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Step 3

By Blard Hans

I woke up on the ground.  My neck felt funny, so I ran my hand down it then froze.  A metal band was locked around my neck.  Memories flooded back and I felt around until I found the chain connecting my collar to the post at the foot of Samantha’s bed.

I opened my eyes and remembered that she had made me sleep here last night, naked and chained to her bed.  Light shown in through the windows.  The curtains helped tame the light but it was obviously later in the morning.

I heard stirring from the bed and sat up.  Samantha was sitting up too.  Her black hair stuck up, reminding me of a Bride of Frankenstein movie from my childhood.  I thought I might not mention anything about that since I was still chained to her bed.

Samantha rubbed her eyes then froze as she saw me.  I saw her working the pieces through her mind as she stared at me.  “Oh my God,” she said then laughed.  “Wow.  Last night was awesome!”

I pulled on the chain at my neck.  “Any chance you’ll let me out of this?” I asked.

She smiled at me.  The twinkle in her eyes made me happy.

“Of course.”  She got out of bed then stopped and looked down at herself.  “I don’t usually sleep naked,” she said.  Samantha put on a robe from behind her door and then walked back to me.

“You don’t have to get dressed on my account,” I said.

“I think at least one of us should be.”  She pulled on the chain and made me stand up.  “I kind of like you like this.”

“Very funny,” I said.

“No really.  You look hot all chained up.”

“Thank you but I should really get some clothing on.”

“Why don’t you get cleaned up.  I’ll get your clothes out of the chest downstairs.  The bathroom is just down the hallway.”  She unlocked the chain from my collar and headed downstairs.

“What about these?” I asked pointing to my collar and shackles.

“You’ll have to come downstairs if you want those off.”

I followed Samantha down the hallway but turned off at the bathroom.  I found a towel and started the shower.  This would be a first: showering while having metal shackles and a collar locked in place.  It took a little longer than usual, but I was able to clean everywhere.  I hoped the locks wouldn’t rust.  I tried to wash the black lines of goo off my body but all I could do is pull up on them.  They were adhered to my skin, and it didn’t look like they were going anywhere.  I felt awkward about it but knowing that I couldn’t wash them off also turned me on a little.

I dried off and wrapped the towel around my waist then headed downstairs.  The smell of coffee greeted me like an old friend just before I reached the kitchen.

I saw Samantha sitting at the table holding a mug in her hands.  She had combed her hair and was looking breathtaking again.

I walked in expecting to sit down and have a nice cup of Joe with her.  Instead, I walked into the kitchen and noticed Miko sitting with her.  She smiled at me and said, “Good morning.”

“Well good morning to you too,” I said.  I was still having a hard time wrapping my head around the fact that she and I had fucked not twelve hours ago and I didn’t know anything about her.

“Have you seen my clothes?” I asked Samantha.

“About that...”

I tried not to panic.  I had images of her not being able to open the chest or even find the key.

“Miko has agreed to help me train you and that will start again today.”

I reached over with my left hand and unconsciously traced the outline of the metal cuff locked onto my right wrist.

“What did you have in mind?” I asked.  There was a small quiver in my voice.  I mentally kicked myself for it.

“Don’t worry, you’ll enjoy it,” Miko said.

“Are you still agreeable?” Samantha asked.

I looked into her dark eyes and beautiful face.  The images of last night were still fresh in my mind and I said, “Yes” without really thinking it through.

Samantha looked pleased.

“Take your towel off and spread it out on the floor,” Miko said.

I hesitated.  True, both women had already seen me naked and I had been forced to perform oral sex on both of them already but it just felt awkward.

Miko pulled the remote control out of her purse and set it purposefully on the table.

I stared at the small black device.

“Get to it,” Samantha said.  The mischievous look on her face somehow made the whole thing seem like it was going to be fun.

I stripped off the towel and spread it on the floor.

“Sit down,” Miko said.

I reached for a chair but stopped when Miko said, “No.  Sit on the towel.  You will not be allowed on the furniture while we are playing with you.”

I grumbled but then sat down on the towel.

“Part of the process is training them to understand the house rules and letting them get comfortable with their new position,” Miko said to Samantha.

“Do I need to keep him chained up?” Samantha asked.

