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“So what’s on the menu tonight?” Melanie asked, planting herself on the sofa beside me.

“Well,” I said, flipping through the DVDs. “We’ve got a couple of B-horror films directed by the latest hacks out of NYU’s film school, something entitled—A Race through China Town—which I presume is an action flick judging by the burning inferno on the front cover. And a couple of Will Ferrell movies.”

Melanie contorted her face in disgust. “You know how I feel about Will Ferrell. I think I’d rather read contract law cases than be subjected to his puerile antics.”

We both laughed. 

Melanie and I had been roommates for the past six months following our college graduations. Melanie had done the law school track and was now working for Barney and Touché Law Associates, while I went on to grad school for my MBA and a promising career in finance. While she spent her days organizing defense files for large corporations undergoing class action lawsuits, I crunched numbers as an associate at small, but respectable, hedge fund. We both went to the same undergraduate university where we remained close friends throughout. Being of the opposite sex, our small circle of friends assumed Melanie and I would eventually hookup and become boyfriend and girlfriend—or at least take a stab at dating one another. I suppose, I had hoped we would as well. 

Melanie was pretty. There was no denying that about her. Girl or guy, straight or gay—Melanie Sutton was beautiful. But in college, comely girls are copious in number. What made her special—to me at least—was that while most of our campus’ bombshells spent their nights ogling frats drinking Jäger Bombs, Melanie maintained a 4.0 GPA seemingly without effort. When we didn’t start dating after knowing one another for a while, I imagine my male friends might have suspected I was a closet homosexual. The idea that a straight, red-blooded American male could keep a strictly platonic relationship with a girl as striking as Melanie, evaded most men. 

I can’t say that I blame them. Often, I would ask myself why I never conjured up the courage to ask her out. I could offer up a bunch of watered-down, Freudian psych mumbo-jumbo to excuse my inaction but plain old trepidation of good-looking girls, who I told myself were out of my league, kept me pinned on the sidelines. We remained close friends, and after college I needed to save money to pay off a stack of student loans, so we decided to become roommates. We got along well and had our own schedules to keep ourselves busy during the workweek. 

But Sunday night was movie night—our night.

“Yuck. Why do you buy this crap?” Melanie gave me playful punch to the shoulder.

“Hey,” I yelled, trying to keep a serious and offended tone. “What do you expect? I get these for a dollar a piece from a guy in Central Park. We’re lucky they even work.”

Melanie rolled her dark-green eyes and sighed. “Unbelievable. We’re both young professionals who graduated at the top of our classes. We should be enjoying the yuppie lifestyle. Not dumpster diving for subpar entertainment.”

I shrugged. 

“What can I say? The economy sucks. This ain’t the eighties anymore.”

“Don’t remind me.” Melanie twisted her head until the straightened strands of her shiny, black hair fell to one side. “Okay, fine. Put on the action flick. I need some excitement before the workweek begins.”

“Very fine decision, madam.” I smiled and climbed off the sofa to load the DVD player. Melanie strolled away to her bedroom. When she came out a few minutes later, I noticed she had swapped her jeans and sweater for a silk robe. The robe ended far above her knee, exposing a smooth pair of tanned thighs. I had to control my wandering eyes as she skipped over to the sofa.

“Had to change into something more comfy,” she explained. I nodded, afraid that if I spoke, I might give away my desperation. Our suede sofa was large enough for four to sit on comfortably, but Melanie scooted close beside me. 

 Over the past couple of months we had both become more liberal around one another. At first it was little things—me walking to the kitchen without a shirt on, Melanie walking around in her bathrobe. Recently, I had found myself brushing my teeth or combing my hair as Melanie showered. Little things like that. Not a big deal, and I can’t say I minded seeing Melanie’s toned body strut around the apartment half-naked. My roommate situation certainly could have been worse. The NY evening news confirmed that on a nightly basis. But I felt that if we pushed things any further, I would struggle to keep my attraction to her a secret. Just last week, I was forced to hide an erection while shaving as Melanie sang in the shower. I couldn’t keep away the lured images of her washing the tender areas between her legs. And as I would lie down in bed at night, I found myself masturbating to erotic scenes involving Melanie and me more often than I felt was appropriate for a ‘just friends’ roommate.

 The silk of her robe rubbed up against my arm as Melanie adjusted a few wandering strands of her hair. She propped her feet onto the coffee table and stretched. I couldn’t help but notice her pink toe nails as she made them dance. My hair-trigger member was already beginning to swell. I knew this was going to be a long film, and it had nothing to do with the length of the movie or its entertainment value.

“Get the lights, Phil,” Melanie whispered as the movie began playing. I quickly got up and turned away from her, hiding the bulge in my jeans. At least I didn’t wear gym shorts, I thought. I turned off the lights and started back toward the sofa. Manhattan gleamed through the living room’s sliding glass door like a living, breathing thing. Impatient drivers honked from far below, their tumults just a whisper at this altitude. I studied Melanie’s silhouette and the outline of her cleavage, exposed from the crisscross of the silk robe. Her lips pouted in the dim light, her eyes predatory. 

As I sat down, she shivered.

“It’s cold in here,” she murmured, drawing the small robe tightly around her torso. The silk of the robe struggled against her voluminous breasts. Her nipples protruded against the taut silk while her chest rose and fell in rhythmic waves with each breath. I told myself to watch the shitty movie, to avert my eyes back to the flat screen. As if she were aware of my struggles, Melanie placed her head against my shoulder. The peach fragrance from her hair drifted into my nose. I released a lungful of air and felt an ache down below. 

Yes, this was going to be a long movie.


2




The next morning, Melanie and I performed our usual hectic dash around the apartment, scurrying to get ready for work. Most days, we left together unless one of us was running particularly late. We would ride the first couple of subway stops together before parting ways to our respective office locations. I enjoyed our brief rides together, and as I watched the lifeless office drones on the subway cars with their blank, hollow stares out into the nothingness of the subway tunnel, I always felt lucky to have a friend like Melanie beside me. 

I was wrangling with a pair of stubborn French cuffs that refused to be threaded through the impossibly narrow and overly starched slits of my dress shirt when Melanie walked in wolfing down a bagel. She was already dressed to the nines and looked particularly stunning this morning in a tight pencil skirt that showed off her yoga-sculpted behind and a simple beige blouse that kept it all looking professional.

“I gut a dap tomight, su don waft up.” 

“What?” I asked, still struggling with the stupid cuffs. Melanie laughed and took the bagel out of her mouth. She walked over to me and took the cuffs, sliding them effortlessly into place. 

“I said—‘I’ve got a date tonight, so don’t wait up.’” 

I swallowed a mouthful of agony as I looked into Melanie’s peppy eyes. I could see she wasn’t kidding. She had that lost, dreamy look about her. But why was I so surprised? Melanie not only had the looks, but she also had the brains and the job to go with it. She was beautiful, low-maintenance, independent. There should have been guys lining up around the block for a chance with her. I tried to sound calm and appear indifferent. 

“Oh, that’s cool,” I said. “Where did you guys meet?”

Melanie smiled as she recalled the dreamy story. “Well, it happened last week. I was on a business lunch—just with coworkers, mind you—and I kept catching this gorgeous guy a few tables down checking me out. It wasn’t a creepy stare or anything. Just a couple of flirtatious, curious glances my way and wink or two. Well, I finally offered this handsome guy a little smile of my own. Without the slightest hesitation, he wiped his mouth clean with a napkin, got up, and came over to my table. I was blushing like crazy by this point, especially with colleagues sitting beside me. Luckily, it was just other associates and none of my superiors, or I really would have been embarrassed!”

“And?” I asked, looking at my watch to prod her along. 

“Oh. Well, he knelt down so we were at eye-level with one another and told me I was the prettiest girl he’d seen all day and insisted that he take me out to dinner. He didn’t even wait for me to respond, he just stuck his cell phone toward my chest. Usually I would have been offended by something like that, but I found myself taking his phone and punching in my digits. I felt drunk by the end of lunch.”

“How come you never told me?” I tried to ask it without showing any grief.

Melanie shrugged. “Honestly, I didn’t think he’d ever call. He reminded me of one of those pick up artists who do these things all the time to either massage their own egos or to try and get a quick lay. But when I woke up this morning, there was a text from him.” 

