words and limits with her separately. That would allow me to push this as far as I could, without fear of going too far. I’d even made a rough script for tonight, planning ahead far more than I usually would now that I have two subs to handle.

Now, all that was left to do was begin.

“Are you sluts ready to make me happy?” I said, trying to keep any tremble out of my voice as I looked down at these two pretty young things.

“Yes, Ma’am,” they said in unison, sending a shiver through my body.

“Good pets,” I purred, standing close to them so they could feel my warmth. “You must be really desperate for the key to this sad excuse for a man’s rancid little pecker.”

Laying it on a bit thick, maybe, but from the looks in their eyes, it seemed to do the trick. Chad blushed and looked down, while Alma stared at me in wide-eyed arousal. It felt good to be desired by someone so desirable.


“Your name is Slut,” I said, tapping Chad dismissively on the forehead. I took Alma’s long mane of hair in my hand and tilted her face towards mine. I gave her a long, sloppy kiss, feeling her tongue submit to mine. “And yours. Yours is Whore.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” came the refrain.

“And let’s just call me Julie, tonight. I want you to remember who owns you both. Even if you get married, even if you grow old together, I want you to remember the name of the woman who put you in your place. Now, Whore, go tie Slut to that chair, just like I told you.”

I had dragged a heavy chair into the center of the room and left out some soft rope. Bondage wasn’t my specialty, but I had shown Alma what I knew. It was more than enough to keep Chad lightly fastened to a chair, powerless and restrained while I played with his girlfriend. I watched as she tied his legs to the chair and fastened his arms behind it, giving the occasional bit of advice. We soon had him all trussed up.

As she was putting the finishing touches to it, I went into my room and collected my laundry bag. This was the kind of thing you would usually keep far away from guests, much less dates, but the filth was part of the fun. I dropped it in the middle of the room, in front of Chad and the kneeling Alma.

“You’re my bitch. And since you’re a bitch, you’re going to act like one. Get your face in there and find me the dirtiest, stinkiest pieces of underwear you can. We’ll need something to keep the little Slut quiet.”

Alma blushed but did as she was told, crawling forward to begin exploring my dirty laundry. My cunt throbbed as I watched at her get more into it, wiggling her cute little butt as she sniffed.

“Bitches don’t use their hands,” I said, as she tried to start digging through to reach the bottom.

I grabbed her wrists and held them, placing my high-heeled shoe on her ass and forcing her deeper into the bag. She moaned with perverse pleasure, the degradation clearly as much for her as it was for me. I could practically smell the arousal in the air.

Alma emerged with a pair of my favorite workout panties in her mouth. Plain black and midrise, made from a sweat-wicking nylon, they were hardly the sexiest set in the world. What they were was practical, well-worn, and sweaty. I took them and spanked her ass, giving her a “good girl” but pointing back into the bag.

This time, she came back up with a pair of long white crew socks, also a regular fixture of my running outfit. I had worn them twice this week, and there were little marks around the toes to attest to that. Gross. Perfect.

“I couldn’t have chosen better myself, Whore.”

I took the panties and balled them up before stuffing them into Chad’s mouth. I searched his face for any sign that he might not be comfortable with this, but I could instantly tell that he had fallen deep into subspace, his natural place. His eyes were wide with awe, not anger, and I could feel his tense arousal. Once his gag was in place, I took the long sock and wrapped it around his head, firmly securing it.

“All he can taste is my cunt and my ass, all he can smell is my foot sweat, but that’s like sweet nectar to this slut,” I said, addressing Alma, still on her knees. “Are you sure you want to be kissing this dirty mouth every day, knowing where it’s been?”

“I’ve got my own plans for that mouth,” Alma purred, submission doing nothing to blunt her bratty, sassy sensuality.

“Of course, you’re a proper little domme, aren’t you?”

I strode over to her and grabbed her by the air, pulling it back and wrapping a hand around her throat. I could feel her pulse beneath my palm and see the shock in her eyes. I felt like a lioness, toying with my prey. Moving on instinct, I bent down and gave her cheek a long, possessive lick before spitting directly in her face. I heard a muffled cry from Chad and considered punishing him for it, but I didn’t want to break my rhythm. This was about Alma and me, for now.