Miko glanced over at me then said, “That is up to you.  Some Mistresses keep their slaves restrained at all times, others don’t.  I find that I let my pets move around freely unless they are being punished or trained.”

Samantha nodded then held out a cup of coffee towards me.

I took the cup and sipped some of the black liquid.

“What’s on the agenda for today?” Samantha asked.

“First, we need to get him into a new mental state.  Later we’ll play with him some more.  As I recall, you wanted to watch him fuck for your amusement so we’ll see what we can do about that.”

I felt weird to be talked about as though I wasn’t there.  Normally, I’m the one that runs the meetings and tells everyone else what to do.

“Do you have any dresses that you don’t care about?” Miko asked.

“Are we getting messy today?” Samantha asked.

“I’m not sure yet but there’s a good chance it will get ruined.”

“Ok.  I’ll go and get one.  Before I do, have you had your breakfast yet?”

“No.  Why don’t I start that while you get the dress.  Do you still have the backpack I left here?”

Samantha nodded, “I’ll bring that down too.” 

After Samantha left, Miko started rummaging through the fridge.

“Do you want some help?” I asked.

Miko looked down at me and smiled.  “You have the right attitude but save your strength.  You’ll need it.”

‘That sounded a little ominous,’ I thought.

Samantha returned with the backpack and a silver dress.

“Omelets?” Miko asked.

“Sounds good.”

“You get started and I’ll be there to help you in a minute,” Miko said.  She opened the backpack and pulled out two black leather sacks.  “Stand up and hold your arms out,” she said to me.

I offered her my right hand and she pulled one of the sacks over it.  The sack was just large enough for me to put my hand in it, if I made a fist.  There was a leather strap that Miko wrapped around my wrist then padlocked.  She repeated the process with my left hand.

When she was done, I was unable to open my hands but was otherwise comfortable.

I sat back down and watched the girls make breakfast.  Samantha put some eggs onto three plates.  She set two of the plates on the table and the third one on the ground next to me.

“You’ll want to eat as much as you can.  This will be a long day for you,” Miko said to me.

I looked down at the plate, wondering how I was going to eat anything without being able to use my hands.  The eggs were covered in salsa.  ‘This is going to get messy,’ I realized.  I tried pawing the eggs with my wrapped hands but stopped when Miko said, “Don’t get my mitts dirty.”

I looked down again and shook my head slightly.  I was going to have to eat off the plate using only my mouth.

The girls continued to talk about the day while they ate.  I leaned down and did my best to eat without using my hands.  It took a little creativity, but I was able to eat most of the omelet.

Samantha would steal glances at me as I ate.

When I was done, I felt like I needed another shower.  Bits of egg and salsa coated my face.

After they finished, Samantha took a kitchen towel and ran it under the faucet.  She sat back down and said, “Come here.”  Several of the goo spots began to tingle and I suddenly remembered more about last night.  I got up quickly but not quickly enough.  The tingling turned into a pinching sensation.  I bolted towards Samantha before it got worse. 

I glanced at Miko who still had the remote in her hand.  She looked stern.

“Kneel,” Samantha said.

The two spots on my butt began to tingle and I dropped to my knees.

Samantha looked at me lovingly then pressed the towel against my cheek.  It was still warm from the water.  She carefully wiped my face clean.  When she was done, she leaned over and kissed my forehead.

“We’re going to need a few things for today.  Let’s get him dressed and go shopping,” Miko said.  She started working the remote and I was standing before I knew it.

“Come here,” she said.

I stepped in front of Miko and waited.

She pulled a small plastic device from her backpack and set it on the table.  It looked like a small plastic dick, except that it was hollow.  She set a small bottle of lube next to it.

Miko reached down and began to fondle my junk.  I heard her giggle then she spread some lube on my partially erect cock.  I was concerned where she was going to put the plastic piece until she held it up to my penis and began to push me inside of it.  It was a little too tight to go on.

Miko flicked my cock with her finger and my erection began to fade immediately.  “That’s a neat trick,” I said without thinking.

Miko pushed the plastic device onto my penis again.  With my dick deflating, it went on although it was still a tight fit.  She took a plastic disk and pressed something.  The disk opened into two half circles connected at one end.  She wrapped it around the base of my cock and balls then pressed the plastic device against it.  There was a small stud on the disk that went through a matching hole in the plastic device.  Once it was through, she padlocked it in place.