I was familiar with the PUAs as they called themselves. I had tried watching their videos on YouTube demonstrating the ins and outs of picking up women. After several horrifically failed attempts at the PUA routine, I considered myself fortunate not to have a couple of harassment charges filed against me. It seemed you needed the confidence to go along with the script, and if you had that kind of temerity, women didn’t seem to care much about what you said. I thought of my Internet browser’s history and hoped Melanie hadn’t noticed the PUA videos on there—well, that and a lot more.

“Good for you,” I said, desperate to end the uncomfortable banter. “I hope you have a really good time tonight.”

“Thanks,” Melanie said, returning to her bagel. “Oh, before I forget. Could you do me a huge favor?” She didn’t wait for an answer. “I’m going to have to leave work early as it is to get my hair and nails done, and I have a ton of laundry I was supposed to pick up. It was ready last Thursday, but—”

“I’ll get it,” I said before she could finish. 

Melanie flashed me a wide grin. 

“Awesome, Phil! You’re the best.”

She gave me a little peck on the cheek, and we left for the elevator.







*	*	*




I found myself distracted most of the day. I kept wrestling with peculiar feelings. Part of me loathed the idea of Melanie going on a date with this guy (who I had already decided must be a total douchebag) who had so easily swept her off her feet with a trite online pickup routine. The jealousy ate at me like bad stomach acid. Yet, a separate part of me felt an intense rush at the thought of Melanie being in the care of an alpha male. I had discovered cuckold-themed videos a few years back while in college, but I had always thought of it as a fantasy—one that was fun to think about from a safe distance but never something I would actually want to practice in real life. And yet, here I was with the foreknowledge that my roommate—and let’s be honest, my secret crush—was going out with another man. Not only was she going out with him, but I was also helping in some small way. When I thought about picking up Melanie’s laundry, intense feelings of arousal swept across my body like an electric flock of butterflies. Would there be panties, bras, lingerie? I tried shaking off the images of Melanie’s stockings and thongs, and bring myself back to analyzing the changes in P/E ratios of our firm’s technology sector investments. Needless to say, Melanie’s undergarments won over my attention throughout most of the day.

My workday ended around 8:30 that evening, a fairly light day in the hedge fund world. I looked down at the dry-cleaning receipt. 







Posh Cleaners

892 32nd Ave 

New York, NY

10025







I took a short subway ride and after some dispute with the Filipino woman concerning me not being Melanie nor her husband, I left with an overflowing basket of women’s designer clothes. I got some brief glances as I took the final train home but nothing much. In New York, being dressed in women’s clothes barely gets you a noticed, let alone carrying them. Yet, I felt an erotic twinge the whole ride home. There I was, carrying the personal garments of a woman I coveted, while she was out with another man. A more worthy man, I heard a voice say. I felt a bulge rising in my pants. Did other people on the subway know of my position? Doubtful. But it was still a thrill to pretend I was the subservient husband or boyfriend picking up the lady’s things.

I was sweating by the time I got into the apartment. I laid the clothes out on the sofa. To my great disappointment, they were mostly casual wear—bebe dresses and a few pairs of True Religion jeans. It was sexy, expensive stuff, but nothing to get too excited about. There were no garter belts or baby doll dresses. I felt a mixture of disappointment and guilt. What was I doing rummaging through my roommate’s laundry, anyway? Surely, I was crossing the line of some unspoken roommate code of ethics. And why did I wish I had her clothes before they were cleaned? The answer was obvious, but I didn’t like it. I felt that if I didn’t get a hold of myself, I might end up as one of those creeps who keep shrines of their dream girl hidden in their closets with locks of hair and other perverted mementos. I hung Melanie’s dresses on the closet rack and folded her jeans, placing them on a shelf in her closet. The smell of femininity permeated the closet like a hypnotic perfume. Knowing Melanie was on her date only made it stronger. 

I went to the living room and turned on the TV. I needed to distract myself. Turn on a ballgame and have a beer, I told myself. Yup. Good old-fashioned manly stuff. I knew Melanie would return in a few hours. She was the type that took relationships slow and methodical, so there would be no sleepovers at this new guy’s place. She wasn’t a prude or anything, but she wasn’t a whore either. First dates were usually restricted to something small and simple like dinner or coffee. The next date might be at a comedy club and a walk through the park. Most guys gave up after a few dates when they realized that getting into bed with her took more patience and thought than flashy cars and banal pickup lines. Actually, I couldn’t remember Melanie ever having a steady boyfriend, which all of a sudden seemed rather odd.

After several innings of baseball and several more beers, I saw it was well past midnight. I didn’t feel any manlier, and I was getting worried about Melanie. It wasn’t like her to stay out this late, especially on a first date. Yet, I needed to get some sleep before work. 

I had just gotten settled into the warmth of my bed when I heard the struggle of keys trying to fit into a doorknob and the sound of laughter. I sat up in the darkness, suddenly concerned. I thought I heard the sound of a male voice. But that couldn’t be. I had never known Melanie to bring home a guy on a first date. I hoped some drunk on our floor hadn’t gotten apartments mixed up.

I heard the creak of the front door opening and the sound of more giggles—a guy and a girl.

“Are you sure it’s okay?” a sonorous voice asked.

“I told you,” said a familiar voice. “My roommate’s asleep.”

I swallowed and had the feeling of razor blades parachuting into my stomach. More snickers came from the living room. I went to the bedroom door, placing my ear against the frame to get a better listen. I was careful not to lean my full weight against the door. I had seen this act go awry in too many films and cartoons. The air made a swooshing sound as my ear formed a seal around the frame. 

I listened.

The laughter diminished. For a moment, I thought they might have moved into Melanie’s room, but then I heard the unambiguous sound of smacking lips and tongues wrestling with one another. I could barely hear them over my heavy breathing. I had been drowsy from the alcohol just a moment before, but I was fully awake now. 

The kissing went on for a while. How long I couldn’t say, but by the time I heard them get up from the sofa, my undershirt and boxers were damp with sweat. Their muffled voices became louder and clearer as they neared. Instinctively, I leapt away from my eavesdropping and jumped into the bed like a boy caught staying up past his bedtime. Just as I was telling myself that I was behaving ridiculously, I heard the thud of Melanie’s bedroom door close. 

For a while, I didn’t hear anything more. I checked the time on the digital clock beside my bed. The green numbers glowed 12:22. I needed to sleep, but I knew I couldn’t. And the sound I heard next, I knew, would keep me up well into the night. It was unmistakable. One doesn’t confuse the sound of bedsprings creaking under rhythmic pressure. 

Without thinking, I opened the drawer of my nightstand and squirted some lube onto my hand. As I moved a pillow under my chest and began humping my hand, imagining the pillow and my hand were Melanie’s, I thought of the man in the next room casually doing what I could only dream of. I imagined their laughter had been at my expense. I replayed picking up the sexy outfits for Melanie—outfits for occasions just like these and for men just like the one she had brought home. More worthy men than I who didn’t have to hump pillows or hands. I exploded as all of these debasing images swirled around in my mind and a soft, feminine moan came from the other room.
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I woke up feeling hung-over. Melanie shouted from her bedroom, asking me to start the coffee. As I made my way to the kitchen, I caught a whiff of the potent and mocking scent of sex still lingering from the night before. I glanced in Melanie’s bedroom to see if the man was still there. Melanie was alone, ironing a pair of slacks. She looked frazzled. Her hair was unkempt, and the artistically positioned makeup on her face had been smeared by passion. 

She glanced my way.

“Looking for something?” 

I told her I wasn’t, but I sensed my answer came out a little too high-pitched and defensive. Quickly, I moved toward the kitchen to avoid any further inquiries and began preparing the coffee.

“You didn’t ask how my date went,” Melanie said, following me to the kitchen.

“Oh, yeah. How did everything go? What did you guys do?” I felt my face burn red with the last question. Melanie giggled and climbed up onto a stool at the kitchen bar. 

“Well, he took me to that new sushi bar down on second where we enjoyed a lovely bottle of wine with our meal. Then we went for a walk through Central Park before coming back here.”

“You should be careful walking through Central Park late at night,” I warned. I was doing a poor job at fibbing this morning, it seemed, so I decided it best to avoid the issue of her coming back here.

“Well, Kyle is six-four and hits up Gold’s Gym five times a week, so I think I was safe.” 