I dragged Alma to the couch, pushing her to the ground as I took a seat. She remained there, looking up at me as I dangled my high heel over her face. I knew from our conversations and from seeing how she was with Chad just how much she loved being in control, but she was taking to this submissive role like a bird to the wind. I had always been doubtful about the existence of true switches, assuming they were all subs who were so eager to please that they’d pretend to be dominant. Now I was rethinking that. Maybe you could be a domme to men and a sub to women?

Or maybe Alma was just that much of a kinky, adventurous whore. Or maybe, just maybe, it was my own unique aura that brought it out. That was a nice thought.

“I trained that little toy over there, and if you want to use more than his mouth then you’re going to have to make it worth my while. You’re going to have to convince me. Now, beg.”

“Please, Julie. Please let me be his keyholder. I’ll do anything. We’ll do anything.”

“Kiss.”

Alma kissed the red-soled bottom of my shoe, pressing her plump lips against the lowest part of me. They were clean, of course, but that only made it slightly less degrading. I let her debase herself for a moment longer, making eye contact with her tied-up boyfriend as I did, but I soon wanted to feel those lips against my body.

I dangled my high heel from my toe, hovering it just over her face. To my delight, she craned her face upwards, bringing her nose towards my sole. Fuck. I had always thought it was just Chad being a pervert, but maybe I did have magic, magnetic feet?

“Kiss,” I repeated, letting my shoe drop to the side.

She was hesitant at first, pecking at my nylon-covered soles. It felt nice, her soft lips and the power rush doing plenty for me. But, of course, I wanted more. I wanted to make her give me more.

“Properly, whore. Make out with my feet like you’re making out with your slut boyfriend. Even better, kiss them like your first boyfriend. I imagine he was better looking.”

I pressed my foot down and she responded, kissing my sole hard before bringing the tongue into play. The way she moved her hips as she did it told me just how into this she was, or at least how committed to the roleplay. I soon kicked off my other shoe, wanting to enjoy the sensation on both feet. Of course, through the nylon was nice, but barefoot would be better.

Chad was gawping at me wide-eyed. I held his stare with a smile as I pushed down harder on Alma’s face, turning it to the side so she was looking at him. I moved one foot to her chest, kneading her firm, pert breasts, and placed the other on her throat. I didn’t intend to take the risk of pushing down harder. The windpipe was sensitive after all. Still, I didn’t need to. Just having her throat exposed like that has the intended effect, making me look and feel like an all-conquering goddess, making Alma feel vulnerable, and making Chad feel powerless. I pushed down lightly on her chest, loving the squishy feeling of her tits and the way she writhed underneath me like a defeated enemy.

“He used to tell me that kissing my feet was better than his first kiss with a girl. He even said that the sweat between my toes tasted better than any pussy he had ever licked. Why don’t you have a taste? Tell me if it’s true.”

I peeled off both my stockings and threw them to the side. For the next five minutes I sat back and relaxed as Alma worshiped every inch of my feet. I directed her when needed, but mostly sat and watched Chad’s shellshocked face and twitching, straining cage. Meanwhile, he was watching his cute girlfriend do degrading things that he had done many times in this very room. She bit the ball of my foot and nibbled on the heel, licked all over the sole and sucked on the wiggling toes. I laughed as I tested her gag reflex and moaned when she licked in between my toes. I didn’t doubt Alma’s sincerity about wanting to be a domme, but she certainly wasn’t afraid to dive right into the deep end of submission.

“You must be getting thirsty,” I said, as she spluttered and choked from a particularly hard thrust from my foot. “I certainly am.”

“Yes, Julie,” she said. Her mascara was starting to run, but it only made her look more smuttily seductive.

“You can go and get me a drink. You haven’t earned that yet, though, so open wide.”

She did as I said and opened her mouth, receiving several goblets of spit for her trouble. I would have felt bad for how hard I was going, but this was still well within her surprisingly extreme limits. Plus, I could pretty much smell the arousal on her.