I looked down at my poor dick, now stuffed into this thing.  Even if my hands were free, I don’t think I could have gotten out of it.

“You won’t be wearing any underwear and I don’t want you to go around with a hard on today,” Miko said.

I didn’t know what to say so I kept silent.

Miko and Samantha helped me into her dress.  I was considerably broader in the shoulders than Samantha but we did manage to get the dress on.  To say I felt ridiculous was an understatement.

The two girls stepped back to admire their work.

“The drag queens have nothing to worry about,” Miko said.

“Thanks,” I said, rolling my eyes.

“Actually, it doesn’t look that bad,” Samantha said.  She couldn’t keep a straight face and chuckled at me.

“Do you have any flip flops?” Miko asked.

Samantha thought about this for a second and said, “Yes, I have an old pair from last summer.”

“Go get them.  We can’t have him walking around barefoot.”

Samantha returned with a cheap pair of flip flops.  They were too small but I was able to get my feet into them.  I hoped I wouldn’t have to walk too far.

The two girls helped me into Miko’s car.  Samantha sat in back with me and buckled me in.

“Where are we going,” I asked.  Even to me, my voice sounded nervous.

“We have some shopping to do,” Miko said.

“You’re not going to make me go into the store like this are you?”  I would have bolted out of the car right then but with my hands locked into the leather mitts I wasn’t able to release the seat belt.

Miko drove us to a lumber yard.

“Oh great,” I thought.

Miko handed me a piece of paper and told me to order the pieces listed.

As I sat there wondering what to do, Samantha pressed the release on the seat belt and helped me out of the car.  “Don’t worry, I’ll go in with you,” she whispered.

Once I was outside, Samantha unlocked the mitts but left the metal shackles on.

We worked our way through the store.  The young man that helped us looked at me strangely but didn’t say anything about my outfit.

The warehouse staff helped load the boards, pipes and mounting hardware into Miko’s car.  I was so humiliated that I didn’t say anything to anyone.  I just prayed that I would not run into anyone I knew.

I carried the materials back into Samantha’s house and set them in the living room.  It took a few trips but I hurried as best as I could.  I kept looking over my shoulder hoping that no one would see me.

Once we had a pile in the living room, Miko walked me through the process of attaching the boards and pipes.  When we were done, I was looking at a raised wooden seat about waist high.  Samantha wrapped it in a towel.  In front of the seat was a raised pipe about five feet across.  It was bolted to the raised seat but about three feet in front of it.  Miko ran a section of rope through the pipe so that the ends fell loosely out of each end.  Samantha wrapped a pillow around the pipe and secured it with duct tape.

Miko and Samantha told me to wait while they went into the kitchen.  I could hear them talking but couldn’t make out what they were saying although I did hear a lot of giggling.

When they came back Samantha walked over to me and said, “Strip.”

Several of the goo spots lit up and I began to remove my clothing.  I handed the dress to Samantha who then walked me over to the wooden structure.

She locked my ankle shackles to the edges of the base plate holding the raised wooden seat.  This forced my legs apart and brought the height of the platform to just below waist level.  She grabbed the front loop of my collar and pulled me forward.  I was forced to bend over the platform.  She zip tied the front loop of my collar to the metal pipe.  She and Miko each took a hand and tied it with the rope Samantha had run through the pipe.  When they were done I was completely immobilized, bent over and my ass uncomfortably exposed.

Samantha sat down on the couch to my right.  “It seems like something is missing,” she said.

Miko looked me up and down then snapped her fingers and walked into the kitchen.  When she came back, she was holding a ball gag and a couple of what looked like triangular fishing weights.

She grabbed a fist full of hair and pulled my head upwards.  The rubber ball was forced into my mouth and then buckled into place. 

Miko held out one of the fishing weights so that I could get a good look at it.  The weight was connected by a thin cord to nipple clamps.  I grunted when I realized what she was going to do with them but it didn’t stop her.

She softly ran her hands over my body, pausing at my left nipple to roll it in between her fingers.  I felt my dick starting to get hard then a very uncomfortable squeezing as my penis pressed against the plastic cage.  I cringed at the sensation.