So Kyle was his name, I thought. And six-four. He would tower over me. 

“So what did you get into last night?” Melanie asked. “Looks like you were drinking a lot. Did you have some friends over?” She nodded toward the empty beer bottles still left on the coffee table.

“No, it was just me. I was watching the Yankees game and knocking back some cold ones.” I tried to sound casual. Just a usual guy’s night except there was only one guy. “Yup. Then I went to bed kind of early. Yankees were up by ten anyways, so there was no point in staying up to—”

Melanie broke in. “Were you listening to Kyle and me last night?” 

Her question paralyzed me. I felt a cold terror leap up my spine. 

“What are you talking about?” I asked, trying to buy time to think. I tried to consider all the possibilities. Maybe she saw my feet under the door. There’s no carpet in the apartment, so it was feasible she could have seen my toes sticking out. But it seemed unlikely. I couldn’t remember if there was enough room between the floor and the base of the doorframe for her to be able to see under it. Then I remembered I had turned off the lights, so she couldn’t have been able to see in. I must have made a noise. That was the only logical assumption I could come up with.

“When Kyle and I were walking to our room, I heard feet shuffling away from your door. Unless you’ve recently acquired a dog, I believe that those were your little paws scurrying away.”

By then, I thought the blush on my face might ignite into literal flames. I would have welcomed such a miracle. A burning face seemed less painful than this prickly exchange. I waited for a miracle. Melanie folded her arms and waited for a response. 

With no miracles on the immediate horizon, I decided to straddle the truth. “Well, I woke up and heard voices from outside the apartment. I knew it was rare of you to bring home a first date, so I got worried and thought maybe someone was breaking in.” 

I knew the excuse was pretty lame. And I instantly regretted mentioning the part about Melanie bringing home a first date. I wasn’t thinking straight. I needed some coffee in my system before doing this. I then understood why interrogators employ sleep deprivation before questioning their captives.

“Well, I’m so glad you’re keeping tabs on my sex life and who and when I decide to bring someone home with me, Phil. You know, you could have just opened your door and peeped out your head to see who it was.”

“I was scared!”

Melanie rolled her eyes. 

The coffee machine gurgled and spurted in fits like a dying animal as the last of the water dripped into the pot. “That doesn’t make any sense. We were on the couch for at least twenty-minutes. You mean to tell me for twenty-minutes you thought two people broke-in and had a make-out session on the couch before robbing the place blind?”

I shrugged. Honestly, what could I say? She had me cornered. I never should have admitted I was at the door listening. That was my mistake. But it was too late now.

“I—”

“Oh, forget it, Phil. Just fill up the damn thermo mugs and let’s go. I’ve got a twelve hour day in front of me, and I’ve barely slept as it is.”

I didn’t say another word. Melanie had never been so curt with me. Our biggest argument before this was whether to subscribe to satellite or cable TV. After we parted ways on the subway, I began debating whether I ought to start scouting for a new roommate. I didn’t think I could face Melanie again. Whatever chance I might have had with her, no matter how vague or remote, was now lost for certain. 

I felt flustered and distant at work. During lunch, I tried to force myself to down a ham sandwich, but my appetite just wasn’t there. I usually came home from the office feeling relieved and ready for some much-needed R&R. But on that night, I only felt dread. I checked the time before opening our apartment door. 11:15. Melanie would probably be home by now. If I were lucky, she would be asleep. Or she could have had her door shut, playing the silent routine. 

When I walked inside, I discovered neither. Melanie was sitting on the sofa watching the latest reality show. She turned off the TV when she saw me. 

“I’d like to have a talk with you,” she said. 

Oddly, she didn’t sound upset. I sat my laptop bag by the door and walked toward her. She crossed one of her legs over the other. A red bottom Louboutin heel dangled off her foot by the tips of her toes. Melanie may have acted like a poor, recent graduate, but she spared no expense when it came to fashion. Staring at the red sole of her heel, I felt like a bull caught in the trance of a matador’s cape. She patted the seat beside her. I sat down and tried my best attempt at damage control.

“Look, Melanie. I’m really sorry about what happened. I don’t know what got into me. I just think maybe with all the work and—”

“That’s not what I wanted to talk about. I understand you boys and your little hormones are constantly raging.” Now I was really confused. I offered her a nervous laugh in agreement. “I just wanted you to be honest with me about it. Your blatant lying is what really hurt.” I nodded. Was I actually getting off this easily, I thought. “But you can make it up to me by being honest about some other things.”

“What do you mean?” The short-lived sense of relief left me. My heart began thumping uncontrollably. I wondered where this was leading.

“Phil, let me ask the questions. All I want from you are truthful answers. Deal?”

“Deal,” I croaked.

“Good. First of all—I want to know if you are attracted to me . . . sexually.”

“What?”

“Sexual attraction, Phil. You are familiar with the concept, correct?”

“Yes, but—”

“Excellent. Then you should have no trouble answering. Now again. Do you find me sexually attractive?”

“I think you’re a very pretty woman.” 

I was desperately trying to avoid her question. I couldn’t figure out why she was asking me this. The whole day had been filled with confusion and bedlam.

“Pretty is something you say about your mother. Let me be more direct. Do you ever fantasize about fucking me?” 

I didn’t know how to answer. What could I say? Luckily, she didn’t wait for a response. 

“I believe the sweat on your forehead and the flush on your cheeks are sufficient enough answers.” 

Instinctively, I brushed away the sweat. Melanie, taking notice of my nervous reaction, smiled. 

“On to the next question. This is a big one, Phil, so try to be less evasive with your answer.” 

I nodded so slightly I wasn’t even sure if she noticed. 

“Do you have any fetishes?” 

“Fetishes?” I could feel hot beads of sweat erupting along my back.

“Yes, fetishes. Like, oh I don’t know, wanting to submit to a certain kind of female authority.” 

It took a few seconds before I understood. In a horrible, my worst nightmare come true kind of way, I understood. Somehow, someway, she had discovered the secret parts of me, which I shared with no one.

“How did you?” I couldn’t even complete the question.

“How? Let’s see. Your personal laptop was left out in the living room, and I needed to check my email. I forgot to charge mine after Kyle and I were listening to music on it last night. Normally, I would have respected your belongings and not logged on, but considering how much respect you showed for me, I didn’t feel much guilt about it. As I was typing in the browser’s address bar, some very interesting web addresses popped up. I took a quick look at your history and was shocked to say the least.” 

I cursed myself for not setting up a password. How could I have been so lazy? I thought. It would have taken no more than thirty seconds.

“So how long have you been a cuckold?” Melanie asked, smirking.

“I—I’ve never—” I stood and turned away, pacing. This couldn’t be happening. I had always imagined the horror of what it would be like if someone found out—how I would have answered their questions. But now that it was here, I just found myself clinging to denial.

“You mean you’ve never been an actual cuckold?”

“No! It’s just a . . . a fantasy.”

“Well, what about the other stuff? Surely you’ve been spanked a few times.”

“Not unless you count being belted by my mom when I was seven.” 

This was good. Hopefully, Melanie would realize I wasn’t a total freak. This was just some curious wonderings on the net. Nothing real. Just pixels.

“What a shame.”

“Huh?”

“I think it’s sad that you’ve had these fantasies and you haven’t even once tried them out. Hell, I know plenty of vanilla people who have been spanked by their partners.”

Relief swept over me. The only thing Melanie found odd about my fetishes was the lack of indulgence.

“I’ve just never found the right person,” I said. “No, wait. That’s not true. I’ve always been too afraid to tell anyone. Anytime I’ve date someone and we start having sex, I find myself losing interest. I always think it will be different. But it’s not.”

“Because you’re a submissive.” 

I realized she wasn’t asking. She was telling me. I wasn’t able to enjoy normal sex with women because I was a submissive. 

“You’ve never told anyone you’ve dated?” 

I nervously scratched at the nape of my neck. 

“Yeah. I told one girl I dated briefly in high school.”

“And?”

“It didn’t go well. She told me she wanted to date a man, not a bitch.”

Melanie grabbed my hand. “I’m sorry. Look, we aren’t in high school anymore. Or college for that matter.”

“Yeah. I guess that’s true,” I said, even though I didn’t really think it was.

“But you want to? I mean you want try these fantasies, right?”

I sensed a loaded question being asked. I approached it carefully. 