While Alma scarpered off to fetch me some wine, I went through to the room to collect a pre-prepared bag of tricks. I’d been slowly adding to my considerable toy collection ever since I had met Chad, and now we had plenty to play with. I sat down on the couch and took my drink from Alma, directing her to kneel in front of me. She practically purred as I stroked her hair, giving her a moment of respite from the constant service and humiliation.

“Did my feet taste good, whore?”

“Yes. They tasted so salty and sweaty and nice.”

I laughed. “Quite the review. I bet they taste better than Chad’s pathetic little cock.”

“Probably,” she said, eyes downcast. “I wouldn’t know.”

“So, this is the girl that you want to move in with, devote yourself to? Your new keyholder?” I asked, addressing Chad directly. “And look at her now. Not even half an hour, and she’s already my bitch, a toe-sucking footstool. She’ll make a wonderful keyholder, I’m sure, but always remember who the queen bee is.”

I stripped off my sodden panties and grabbed Alma by the hair, pulling her towards my pussy, but stopping with her nose a few centimeters from my trimmed bush. “Are you ready to taste a superior goddess?”

“Yes,” Alma gasped, “Please.”

“Show me.”

She stuck out her tongue, desperately straining towards my slit. I held her there for a moment, enjoying the sense of anticipation before pulling her in hard. Her nose was smothered against my mound as she buried her tongue in my clit. Desperate energy and the perversity of the whole scene more than made up for her lack of experience.

“Slut, your little girlfriend really knows how to please a pussy. It took me months to teach you to do it this well. Imagine what this whore could do after a few weeks of training? In fact, maybe you won’t need to imagine. She might get addicted to it. Then I can have her as my pussy licker, and you can be relegated to our shoe cleaner, our maid. How about that? Two bitches for me, and nothing for you.”

Chad gave some low, animalistic moan of anguish and ecstasy, his face red and his eyes wild. I laughed and threw my head back, reaching into my bag for a bullet vibrator. Alma responded to my hands like a well-oiled tool, moving down to make room for the toy. She licked my slit and taint while I vibed my clit, closing my eyes and drinking in the moment.

My first orgasm came quickly, a low moan escaping me as the twin sensations brought me to a sudden climax. I knew right away that it wouldn’t be enough. Alma kept licking with my hand on the back of her head, not stopping as I bucked and shook against her. I pushed her down further and she took the hint, licking towards my ass. From this angle, she couldn’t get in deep, not like when I used Chad as my ass slave, but the tickling of my cheeks and her tongue lightly teasing my hole was enough to get me close again. I turned up the vibrator and pulled her in close, loving the way she shook and struggled for breath even as she licked. It felt like we were joined in a singular purpose: getting me off.

My second orgasm was wet and dramatic. I stopped just short of squirting, but I could feel how explosive it was, nevertheless. Alma visibly choked down my juices and I could feel how wet her face was. I wrapped my hand in her silky hair and began dragging her face up and down as if I was trying to scratch an itch with her nose, making sure that every inch of her gorgeous face was covered in my cum.

I got up on unsteady feet and walked over the Chad, dragging Alma behind me. As I was undoing his gag I noticed a big drop of precum collecting on the end of his cock. I gathered it up and offered it to Alma, who gladly licked it from my palm.

“Who tastes better?”

“You do. You taste sweeter,” she answered, her face still red and slick.

I removed the balled-up panties from Chad’s mouth and tossed them to the side. He breathed in deeply, but didn’t say a word. He sensed that in the presence of two superior women, it was best to only speak when spoken to.

“You’re a cute couple. Let’s have a kiss. Practice for your wedding day!”

Alma brought her face close to him and they kissed, lightly and hesitantly. That wouldn’t do. I put a hand on the back of each head and pushed them together, making sure they locked lips.

“Come on, show me some fucking passion. Use some tongue! That way, you can both enjoy the taste of my ass. In fact, why don’t you be a good boyfriend and clean her entire face?”

I moved Alma’s face from side to side, allowing Chad to lick my juices off her cheeks. It was a disgusting, depraved sight to behold, these two fucking perverts going at it. Well, luckily, I was a pervert too.

“Aww, good boy. I think he deserves a little treat, don’t you? How about a nice, sloppy blowjob? Through the cage, of course.”