Miko’s eyebrows flashed upwards momentarily as she watched me struggle.  A small smile crept onto her beautiful face as she attached the first weight to my nipple.  Once the screw was tightened down sufficiently so that the clamp would not fall off, Miko flicked the weight with her finger.  It began to sway back and forth, stretching my nipple as it went.  I let out a soft moan.

She repeated the process with my other nipple and soon had both weights swinging away.  When she was done, she sat down by Samantha.

“What are your thoughts on keeping him in chastity?” Miko asked.

“What do you mean?”

“Well, if you keep his junk in that device then he will be unable to get hard or touch himself.  If you want to train him to be obedient then one of the best ways is to control access to his cock.  If you want to use him as a sex slave, then you’ll want to keep him very positive about orgasming.”

“I don’t think it’s good for him to be unable to cum.  Is there any reason why I need to decide right now?” Samantha asked.

“Not at all.  In fact, yesterday you wanted to see him fuck for your amusement.  Let’s do it!”

I gulped.  I was thinking that we had already done that yesterday.  Now I was beginning to think there might be more involved.  I tried pulling against my restraints but they stayed in place, leaving my ass exposed and vulnerable.

Miko got up and walked behind me.  I was expecting a hard slap or a spanking or something.  Instead, she rested her hand on my lower back.  Her other hand began to run slowly up my leg and towards my junk.

The plastic cage was getting uncomfortable as blood raced to my waiting cock.

Miko ran both of her hands up and down the insides of my legs.  My body started to relax as I became used to her touching me.  I tensed up suddenly as the gentle stroking turned into a hard unexpected slap on my ass. 

I grunted behind my gag.  I glanced at Samantha, whose mouth was slightly open.  Her eyes were wide.

Miko hit me several more times.  The slaps echoed around the room.  I tried to move away from them but was held tight.  I’m not sure how long she spanked me but by the end I was breathing hard and I knew my butt must have been bright red.

“Can you bring me my backpack?” Miko asked.

Samantha returned and handed it to her.

I couldn’t see either of them, but I could hear Miko rummaging through the pack.

“Oh my God that’s huge,” Samantha said.

There was more giggling then Miko said, “We’ll start with this one.”

I had no idea what they were giggling about but I was hoping they would take this plastic thing off my dick before I hurt myself.

Samantha walked in front of me.  She had a large rubber dildo strapped to her crotch. 

I felt my blood freeze.  ‘They aren’t going to do what I think they are, are they?’ I thought in a panic.  I pulled hard on the restraints, but they held fast.

Samantha caressed my face and looked down at me lovingly.

I tried to say something, but it came out as more of a whimper than anything else.

I felt Miko touching my legs and butt again.  She would alternate between running what I hoped was her finger in between my ass cheeks and pulling on my scrotum.

The plastic cage was pure torture at this point and I cried out behind my gag.

“Looks like he is really suffering.  Can we take the cage off yet?” Samantha asked.

“He belongs to you.  You can do whatever you like with him,” Miko reminded her.

Samantha winked at me then moved to my left side.  I felt her tugging on the plastic cage then felt wonderful freedom as my dick exploded outward.  I sighed.

Miko began to squeeze my balls again.  Without the cage in the way, I became rock hard.  I felt Miko grab ahold of my junk and begin stroking me.

My body began to react on its own.  I was rocking back and forth as Miko stroked me.

“You know what would be fun?” Miko said.  “We should get a slave girl and make her blow him while he’s getting ass fucked.”

Samantha stood in front of me and let the huge rubber dildo smack the side of my face.  “That would be awesome!  We should totally do it.”

“In the meantime, sit back and enjoy the show.  Remember to use the remote as I give him commands,” Miko said.

Samantha sat back on the couch with the remote in her hands.  She was smiling ear to ear.

Miko walked around so that she was standing in front of me.  She removed the gag from my mouth and said, “You are to remain silent and do as you’re told.  Otherwise, there will be penalties.”  She reached down and started the weights swinging again.

Miko also had a rubber dildo strapped to her crotch.  This one was maybe half the size of the one Samantha was wearing.  From my angle, it still looked huge.

Miko put her hand on the rubber shlong and began to press it gently along the sides of my face.  It was surprisingly soft.

She used both hands to gently open my mouth.  With my mouth held open, she slid the rubber dick inside then pressed my mouth closed around it.  “Don’t do anything.  Just get a feel for what it’s like to have that inside of you.”