“Well, yeah. Some of them I want to try. Others I’m not sure if they’re just fantasies or not.”

Melanie nodded. 

“Just gotta find the right girl, huh?” 

I nodded faintly, sensing where she might be going with this. Where I hoped she was going. 

“Phil, do you know how I paid my way through college?”

“I figured your parents helped you out.”

Melanie laughed. “Yeah. In my dreams. My parents have more debt on their backs than Greece. Nope. I paid my way. Tuition, books, room and board—the whole works. All paid by me. Do you know how I paid for all of that?”

I shook my head. I doubted she was going to tell me a scholarship.

“I provided a certain kind of service to men—and some women—but mostly men. Do you know what that service was?”

I had a hunch, but it was beyond my wildest fantasies. It was absurd, preposterous, ludicrous. She wasn’t going to say what I was thinking—what I was dreaming. 

“I was a dominatrix.” 

She said it so matter-of-factly. There was no shame, no hint of embarrassment. She could have been telling me she waited tables at Applebee’s. 

“I stopped in my last year of law school. I was tired of doing it professionally, and I was ready to move on to a real career.”

I still couldn’t quite believe what I was hearing. Melanie Sutton, miss 4.0, was a dominatrix. And she was upset with me for being dishonest! What a hypocrite. This was beyond your average fib or lying by omission. This was an entire separate life she had never shared with me. 

“How come you never told me?” 

“You never asked.”

She had a point, I suppose. I realized that this was the first time I had ever been in front of a woman who openly admitted she enjoyed dominating men. My head was spinning. I had so many questions I wanted answered. 

“How often did you do this?”

“Not too often. Maybe three times a week. I had two older guys, married and in their fifties, who were weekly regulars. Then I usually took on a new client about every week or so who was just looking to get his or her fix. Good money for a part-time gig.”

“Where did you do it? Your dorm room?”

“My dorm room? Yeah, I’m sure that would have gone over well with my resident advisor. Not to mention my roommate. Actually, my roommate was a little firecracker. Every guy I knew wanted a piece of her. We probably could have made a fortune together. But no. I had a dungeon with some other gals. We shared the space to cut down on costs. A good dungeon costs about forty to fifty thousand dollars to properly equip.”

“Wow. What kind of um . . . services did they ask for?”

Melanie smiled at me like I was a little boy asking his mother where babies come from. “That’s private. I don’t kiss and tell and I don’t whip and tell . . . I just whip.”

As she continued to speak, I felt as though I were in some kind of tranquil dream state. 

“So now that we’ve talked a little more, let me ask you again,” she said. “Do you find me attractive?”

There was no reason to lie. I no longer had to think about what I was going to say. I just spoke. “Melanie, I’ve been attracted to you since the first day we met in our freshman composition course. I’ve always wanted you. I’ve always fantasized about you. You’re the sexiest woman I’ve ever met.”

Melanie beamed with pleasure. 

“Good. That’s what I thought. I haven’t been blind to your gawking, Phil. So how come you never asked me out on a date?”

“Because I . . . I—”

“Go on,” Melanie said. “No reason to be shy now.”

I exhaled deeply before speaking. “Because I knew I wouldn’t be good enough for you. I don’t mean that in a self-pity kind of way. I just—”

“No, I perfectly understand. And you’re right in a way. I never would have dated you or called you my boyfriend.”

I looked away from her piercing, green eyes and stared at the floor. She took my hand again, and I hesitantly looked back at her.

“But that doesn’t mean you can’t have a purpose. What matters is your role. Take Kyle for instance. He’s an alpha male with confidence and strong, masculine features. He’s every girl’s tall, dark, handsome dream guy—the perfect man. 

“You on the other hand are a beta male. And let’s be honest—beta males don’t get pussy. They don’t get to throw down a woman and feel those deep parts of her slippery hole or hear her scream out in ecstasy like Kyle made me do last night. And beta males don’t get to experience a woman sliding their wet mouths down the shaft of their cocks and gag. It’s like a pack of lions. Kyle is the pack leader and because of his dominance in the pack, he gets to have sex with all of the other lionesses. You’re the runt of the pack. A follower. But betas do have a purpose and a role. One that alpha males like Kyle could never fulfill.” 

I felt blood rushing to my groin. Melanie looked at me intensely. 

“Do you want to be my beta man, Phil? Serve as my submissive?”

“Yes,” I said, without even considering what that might mean. 

 “Good.” She studied me for a moment while her heel waved through the air. “Do you like my heels?”

“They’re lovely,” I said.

“They’re six-hundred and twenty-five dollars. One of my former clients bought them for me, along with a bunch of other articles of clothing. He thought a beautiful woman like myself should have the attire to match. I must say I agree with his assessment. What about you, Phil? Do you think I deserve them?”

“Yes.”

“And do you think I should be worshiped?”

“Yes.”

“I bet you’d like that, wouldn’t you? To worship your secret crush you’ve longed for all these years?”

I nodded.

“Well, why don’t you start by worshiping my heels?”

I started to lean over.

Melanie stopped me.

“Not like that! Show some respect. Kneel on the floor for starters. Do you think you deserve to sit on this couch with me? This isn’t even your couch.”

I apologized and kneeled against the wooden floorboards. With her leg, she raised a heel to my face. 

“Now kiss them.”

I hesitated for a moment, but Melanie stuck her heel closer to my lips. I began giving the black edges of her heel light kisses.

“That’s it. I want you to give them long licks up the side. Just like your licking a Popsicle.” Melanie stroked her finger up the side of her shoe to show me how she wanted it done.

I could feel my heart beating as I placed my tongue against the shiny covering over her Louboutin. 

“All the way up the side. I want them spotless. I’ve been trotting around Manhattan all day, and who knows what filth has gotten on them.” 

The thought of licking up the dregs of New York from Melanie’s heels caused me to lick harder and faster. 

“Don’t miss any spots, or I’ll have to bend you over my knee and spank you.” I uttered a small moan as she spoke. “Oh, you would like that, wouldn’t you?” I nodded while my tongue lapped the side of her heel. After it was cleaned to her liking, Melanie moved her heel away from my face. “Now the other one.”

“Yes, Melanie.”

As I cleaned the other heel, Melanie continued to speak. 

“My, my. How quickly things have changed. Funny how that happens in life. One minute you’re off to work, filled with worry and regret, and the next minute you’re on your knees without a care in the world.” 

I mumbled in agreement as I continued to offer her heel firm, long laps with my tongue. 

“I think that’s about enough. You’re getting far too greedy. Now it’s time to clean the soles.”

“The soles?” I asked.

“Why of course! You’re here to worship and clean my heels, right?”

“Yes, but—”

Melanie didn’t let me finish. “Underneath is the dirtiest part. I’ve been on the subway today. There’s no telling what kind of grime is stuck to the bottom of them.” 

I offered her a pleading look, but Melanie wasn’t persuaded. “Phil, you’ve been in my service for all of five minutes, and you’re already arguing with me. If you’re having difficulty taking orders, then maybe we should just call the whole thing off. You can go back to your room jerking off to porn if you’re too much of a pussy to be my sub.”

Melanie started to get up. 

“No!” I cried. “I’ll clean them. Please! Give me another chance.” 

Melanie grinned. I didn’t know what had gotten into me. I was begging a woman to let me do something I found repulsive. I looked up into her judgmental eyes as I waited for her response.

“Since this is your first time serving, I will let this one incident slide. But remember that there are plenty of other boys who would be quite eager to lick the soles of my heels without having to be told twice.” 

Melanie placed the bottom of her heel in front of my face again. There was a fair amount of dirt, but I didn’t see anything too vile. I stuck out my tongue and placed it onto the sole. I could feel the coarse texture of the dirt as I began licking it away. My tongue soon became coated with the granular film. Melanie saw me move a hand to remove some of the grit from my mouth.

“Don’t spit that out. You’re swallowing it. Anything off of my body or my attire should be treasured by you.”

I lowered my hand and swallowed. I licked for several minutes more before Melanie switched heels, and I went through the same routine. 

“Now suck on the actual heel.” She stuck the heel out to my face. I wrapped my pursed lips around it. “Suck it just like a . . . well, a cock, I suppose.” 

Melanie giggled to herself as I sucked on both heels until they shined in the dim light. When I had finished, she pushed my head back so I could look up at her.