I pushed Alma down towards his caged cock and she fell on it hungrily. The warmth and proximity of her mouth would have done something for him, but it must have been maddening to know just how much better it would be if he were free to feel her tongue running up and down his shaft, or if he could throb inside her mouth.

“What do you say, Slut?”

“Thank you, Julie. And thank you, Alma.”

“Whore. Her name is Whore.”

“Thank you… Whore,” he said, the word seeming to catch on his lips. Good. He had learned so much about how to treat a lady.

I put my foot on the back of her head, holding her in place while I stared Chad in the eye.

“This is just a warm-up for when she sucks my big, fat cock. Mine might not be real, but at least it can get hard. And do you know what I’m going to use it for? I’m going to use it to fuck her, something you still haven’t done. I’m going to fill her and stretch her out, and fucking ruin your pretty little girlfriend. I’m going to make her scream my name, and if you ever do get to fuck her, you’ll have to remember that I did it first. I did it better.”

He opened his mouth but no sound came out, words escaping him. Laughing like a Disney villain, I went back to my bag of tricks and pulled out the star of the show. It was a brand new strap-on, bigger than the one I occasionally used on Chad. Big enough to fulfill my promise, and fill Alma to the brim.

I stepped on the harness and tightened it, enjoying the weighty feel of the plastic phallus between my legs. I took my bullet vibrator and brought it close by, suspecting that it might come in handy. Alma looked up at me, but I snapped my fingers and she got back to her ersatz blowjob. She looked so hot, with her lovely round ass pointing back at me, her olive skin straining against the white fabric of her lingerie. I took my cock into my hands and stroked it, imagining how it would feel to be a well-endowed, dominant man.

“I don’t imagine this whore will need any lube, I can smell her cunt from here. Still, why don’t you get this cock nice and sloppy for me, Slut? Might as well make it easy for her, in case I decide to pop her anal cherry while I’m at it.”

I brought the dildo to Chad’s face and he took it in gladly, sucking with absolute abandon. He worshipped it like a pornstar and I deeply wished that I could actually feel it. Still, it was hot enough just to watch.

“OK, that’s enough. It’s time to make this whore mine.”

I got behind Alma and slid her panties down to her knees, exposing her shaved pussy. It had been a long time since I had a close-up view of a woman like this, and I liked what I saw. Her lips were pink and inviting, positively kissable. My fingers confirmed what I could see, revealing just how wet she was as I explored her folds. I brought my fingertip up to my mouth and tasted her sweet, heady juices. I loved dominating men, but fuck had I been missing out on a lot of fun with women over these years.

“Are you ready?”

“Fuck yes,” Alma gasped, removing the cage from her mouth.

I brought the head of the dildo to the entrance of her hungry cunt, but stopped just at that maddeningly moment before full penetration. “Ask nicely.”

“Fuck, please Julie. Please, Ma’am, mistress, goddess, queen. Pleassse fuck me.”

“If you say so.”

I plunged in, feeling her hungry pussy devour my cock. It always took a moment to get used to the angle, giving me a little spark of appreciation for my previous male partners, but I soon adjusted. Thankfully, years of working out had given me the leg muscles and coordination necessary to play the man in this little dance. I wrapped my hands around Alma’s hips and found my rhythm, every moan of hers sounding like music to my ears.

“She feels so fucking tight, but maybe not for long,” I said, looking Chad in the eye. That might not be anatomically correct, but it got at a deeper truth. I was using his girlfriend’s pussy before he had even had the chance. “Still, at least you’re getting a good show. You should thank me.”

“Thank you,” Alma moaned, sounding like the pounding was hitting the spot.

“Not you, silly, him. Thank me, Slut, for the show.”

“Thank you, Julie. It’s more than I deserve.”

“That’s right. Thank me for cucking you, again. Thank me for showing you how to fuck. Thank me for making all your dirty dreams come true.”

“Thank you, thank you, thank you,” he babbled, looking like he was somehow close to the edge himself.

“Here, make yourself come,” I said, passing my used, slick vibrator to Alma. I heard the buzz as she brought it to her clit, rapidly cycling through the power settings to find a good spot. God, she was eager.