I tried to relax.  My mind raced even though my body was forced to remain still.

Miko began to thrust her hips back and forth.  The rubber cock rubbed against my lips as she continued to hold my mouth closed.  I could feel tiny ridges on the rubber cock as it slid in and out of my mouth.  With my head held firm I was unable to turn and look at Samantha.  For her part, she was remaining completely quiet.

Miko released me and pulled the dildo out of my mouth.  The gag was reattached and I waited, hoping that my mouth was the only place she was going to stick that thing.

I heard the snap of a plastic lid being opened.  Something cold and slippery was poured on my lower back and ass.  Miko spread it out and started to rub it into my skin.  She worked her way down my butt cheeks and poured more of the slippery liquid down my crack.

I tried to ready myself.  I thought I would hyperventilate as I felt Miko pressing the rubber dick up and down along my butt cheeks.  What made everything even worse is that it felt good.

I exhaled forcefully as the tip of the dildo pressed against my starfish then penetrated me.  I felt the thing slide inside of me.  It felt massive.  I cried out but she didn’t stop.  I tried to pull free from my restraints but it was no use.

Within a few thrusts the pain I experienced stopped.  I could feel it sliding in and out but then it started feeling really good, especially at the end of her thrust.  I found myself starting to moan with pleasure.

At some point I turned my head and looked over at Samantha.  She was staring at us with her mouth opened and an expression that somehow combined shock and desire.

Miko kept pounding away on my ass for what seemed like forever.  I was really getting into the sensation when she suddenly stopped mid thrust.  I pressed my body back towards her as much as my restraints would allow but she didn’t move.

“Want to give him a try?”

I heard Samantha before I saw her move.  “Yes please!”

She walked in front of me and undid the gag.  She reached around and grasped the back of my head.  A moment later she pressed the dildo she was wearing down my throat.  I coughed and spit up on it but she left it in.  This thing was much larger than the one Miko was using on me.  I all could see was this massive blue piece of rubber and the mounting harness that Samantha had buckled holding it in place.

Between the cock in my mouth and her hand holding me, I was unable to move my head at all.  Suddenly, I felt more sensations as Miko began thrusting again while reaching down and stroking me.

My brain was completely overloaded.  My body shook and convulsed as I got ready to cum.  I tried to cry out, to ask them to stop, but it just wasn’t going to happen.  My eyes rolled backwards as I devolved into a single point of pleasure.  Cum shot out and coated the floor underneath me.  I continued to shake for several minutes after I climaxed.

“My God that was hot,” Samantha said as she pulled her dick out of my mouth.

Miko pulled out of me and hit my ass several times with the dildo.  “He’s fun.”

They left me tied up for a good fifteen minutes after they were done with me.  I was fading in and out of consciousness from the force of the orgasm.

“Should we put him back in his cage?” Miko asked.

“No.  Not yet,” Samantha said.  “I need him to finish his tribute to me.”

The two girls helped me down from the platform.  I was starting to come around again once I was on the ground.  Samantha disrobed and stood in front of me.

I sat up and then assumed a kneeling position.

“Show me how much you liked today,” she said.

The two goo spots on either side of my jaw began to tingle.  I glanced at Miko and the remote she was holding.  The tingle turned into a burning sensation and I pressed my face against Samantha’s vulva.

She gently grabbed the back of my head and pressed it harder into her pussy.

I felt her lips part for me the moment that my face pressed against them.  She was incredibly wet already.  I slowly inserted my tongue and worked it upward.  Any thoughts I had about Miko watching us disappeared and my world shrunk down to giving pleasure to this beautiful woman.

I continued to work her clit until the hand on the back of my head felt like it was crushing my face into her.  She rocked back and forth then came hard.  Her juices sprayed out on me and ran down my face.

When she was done, she pulled my face away from her and looked down at me.  The expression on her face was hard to describe, like she was daydreaming or something with interludes of ear to ear smiles.  Her eyes were completely dilated and her breathing was coming in heaves.

“That was amazing,” she finally said.

“I thought I was going to cum just watching you two,” Miko said.

Samantha retrieved a towel from the kitchen and cleaned me off with it.  Afterwards I was wrapped in a blanket and sat on the couch in between the two women.  They held me and rocked me until I fell asleep.
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