“You have a lot of work to do in order to be considered my slave.”

“I know,” I said,

She slapped me across the face. I felt my vision go blurry as my ears rang with confusion.

“When I want your damn opinion, I will ask for it. Is that understood?”

“Y—Yes.”

“Your next task is to clean up these beer bottles. This place is a mess. After that, I want you to immediately go to bed and sleep. And no jerking off. You have a long day tomorrow, and I require my subs to be well rested if they are going to be in my service. I don’t want you up all night tugging your little wee-wee like last night. We’ll discuss sub protocols tomorrow when you return home from work.”
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Sometime between lunch and finalizing a quarterly report analyzing the volatility of German marks, it occurred to me that I had no idea what I was getting myself into. I wasn’t even sure I would enjoy any of this stuff I had been fantasizing about for so long. But I couldn’t stop now. I would curse myself forever if I ended it so soon. Besides, I felt alive for the first time in my life. My face slightly throbbed from where Melanie had slapped me, but even it felt good in a way. The dull pain was a reminder of my error and my submission.

I got out of work early (for a Monday) and headed straight home. I had no idea what types of protocols Melanie had in store for me, but I had followed her first command and refrained from masturbating the night before. As I unlocked the front door, I saw a note sitting on the entryway table with my name scribbled on the front. I read it as a flurry of excitement rushed through me.




phil,

you are to go straight to your bedroom and wait for Me. you will kneel in the far corner, opposite of the door and face the wall. While you wait for Me, you will reflect on how lucky you are to serve Me.




The note’s distinct capitalization caught my attention. Even in writing, Melanie was above me. The tiny alteration of grammar spoke volumes. I didn’t delay. I dropped my laptop case, moved into the bedroom, and knelt. My feet were aching to be released from the uncomfortable dress shoes, but I didn’t dare take them off without permission. After a while, my knees began to ache as the lactic acid built up in the joints. I checked my watch for what seemed like every ten minutes, but time was moving in another dimension. After about twenty actual minutes, I heard heels clatter against the hardwood floor.

“Have you followed all of my instructions?” Melanie asked.

“Yes,” I told her, still facing the wall.

The click of her heels moved closer with slow, purposeful steps. “And did you check the time as you waited?”

Shit, I thought. I knew I could probably lie and get away with it, but I wasn’t about to risk it. I had a feeling Melanie didn’t ask many questions that she didn’t know the answer to. She was a lawyer, mind you. 

“I did check it a few times,” I admitted.

Melanie’s shadow grew large as she neared. I could feel my own hot breath reflecting off the wall in front of my lips. She whispered into my ear. “I didn’t ask how many times you checked it. I asked if you checked the time. When I ask a question, I want an answer to that question and that question alone. Understand?”

“Yes.”

Melanie’s inebriating perfume wafted under my nose. I had no escape from its arousing scent. I continued staring at the wall as I breathed in the sandalwood aroma mixed with her body’s own natural, youthful fragrance.

“I hope so. Now before we go any further, I want to make some points clear. If you don’t like what I have to say now or after we discuss protocols, we can forget any of this ever happened and go back to being normal roommates.” I had serious doubts whether that was possible, but I continued listening. “I’m not here to force you into anything. So consider this your one and only disclaimer.  

“I don’t take power-exchange lightly. For me, it’s not a game. I may have only done this on a professional basis, but I have always fantasized about having my very own live-in slave. However, I am not naive to the implications of owning one. Most of the other dommes I worked with had one or two living with them. I was unable to have one as well simply because of my living situation at school. But I want to make it very clear that this will not be all fun. Yes, you will have your submissive fantasies fulfilled, but there will also be hard work and personal sacrifices on your part. There will be pain. At times, you will feel degraded. I will always respect your limits, but I will constantly be pushing you past them. And you will have to trust me more than you have ever trusted another human being. Are you comfortable with that, Phil?”

I told her I was.

“Good. In that case you may move in front of the bed, while I go over my expectations and some submissive etiquette I feel is important. However, I want you to remain kneeling as I speak.”

Pain shot through my knees as I stood. I stretched briefly and turned around. I nearly fainted when I saw her. Melanie was dressed head-to-toe in black leather. She wore thigh-high boots that ended a few inches below a mini skirt that hugged against her slender frame and a corset that mashed her breasts together. Her hands rested against her hips.

“Eye-fucking me again, I see.” I looked away at the floor. “That is something you will have to work on. In time and with discipline, you will learn that feasting on my visual delights is a privilege.”

“Sorry, Melanie.”

“I didn’t ask for an apology,” she said, more annoyed. Melanie took a comfortable seat on my bed, while I again assumed a kneeling position. I stared at her boots as she continued to speak. “The first thing we need to go over is how you address me. You are not to call me Melanie unless we are out in public. When it is just you and me, I want you to refer to me as ‘Goddess’. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Goddess.”

“Excellent. And since we’re talking about proper addressing, I think it is high-time we discuss what you will be called. As my submissive, you will no longer go by Phil unless we are out in public or you are at work. I prefer slave, but that is a title, which you have not yet earned the right to be called. And sub or subbie, I feel, is a little too trite for my tastes. Hmm—” I heard the drumroll of Melanie’s fingers tapping against the hide of her leather skirt as she thought.  “I’ve got it! I think I will call you ‘Pet’ until I feel you have earned your collar. How do you like your new name, Pet?”

“It’s very nice . . . Goddess.”

“Tsk, tsk. Almost forgot my name already. Remember, any infractions will be met with a swift punishment as I see fit. In addition to any corrective punishment that needs to be administered, each week I will discipline you. This will be done regardless of how well behaved you might have been. It will be a way for us to bond as domme and sub and a time for you to suffer for my pleasure. This will also serve as constant reminder of your place beneath me. I think we will do this every Sunday in place of our movie night. Honestly, what do I need with movies when I’ve got you to entertain me?

“There are also the issue of manners. You are not to make eye contact with me unless given explicit permission. You are also not to stare at my body. When I walk into a room, you will stand as a sign of respect. And I don’t think this even needs to be said, but just to cover all bases, you are forbidden to date any women. As long as you serve me, you will live in celibacy. Do you understand these rules?”

“Yes, Goddess.”

 I mentally went over the list, carefully trying to remember them all. I knew staring at Melanie would be the toughest rule, especially if she continued to wear outfits like the one she had on then. I could feel my eyes wanting to trace up her boots toward her firm thighs, but I kept them fixed obediently toward the floor. I didn’t care much about not having sex. I hadn’t gotten laid in over a year, so it wasn’t like anything was really changing there. 

“There will be other rules added on later, but for now, I don’t want to give you more than you can handle. I’m sure you’re a little overwhelmed as it is. Aren’t you my, Pet?”

“A little, Goddess.”

“Good then. That means you’re taking this seriously. As I stated before, I will give you further instructions at a later time, but for this week, you will go to work as usual. I will keep you busy with various tasks in the evenings. Understand?”

“Yes, Goddess.”

“Very well. In that case, you have permission to look up at me.”

I slowly drank in Melanie’s body. The smooth skin of her thighs had been treated with a shiny oil. The corset transformed her already slender frame into an hourglass figure. The bone casing propelled her cleavage into two half-moons meshed together. Her straightened hair fell in silk strands, and her pouty lips glistened with a thick coat of lip-gloss. 

“Pet, look into my eyes. I am going to ask you this only once. Have you understood all of my instructions, thus far?”

I lifted my gaze to meet the glare of her wild eyes. 

“Yes, Goddess.”

“And do you agree to the terms, Pet?”

I didn’t hesitate. Through an almost hyperventilating breath, I agreed to her conditions. A wicked smile stretched across Melanie’s face. 

“Good choice, Pet.” She rested her hand across my cheek, and for a second, I thought she might slap me again. 

“Does this still hurt?” she asked.

“No, Goddess.”

“No?  Well next time it will ache for a week if you are ever rude to me again.” She lifted my chin, so that I was looking squarely into her eyes. “What do you think of my outfit, Pet?”

“You look beautiful, Goddess. You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen.”

Melanie directed my head towards her chest as a free hand traced up and down the tiny slit between her breasts. “I bet you’d like to put that cock between these, wouldn’t you? And bury your face in here?”

I swallowed. My mouth was so arid I heard a clicking sound. 