I stared at Chad and let a long line of spit drop from my mouth, managing to land just about on her ass. I wet my thumb for good measure and then brought it to Alma’s crack, pressing it to her hole. We had agreed that I wouldn’t put anything big up her butt, but she had admitted that she liked to have her hole teased. Plus, Chad didn’t need to know that.

“Oh, she seems to like it when I play with her asshole. Maybe she wants to be double-stuffed? I could start with my pinky, then build her up to this dildo, then stretch her out so even her asshole is too big for your dicklet.”

Chad looked fascinated and horrified, while Alma simply moaned in animalistic affirmation. Her puckered hole seemed to alternate between beckoning in and resisting my finger, while she started to throw her hips back desperately onto my cock. Good thing, since I was starting to get tired.

“Fuuuuuuck,” she groaned, giving in to that sweet release. I wished that I could feel her pussy tighten around my cock, but even just feeling her shake and shiver and moan was enough. I kept thrusting, trying to hit her sweet spot and drive her to a higher plane of madness as she buried her face in her boyfriend’s lap.

I pulled out with a wet plop a few moments later, leg muscles aching but my mind still energetic and hungry. Alma merely responded with a low moan when I spanked her ass, apparently fucked beyond words.

“Get his ankles undone, while you’re down there. I’ll get his hands.”

We worked together to free Chad from his loose bindings. He shook off his arms and legs and then smiled shyly, almost sweetly, at us both.

I pulled Alma to her feet and looked at her. Her mascara was starting to run down her face, making her look ruined, used, depraved. Her eyes were bright though, and full of eager joy. Her telltale smile was there on her lips, and I knew even without asking that she was ready for more.

“Say thank you properly, Slut,” I said, pointing downwards. “To both of us.”

I grabbed Alma and pulled her in close for a long, lusty kiss as Chad got down on his knees. She felt red-hot against me, and her tongue wrestled mine eagerly. I unhooked my own bra and then hers as we kissed, wanting to feel every inch of her body on mine. Meanwhile, Chad showered out feet with kisses, alternating between his two owners.

“Coming without permission,” I tutted as we broke off our kiss. “If you were a man, I’d punish you. I’d step on your balls or use you as a toilet. Luckily, you’re too beautiful for me to stay mad at.”

We both looked down at Chad, eagerly kissing our feet. I had gone for black nails, fitting my dominatrix-vibe, while Alma had gone for a bright, cherry red. Her toes were cute, looking good enough to eat. Chad looked like he would happily stay at his task all night, if we let him. As it happened, I had other plans.

“Come suck this strap clean, Slut.”

He did as he was told, kissing both our legs on the way up. Without a moment's hesitation, he started to lick and worship the shaft, desperately trying to taste Alma on me.

“Aren’t I generous, letting you taste your girlfriend on my cock.”

“Yes, Julie,” he tried to say, although it came out all garbled when I shoved the dildo in his mouth.

“Guess what? I’m feeling even more generous than that,” I purred, preparing to deliver the pièce de resistance that Alma and I had discussed. “How would you feel about getting to fuck your girlfriend?”

He let my cock fall out of his mouth with a comical look of shock on his face, like a dumb dog in an old cartoon. He looked at me, then Alma, then back at me. I half expected his tail to start wagging.

“That’s right,” Alma said, smiling down at him. “I want you to know what my pussy feels like, so you know what it is that I’m denying you once I have that key.”

I could see the submissiveness begin to drain away from her as she looked down at Chad, dumbstruck on his knees. Wrapping a hand around her waist, I pulled her close to me and smiled.

“So, I’m just going to go ahead and assume that you’re into it. So, let’s go to the bedroom. I want to see you two lovebirds go at it.

***

Chad

Well, that had been… something. It had been everything. Watching them play had been a brilliant, beautiful mindfuck. The casual cruelty of Julie, the way she mocked and teased me, had pushed every button in my submissive mind. It was one thing when she was dominating me, but seeing her do it to my sweet, sexy new girlfriend was something else. Julie had conducted the whole thing like a maestro at an orchestra, dressing Alma up like a virginal bride just to take her in front of me. It was hard to watch, and yet the most sensual sight I had ever seen. I was glad that Alma seemed to get off on it, of course, but it seemed like it might make things complicated.

