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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.
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