“Y—Yes, Goddess.”

“But you know that can’t happen because you’re a beta male, right?”

“Yes, Goddess.”

“Tell me you’re a beta male.”

“I’m a beta male, Goddess”

“And beta males don’t get grade-A pussy like mine, do they?”

“No, Goddess.”

“Say it.”

“Beta males don’t get pussy.”

“All together.”

“I’m a beta male, and I don’t get grade-A pussy like yours, Goddess.”

Melanie bellowed out a hearty laugh. “No, you don’t. You don’t get any pussy now. Which is, as the natural order of life would have it. And I’m sure you have a small penis, too.”

“It’s about average, Goddess.”

“Oh, really? Well, let’s see what you call average. Unzip your pants, and take it out.” 

My hands were shaking, but I managed to undo my belt and zip down the front of my trousers. I was already erect when I slid it out. I looked up at Melanie who was shaking her head in disapproval. 

“I can’t believe I even referred to it as a cock. Below average in both length and girth, it seems. What a shame. Just how small is that little pecker?”

“Almost five inches.”

“Almost? Pet, there’s no rounding up. A pussy can’t feel the rounded up portion of your little pecker. Even if you were the whole five inches, you’d still be too small. To ride this pussy, you have to be at least seven inches long with a five and a half inch girth.” As Melanie continued to demean me, I felt my little pecker swell and drip precum. I knew Melanie would take notice. “Looky there—that little pecker of yours likes my humiliation. And those balls must be aching to explode.”

Melanie cupped my balls with the toe of her heel. My little pecker twitched as a few more droplets of preseminal fluid dribbled out. Melanie moved her boot to the tip of my shaft and scraped off the precum. I knew what she was doing. When her boot moved towards my face, she didn’t have to tell me. I bent down and licked it away. She rested her boot again under my testicles.

“Do these ache?”

“Yes, Goddess.”

She began lightly tapping them with the toe of her boot. “They look quite full. Did you abstain from masturbating last night as I ordered?”

“Yes, Goddess.”

“”Good boy. Well, I think a reward is in order then. Would you like that?”

“Very much, Goddess.”

“Then hold out your hand.” Melanie spat on my palm. “That’s your lube. I want you to jerk off for me.”

“Thank you, Goddess.”

Melanie’s spit felt warm and trumped any lube I had ever tried. The thought of her saliva wrapped around my little pecker was almost enough to make me ejaculate at the first stroke. I knew this was as close to a blowjob as I would ever get from Melanie. It usually took me about twenty minutes to cum, but it had been no more than twenty seconds of stroking with Melanie’s divine lube, while staring up at her stunning body, all with the added fuel of her boot cradling my vulnerable balls, before I felt an orgasm nearing.

“When you cum, I want you to say, ‘Goddess Melanie’ over and over again. I want you to become conditioned to cum only for me.”

My testicles rose up and tightened. I knew I was close. 

“Goddess may I—”

“Yes, Pet. Cum all over my boot.”

I pointed my little pecker against the leather of Melanie’s boot and shouted, “Goddess Melanie! Goddess Melanie! Goddess Melanie!” 

Thick globs of semen shot out. Waves of pleasure crashed over me so fiercely I had to brace myself from falling over. I tugged and tugged until every drop had been released from my balls. Slowly, I recovered my composure and stared at the thick puddle of cum nestled on Melanie’s boot.

“Good job, Pet. Now you know what’s next, don’t you?”

“I think so, Goddess.”

Melanie giggled. “That’s right. It’s dinnertime! So bend over, and gobble it up before your food gets cold.”

There was so much. I bent forward and timidly licked up the small splatters first. 

“I hope you’re hungry, Pet, because that is a lot of cum. Don’t be afraid of it. Get in there, and lick up that big puddle in the middle.” 

I slurped up the rest of cum as quickly as possible. The bitter taste was so rancid I didn’t think it could ever be washed out. I realized then why girls didn’t enjoy swallowing.

“Mmm. Yum, yum,” Melanie teased. “How was that, Pet?”

“It was okay, Goddess.”

“Just okay? You mean you don’t want to ever cum for me again?”

“No, I don’t mean that Goddess. I’m sorry. Thank you for letting me cum.”

“That’s better. Masturbation and orgasms are a privilege done so under my supervision. And if you are permitted to cum, you will lick up every little drop. Understand, Pet?”

“Yes, Goddess. I understand.”

“Just think, Pet. Your semen will constantly be recycled. Only for a few seconds will it ever leave your body before being gobbled up again. Out down south and back through the mouth!” Melanie about rolled over in fits of laughter. “Oh, God. I’m too good. That sounds like a subbie rap song.”

I forced an awkward smile.

“Well, Pet. You’ve had your dinner. Now I want mine.”

I cooked Melanie salmon with asparagus and potatoes while she changed into more comfortable attire. Melanie allowed me to eat at the table with her, but she warned it wouldn’t always be like this. After dinner, I cleaned up and washed the dishes as Melanie relaxed and watched TV. I was hoping to join her on the couch, but Melanie ordered me to bed, telling me again not to masturbate.
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The rest of the week was fairly uneventful. Because of our busy work schedules, we didn’t have much time for training. Melanie, though, still had me cook dinner for her each night and restricted me from masturbating. By Saturday afternoon, I was so horny I feared I might have a wet dream if Melanie didn’t soon grant me a release. 

Melanie, though, had other plans.

“Pet, come in here.”

I set down the dustpan and hurried into her room.

“Yes, Goddess?” I asked, mindful to keep my eyes subserviently below hers. I had been careful during the week not to let my eyes linger on Melanie’s body. I could have sworn she was wearing increasingly sexy business suits to work, though it could have just been my hormones.

“I have a date tonight with Kyle, and I need help selecting an outfit. I thought it would be good if I got a male’s opinion.”

Melanie led me to her closet and gave her clothing a signature Vanna White showcase wave. “Pet, if you were going one a date with me—which we know is never is going to happen—but if you were, what would turn you on the most?”

I couldn’t believe she was doing this to me. Melanie wanted me to dress her in my fantasy outfit for another man’s enjoyment. But the thought of helping her dress like I was one of her girlfriends made me beyond aroused. She must have been tedious in researching my Internet history because this was the type of cuckolding scene I routinely viewed. 

I scanned over the designer dresses and skirts. There were so many choices, and each one seemed sexier than the last. All of them were size zeros. I pulled out an ivory colored dress with sparkling sequins hanging from it. I flipped it over and saw the back had an open slit. As I held the diaphanous material, I felt blood rushing into my little pecker. 

“I like this one, Goddess.”

“Ah, good choice. And it’s very short, too. Now what about the shoes?”

I looked over the racks of heels. There were enough to open a small shoe store, I felt. My eyes settled on a pair of Aldo peep-toe pumps.

“Very sexy,” Melanie agreed. “I think I will wear this without any underwear. Guys get turned on when women aren’t wearing underwear—right, Pet?”

I felt precum stain the front of my boxers as I answered affirmatively. Melanie sent me back to cleaning the rest of the apartment as she changed into her dress. Part of me had hoped she might actually undress in front of me. I had seen that in a lot of cuckolding videos, and it appeared Melanie was taking a page right out of their scripts. As I scrubbed the kitchen counters clean, I told myself to stop thinking about Melanie slipping the tight dress over her naked body. I wasn’t very successful. The sexual frustration, though, seemed to make me clean better, as if it was my only way of releasing the backed up sexual tension. After a few minutes, I wiped the sweat from my forehead and surveyed the kitchen. A psychiatrist would have suspected someone suffering from obsessive-compulsive disorder had cleaned it.

“How do I look?” Melanie asked. She had caught me off-guard. I was transfixed onto my own work. Melanie didn’t let me stare at her whenever I wanted, so moments like these had to be savored.

“You look like—like a goddess,” I said.

 I didn’t say it because I thought it was what she wanted to hear or because I felt it was what I was supposed to say. I really meant it. She looked absolutely stunning. Her upper eyelids bore a deep shadow that gave her emerald eyes a sinister, seductive appearance. The locks of her hair had been meticulously fitted into an elegant chignon. The dress hugged her svelte body. As she walked towards me, her breasts jiggled slightly under the fabric. She twirled, showing me the smooth skin of her back exposed in the slit. She was everything I had ever wanted in a woman. So close, yet . . .