Well, this had always been complicated.

Now, the idea of getting to actually make love to Alma was in the mix. That would be the cherry on top of an unforgettable sexual experience, with the promise of much more to come when she became my keyholder. Still, it was strange, the idea of doing something so intimate in front of Julie, in this weird context. I hadn’t expected our first time to involve crossing the threshold of our marital bedroom, of course, but I hadn’t pictured it like this. Alma had been freshly fucked and degraded by the older woman who had trained and used me, her face a mess of cum, sweat, saliva, and ruined makeup, and now I’d be having Julie’s sloppy seconds. Of course, obviously, I was never going to say no.

Julie unlocked me as soon as we got through to the bedroom, although I noticed that she put the key back on her own neck. My cock hardened instantly, finally free of the painful constriction of the cage. I had gotten so used to wearing it over the past year that I barely noticed it in day-to-day life. Watching a show like these two had just put on, though, that was a different matter. Then, the epic battle between cock and cage was unavoidable.

“You know, you always make fun of his dick, but it isn’t half bad,” Alma said, appraising me.

“Oh yeah, it’s a pretty good size, nice shape, yadda yadda,” Julie admitted, “But it feels spiritually small. He was small dick energy.”

“Aww, that’s true, but I love it,” Alma laughed, ruffling my hair like I was a cute little dog. My cheeks burned at their teasing, but I had endured worse.

“Yeah, he’s a cutie. But enough yapping. I want to see a show! Now kiss, dollies!”

Julie took a step back and Alma moved in close, taking my face in her hand. She looked me deep in the eyes and smiled, that same sweet smile that had melted my heart. Slowly, gently, she pulled me in for a kiss. It wasn’t a sloppy, slutty kiss like before, but a tender meeting of the lips.

“Beautiful,” Julie murmured, “Now, let’s see you lose your second virginities.”

“I think girl on top would be appropriate, don’t you think?” Alma asked, looking me in the eye. I didn’t know if she was asking me or Julie, but I nodded in dumb agreement anyway.

She pushed me down onto the bed and crawled on after me, letting her hair caress my body as she brought her mouth tantalizingly close to my twitching cock. I thought Alma might tease me, making me beg or plead, but she obviously had other plans. There was a hungry look in her eyes, and she had an audience to entertain. She simply straddled me, using her hand to guide me to her entrance before sliding down onto my length.

I savored the moment with every fiber of my being, knowing that this was more than just sex. It was something important. Alma felt unbelievably warm and tight. Being inside her was like slipping into a warm bath after a long day, instantly comfortable and soothing. She looked gorgeous as well, hovering up above me. It wouldn’t have been possible for her to look more angelic if she had a halo and wings.

She parted her plump lips and moaned as she took the full length of me, slowly and gently rocking, finally deciding to take her time. Feeling bold, I took my hands and caressed her hips, drawing another appreciative little noise. I almost forgot about our audience, until I heard the sound of Julie stripping off in the corner.

“Are you going to let him come inside you?” my keyholder, our teacher, asked us.

“No,” Alma said. “I need to keep some carrot back to motivate him.”

She started to gyrate a little faster, finding a good rhythm. I had no idea how long I would be able to last. It had been two weeks since I had been given any attention out of the cage, and over a month since my last proper orgasm. The excitement of tonight and the feeling of Alma’s body would make it nearly impossible to hold on for long, but I had to try. For her. For us.

Alma started to bounce, using the mattress to her advantage. I kept my hands on her hips, drinking in every inch of her body and trying not to focus too much on my own overwhelming desire for release. She started to tease and pinch her small, hard nipples, a wonderfully wanton look coming over her. When she started moaning, I started struggling to hold on.

“He looks like he’s going to blow,” I heard Julie laugh at the side.

“Is that right, baby? Are you close?”

“Ye-yes,” I admitted, almost beyond words.

She stopped suddenly, impaling herself deep on my cock but remaining completely still.

“Maybe I was going a bit fast. How about you control the pace?”

She removed me from her, a horrible feeling of loss, but then smoothly rolled onto her back and pulled me with her. Before I knew it, I was in between her legs, ready to take a traditional, almost dominant role.

“Ooooh, missionary. Classy!” Julie commented. I looked over and saw that she was gently playing with herself.

“Do you need an invitation, baby?” Alma used her legs to draw me in, my head jutting up against her wet slit. “Fuck me already. Just take your time, and go as slow as you need to.”

I pushed my cock into her and found her wet and willing. At first, I held myself up with my arms, glad of my efforts in the gym as I slowly thrust in and out, taking my time like she suggested. Alma smiled up at me with warmth in her eyes. She soon pulled me down towards her, letting my weight rest on her so she could kiss me. My movement slowed to a crawl as we made out, tongues dancing and lips locking. She directed my face to her neck, encouraging me to nuzzle and kiss the way she liked.

“I love you,” she whispered.

It was bizarre to hear that for the first time now, here, after everything that had happened tonight. For a second I thought I might cry tears of pathetic joy, but I somehow managed to hold them back. Instead, I said what was true and what was in my heart.

“I love you too.”

I might have expected a mocking aww from Julie, or a snort or derision, or jealous silence. Instead, I heard her gently moan the word fuck. Not in anger, but with a happy, horny edge. It felt like she was more than just an audience member. She felt like a fan, cheering us on.

For a while, we lost ourselves in the moment and the movements, simply enjoying each other’s bodies. Alma moved her legs, drawing me in and then creating distance, at one point moving them onto my shoulders. She even squeezed my neck between her strong, stockinged calves, playfully cutting off my air for a few seconds at a time. Then, suddenly, she found the perfect position.

Alma moved her feet onto my face, smothering me with her gorgeous soles. The nylon felt soft and sensual on my face, and I couldn’t resist the urge to suck on her pretty toes even as I kept thrusting. With a smirk coming onto her face, she reached up and began caressing my sensitive nipples.

“Uh, fuck, I don’t know if I can hold on if you do that.”

“But I want to do it. The look on your face is too beautiful.”

I groaned, still thrusting despite the knowledge that it was bringing me closer to the edge of an orgasm that I had been denied. I wanted to hold on, to please and impress her, but every man had a limit.

“I won’t be able to stop it.”

“So don’t. You can come. Just make sure you pull out.”

Now that was a compromise I could work with. I groaned, unable to form words, and kept pounding away. I was going to ride this wave until the last possible second, and would just have to hope I could pull out in time.

I felt Julie come up behind me, her weight coming onto the bed. She gently took my balls in her hand, not squeezing hard enough for it to be painful, but enough for me to know she was there. I kept going, like a runaway train, unable to stop even if I wanted to.

“I want to be part of this. When you pull out and come I want to feel that hot spunk pumping out. And if you don’t pull out, well, let’s just say I’ll give your balls some treatment you will never forget.”

Ever the teacher, Julie had decided to provide the threat that Alma had left unspoken. Carrot and stick, yin and yang. Alma in her white lingerie, Julie in black. I was caught between two angels, both fallen, both holy.

Alma brought her legs onto my shoulder, moaning in pleasure as I pounded deeper, and deeper, and deeper. I wanted so desperately to finish inside her, feeling her warmth as I filled her up. The animal part of my brain told me to just do it, and face the consequences, but I was nothing if not well-trained.

I waited as late as I dared, but as my climax became inevitable I did what I had been told, fighting against all instinct. I pulled out with Julie’s hand still caressing my balls, stroking myself furiously as both women moaned their encouragement. With a low groan, I exploded, shooting spurt after spurt onto Alma’s taut stomach. She grinned, her eyes bright and head nodding, writhing around underneath me as I painted her olive skin. The cum just kept coming. When I eventually removed my hand Julie took over, reaching around from behind me to finished the job.

“It might be your last orgasm for a while. Let’s make sure we milk you dry.”

That’s exactly what she did, one hand working my shaft while the other kneaded my balls, as if she was literally squeezing out the cum. I worried that she was going to be rough, giving me the kind of agonizing post-orgasm torture that she had visited on me in the past, but even Julie was feeling kind tonight. She simply stroked me, until every last drop of my orgasm was out.