“I hope you like it,” she said, interrupting my thoughts. “You picked it out. Tell me. How does it feel knowing that your dream girl is going to be on a date with another man who will be groping me all night in this sexy dress, and then coming home to fuck my swollen cunt?”

Instinctively, I looked at the floor. 

“It hurts, Goddess.”

She reached out and thoughtfully raised my chin. “Yes. It does hurt knowing that the woman you love is going off to fuck another man—a more worthy man—doesn’t it?”

“Yes, Goddess.”

“Most people think submission is all about whips and chains. But the mark of a whip will linger for only a couple of weeks at best. Emotional pain doesn’t work that way. Marks in your psyche last much, much longer. And I intend to make my marks last a lifetime. Aren’t you lucky to be in the hands of such a skilled and knowledgeable domme?”

“Yes, Goddess. Thank you, Goddess.”

“Oh, you are quite welcome, Pet. While I am gone, I want you to be a good boy and not touch that little clit-stick between your legs, okay?”

“Yes, Goddess.”

“Oh, I almost forgot. After we return and Kyle leaves for the night, I have a little surprise for you. But if you jerk-off, you’ll ruin all the fun.”

“I won’t touch myself, Goddess.”

“You better not, Pet.” She strutted to the door with a runway model’s stride. Before closing the door, she added, “And, Pet? Light some fragrance candles in here, so it smells nice when I come home with my date.”

She grabbed her coat off the rack and slammed the door shut before I could offer a reply.










*	*	*










While Melanie was out on her date, I watched TV, played a computer game—really anything I could do to keep myself from thinking about masturbating. After about an hour, I gave up on the squabble-box. Every commercial had some scantily clad girl to tease me further. The apartment permeated with the scent of apple cider. I couldn’t shake the embarrassing notion that Kyle would know I had lit the candles while they were out. Surely he wouldn’t think Melanie had lit them before she left. What would he think? What would I think if I was in his position? Hey dude, thanks for keeping the place smelling nice. Excuse me, while I go fuck your roommate. I felt a fresh knot in my stomach twist with pain. I took another antacid and began my third activity of the night: pacing. I wasn’t sure how many times I trudged back and forth in the living room before I heard the terrifying sound of metal keys wrestling against one another. I glimpsed down the hall, but I realized I didn’t have enough time to make it to my bedroom. The door swung open, and I found myself plopping down on the couch and picking up a random book just so they wouldn’t find me standing around like a fool lost in his own apartment.

They walked in.

“Reading on a Saturday night? Is it any good?” It was the same sonorous voice that I had heard the night before.

I looked down at the cover: A Walk to Remember. I wanted to shoot myself. I glanced out at the balcony and pondered how bad a forty-story fall could really be.

“Don’t make fun,” Melanie said. “Phil is an avid reader. He just can’t get enough of his romance novels. Right, Phil?”

I winced out the most painful smile of my life. “Just trying out different genres,” I mumbled, almost inaudibly. I looked up at Melanie’s date. Kyle had Photoshop good looks and steel-beam shoulders. You could have plucked him out of any superhero comic book. 

“Hey, that’s cool, bro! I’m Kyle by the way.” Kyle stuck out his hand and grinned like a shyster ready to sell me a used car. It was like shaking hands with a bear. Kyle placed his arm around Melanie, his hand groping across the dress I had picked out for their date.

“Phil, we’re going to my room for a bit, but I’ll see you later,” Melanie said, her voice raising a tad on the last word.

I went to my room while they fucked. I couldn’t stand the idea of saying goodbye to Kyle after he had had sex with Melanie. He would know that I knew what they had done. Melanie’s faint moans became louder as I sat on my bed, dreaming of what it must be like to be inside her. Someone knew, I thought. As I sat there alone, Kyle kissed, grabbed, and fucked the deep nether regions of my goddess’ temple—violating her, pleasuring her. I knew I was experiencing what every willing cuckold before me had felt. It was an ambivalent mix of shame and excitement that felt so wrong and so right. I blew out a lungful of hot air as the cries next-door crescendoed into something barbaric. After a few minutes of silence, I heard Melanie’s door swing open and the exchange of hushed words and light kisses before the front door closed. 

Melanie came to my own door and opened it.

She had on a pair of silk pajamas that didn’t reveal much skin, but I could see her face was damp with sweat. Her hair was pulled back in a ponytail as if she had just gotten out of the shower or gone for a run.

“Did you have fun in here all alone, my Pet?”

“No, Goddess.”

Melanie laughed like a warden standing before an unsatisfied prisoner. “Ohhh, I’m sorry. You’ve missed your Goddess, haven’t you? Well, why don’t I play with you now? How would you like that?”

“I would love it, Goddess.”

“Then take off all your clothes and kneel in the corner for me. I will be right back with your reward for being such a good pet this week.”

I took off my clothes and returned to the corner where I had started this journey. It felt like a long time ago. I contemplated all that had happened in just one week as I stared at the beige wall.

“Since I had a date,” Melanie said from behind me. “I thought it was only befitting if you had one, too. Stand and turn around, Pet.”

At first, I thought it must be a joke. A life-size blowup doll was lying on my bed.

“Her name is Melanie.”

This was a level of sadism I didn’t believe Melanie was capable of. The doll even had dark hair and green eyes. 

“What am I supposed to do with it?” I asked, my voice a few octaves higher than usual.

“Why fuck it, of course. I want to watch you have sex.”

“Goddess, I don’t think I can—”

“What? Is she not pretty enough for you? She has big breasts just as you like. And look. Her mouth is open wide, ready for a cock to fill it.”

“Goddess, please.”

“You can either fuck her or wait another week until you cum.”

I didn’t try to argue any further. Melanie offered me her spit again, and I began tugging on myself to get hard. Melanie allowed me to look at her as I jerked. I started to move toward the doll, but Melanie stopped me.

“Hold on!” She took out a condom wrapper. “I don’t want you two to have unprotected sex.”

As I rolled on the condom, I knew her degradation had no bounds—she had given me a magnum size condom. Of course, it was way too large.

“What’s wrong, Pet?”

“It’s too big, Goddess.”

“Oh! Yes, of course! Silly me. Those are Kyle’s condoms. Here. Put these on.”

I rolled the new condom over my shaft and moved again over the doll in missionary position. 

“A little foreplay would be nice,” Melanie suggested. 

Each time I thought this couldn’t get any more humiliating, it did. I bent down and began kissing the doll’s plastic lips while I caressed her air-pocket breasts. Melanie chortled behind me. After a few minutes, I slipped my little pecker inside and began fucking the blowup doll. The gapped mouth of the doll stared back at me as I began thrusting my hips. I closed my eyes and imagined the real Melanie. 

A few minutes later, I exploded.

“Good, bitch. Now flip open that condom and lick it clean.”

My arousal had plummeted after the orgasm. The reality of the scene came crashing down on me. The idea of eating my cum out of a condom might have seemed hot a few seconds ago, but now it was only repelling. Melanie sensed my hesitation and placed a concerned hand on me.

“This is where submission gets difficult. This is what separates the slaves from the wankers.”

I nodded, collected myself, and unwrapped the condom. Melanie rubbed my head as I licked up the cum, saying, “Good, Pet. Good, Pet.” The vile tastes of semen mixed with latex made licking cum off Melanie’s boots seem like a fine wine. 

“All done?”

“I think so, Goddess.”

Melanie inspected the used condom with a surgeon’s eye. “There’s a little left in here, but that’s okay.” She smirked and wiped the condom across my face. “I want you to leave that on your face while you sleep. Maybe next time you’ll be more thorough with your cleanup. And I suggest you sleep well because tomorrow is Sunday—discipline day. ”

As I tossed and turned, I gravely imagined what cruel tasks Melanie had planned while the cum dried and crusted against my face.
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Melanie was out for most of the day, so I was able to decompress for a few hours and relax. She didn’t tell me where she had gone and, as her pet, I didn’t feel it was my place to ask. I got a call from her, though, later in the afternoon. She told me to meet her downstairs. I rode the elevator to the parking garage and found Melanie with a huge antique trunk in the back of her SUV. It looked like a stage prop out of some western film. I estimated the trunk’s weight at about two hundred pounds, and when I picked it up, I discovered I wasn’t off by much. Melanie hurried me along as though I were her work mule. 