I looked down at the sight in front of me. Alma looked sacred and slutty all at once, with her bright expression and ruined makeup, her tummy covered in my white, sticky mess. The way she looked up at me told me that all this, despite the kinkiness and the mindfuckery, was more than a game. This meant something, to all of us. I smiled, feeling at peace.

“I can’t believe you pulled you,” Alma said. “I’m impressed. You really are a good boy.”

“He is,” Julie agreed. “But it’s time for one final lesson. Good boys clean up their mess.”

Of course. I should have known that Julie would insist on putting me back in my place. It was more than just a matter of pride for her, it was a matter of principle that my refractory period never be allowed to blunt my carefully curated sense of submission. Just because I had fucked, or come, didn’t mean that I could forget that I was owned. And what could make me feel more owned than being made to clean up my cum?

Julie directed me to my girlfriend’s stomach, and I inwardly cringed at the size of the load. My blue balls were finally empty, but I was going to be made to face the consequences of having my fun. I stuck my tongue out and started gathering it up with long licks, resolving to just get it over and done as quickly and painlessly as possible. Julie, as usual, had other ideas.

She pushed my face down into the mess with a sadistic giggle, moving me by the hair to make sure my cheeks ended up good and sticky. It wasn’t enough that I was going to have to eat my cum, now I was going to have to wear it, and smell it as it hung to my nose. Still, I kept my tongue out, doing my best to gather it up.

“Look, it’s pooled in your belly button!”

“Should you get him a straw?”

“Nah, we can make do, can’t we, Slut?” Julie directed by head to her belly button, which was indeed full to the brim. “Slurp it up!”

This felt like a new low, but I was still riding the highest of highs. I would do this for Alma, for Julie, and I knew deep down that I would probably do much, much more. My orgasm meant that I wasn't getting the same kind of perverse, submissive pleasure that I often got from humiliation, but I was more than happy to do it, to make them happy. So, I slurped and then licked, driving my tongue deep into her belly button and cleaning it out while trying to ignore the salty, acrid taste.

“Oooh, that tickles! Feels kinda good though! You can keep going for a while.”

I lay there between Alma’s legs, alternating between kissing and licking her stomach while she stroked my head. It seemed I had unlocked a new fetish for her, and a new object of worship for me. That was fine. I had told her that I would worship every inch of her body, and I meant it.

“You know, that was a good lesson,” Alma said. “But it’s not your final one. In fact, I think we will be doing this kind of thing again.”

“Haha, well, I’m only down the hall,” Julie replied, moving up the bed to lie next to Alma.

Julie took the key from around her neck and handed it to Alma, folding her younger friend’s hands around it. I could feel something unspoken in the air as a baton was passed from one person to another. This was all part of a sexy, silly, kinky little game, filled with roleplay and acting, but this was a moment that meant something.

“So, what’s your first command as a keyholder?” Julie asked.

“Hmmm, let me think,” Alma said, putting the key and the chain around her own neck. “He hasn’t made me come yet, so I could make him eat my pussy. Or maybe we could both get a nice massage, since we work so hard at the gym for the bodies that he gets to kiss and ogle.”

“Two good ideas.”

“But then again, I’m going to get to play with my new toy every single day, and you’re a busy woman. So, maybe what I want is to lie here and make out with you.”

“Now that’s a great idea,” Julie purred, stroking Alma’s hair and moving in close. “But don’t we need something to keep Slut busy?”

“He can make out with our feet,” Alma said, unhooking her stocking from her garter belt. “It might help get the taste of jizz out of his mouth.”

“I like the way you think!”

The two most important women in my life kissed and giggled and chatted as I removed Alma’s nylons and got on with my allotted task, running my tongue over every inch of their beautiful, holy feet. They made plans, most of them involving me and all of them filthy, but even that faded into the background as I sank deeper into blissful nothingness. I didn’t need to listen in, or worry, or anticipate. They would do whatever they wanted to do to me and I would gladly take it, following every order secure in the knowledge that they knew best, serving them because it made me happy to make them happy. And I was happy.

We all were.
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