“Pet, we have to get you into the gym. Sitting at your desk all day has made you a flabby couch potato.”

I grunted, “Yes, Goddess.”

I dropped the chest in the elevator and shook the stabbing pain out of my hands.

 “Did you enjoy your time out, Goddess?” It was a weak attempt at baiting her into telling me what was lurking inside the box.

“Oh, I had lovely time. I suppose you want to know where I went?”

“It’s none of my business, Goddess.”

“No, you’re right about that. But I will tell you anyway. I went to visit an old friend of mine, so I could borrow a few things.” She nodded toward the chest. “Just a few items to assist us during our time together.”

The elevator doors opened.

I hobbled down the hall with the crate wobbling in my throbbing arms and into the apartment. Melanie was right. I was completely out of shape. Only a few years ago, I was running track and field in college before quitting during my junior year to concentrate on academics. Now I could barely carry a chest to and from an elevator. Melanie had me place the chest in her room and then sent me away to get ready for my first discipline session. As I removed my clothes, I felt my stomach clinch and my breaths came out in short, quick bursts. I was very familiar with a domination scene, so I knew what to expect. I had watched hundreds, maybe thousands of them, online. But I had never experienced it. I knew the sight and sound of a rattan cane swooshing through the air made my groin throb better than any playboy shoot could, but I had yet to feel that same cane landing across my own flesh. While I couldn’t say for certain, I imagined there was big difference between the two.

I would soon find out.

“See if this is your size,” Melanie said. She tossed me a leather thong. I inspected the strange article and noticed it had decorative spikes, except the manufacturer had mistakenly put them on the inside. I was about to alert Melanie of the defect, when I figured it out. The spikes weren’t for decorations. Grudgingly, I stepped into the thong and pulled it up around my waist. The spikes weren’t very noticeable until I started walking around. I made a conscious effort to take rigid, careful steps. 

“You move like a duck in that thing,” Melanie quipped. “But it looks like the right fit. How do those spikes feel, Pet?”

“It stings a little, Goddess.”

“I bet. If you’re a bad boy, maybe I’ll make you wear it to work. It has a harness that goes over your shoulders and hooks onto the thong and can be locked, so you can’t take it off. I’d make a healthy wager that after wearing it for a day you would think it stung more than a little.”

I told her she was probably right. The thought of Melanie locking me into the prickly thong caused my pecker to grow. I bent over in pain as the spikes dug into sensitive flesh. 

“Be careful, Pet. You have to control your arousal in those. I suggest you try and think of pure thoughts while I’m changing. Whatever you do, don’t think about my naked body in the other room. I’ll meet you in the living room in a few.”

I went into the living room and knelt, waiting for Melanie. The sky had darkened, and the lights were turned down to a seductive dim. But I knew there would be no cuddling or sweet kisses tonight. This was about pain. This was about suffering. Along with an obvious trepidation, I also felt a sense of honor. Tonight I would suffer for my Goddess’ pleasure and prove my devotion to her. This was my place and purpose. I couldn’t believe I had denied such a key part of my psyche for so long.

Melanie entered the room a few minutes later. She opted for the headmistress-look with a white button-up blouse and a black pencil skirt. Her breasts stretched the satin away from the buttons enough that it was obvious she wasn’t wearing a bra. I was fairly confident I would have been able to see her nipples and areolas through the fine material had it not been so dark in the room.

“I want you to come to my room, Pet. I have everything set up in there, and I don’t feel like moving it out here.”

I followed her to her room, ignoring the painful stabs in my crotch as I watched her tight ass move with each step. When I entered her room, I saw an assortment of implements neatly laid out the bed—a flogger, a hairbrush, a cane, and a short whip with a cracker attached at the end.

Melanie stood by the bed. “Pet, I plan to use each of these implements on your body tonight. These are a few of the basic instruments, which I prefer to use for immediate discipline. I want you to become familiar with the pain associated with each. They are laid out in a particular order. Precisely, they are in the order that I will use them on you. We will start with the flogger. Now, I know it looks scary because of all of the straps, but this one is actually quite tame. It is a good one to warm-up with because it evenly strikes your whole bottom and back. I will introduce the rest of the implements as we come to them. Understand?”

“Yes, Goddess.” 

“Excellent. Then I think it is time we begin. You may have noticed my makeup chair has been placed in the middle of the room. Until I can get more equipment, it will have to serve as your spanking bench. Since that is where I place my bottom and where I make myself beautiful, you should think of it as a holy place.”

“You always look beautiful, Goddess.”

Melanie smiled. “Good answer, Pet. But I hope you don’t think your pandering will make me go any easier on you.”

“No, Goddess.”

“Enough chit-chat. Over the chair. Face the front of it, and put your hands on the seat.”

I did as Melanie instructed and grabbed onto the sides of the chair. The air in my lungs felt strangled as I anticipated the first blow. After years of fantasizing about this moment, it was finally here. I pushed my bottom out a little further and squeezed the sides of the chair, waiting.

I felt the first swat land across my bottom. Melanie was right. There was barely a sting made by the flogger, but from the sound it made, you would have thought skin was broken. Melanie directed the next dozen or so swats to land evenly across my rear. My backside grew warm, yet there was still no pain.

“How do you feel, Pet?”

“Fine, Goddess.”

“As expected. It’s very important to have a proper warm-up to ensure you can take the maximum amount of discipline. Consider your warm-up over.”

Melanie ordered me to stand as she grabbed the hairbrush and took a seat on the chair. She looked up at me with a cold set of eyes and ordered me over her lap. I grabbed onto the edge of the chair and bent over her legs. Melanie’s smooth thighs brushed against my crotch. The spikes pressed into my balls and crotch. I let out a small wince.

“Already in pain, Pet? We haven’t even started. You should be in ecstasy. Do you realize how close you are to my pussy? And when I inflict pain, I get so wet.” I let out another groan as my arousal caused the spikes to gnaw at delicate skin. Melanie rubbed my bottom. “My poor, Pet. You get so easily aroused around your goddess. Soon you won’t be able to get it up for anyone but me. I’m going to enjoy modeling you into my slave. It’s so rare to be able to take someone on with no training but who has the willingness to serve.”

The back of the hairbrush fell against my flesh with a smacking sound. “Do you have willingness, Pet?”

“Yes,” I told her as my other cheek absorbed the next swat. Melanie held down my backside with her free arm, while securing my squirming legs with her own leg wrapped around them. 

“I think over-the-knee spankings are so cute. They have both an intimate and humiliating quality to them. And the hairbrush just tops it off. So classic. No man would ever allow himself to be bent over a woman’s knees, held down, and spanked. But you’re not a man are you, Pet?”

“No, Goddess.”

“No. Of course, not. You should really consider yourself fortunate. You no longer need to pretend to be a man. It must be so freeing to take your place across an alpha female’s knees and be disciplined.”

“It is, Goddess.”

The next volley of blows came down hard and fast. My fingers dug into the edge of the seat.

“Breathe,” Melanie suggested as she slowed the pace. “Don’t try to hold your breath. Learn to breathe through the pain. We’re almost done with this implement.”

Almost done with this implement? I couldn’t imagine one more crack of the hairbrush, let alone three more implements. I tried taking Melanie’s advice and breathed deeply to distract myself. The last blow came down with such force that I thought I might to pass out. There was a tremendous sound of flesh and wood coming together with the shrill of my own voice. 

“Calm down, Pet.” She rubbed the cool hairbrush against the warm flesh of my bottom. “It’s just pain. Learn to work through it.”

“Y—Yes, Goddess.”

Melanie directed me to stand up. My rear felt like hot coals were being held against it. I rubbed at the sore flesh. “Come stand by the mirror, Pet, and admire my work.”

I moved over to the wall mirror and inspected my backside. A crimson hue had filled my checks with a slight purple already forming in the middle. Melanie rubbed my ass and gave it a little squeeze. “Yes, the wooden implements bruise easily, Pet. But that was just a hairbrush. Wait until you have experienced the paddle. We won’t be using it tonight. You have to work up to that one.”

“Yes, Goddess.”

“Back over the chair,” Melanie commanded. “Time for the cane.”

Nervously, I bent over the chair. I heard frightful swooshing sounds behind me as Melanie took a few practice swings. “The cane is a timeless classic and by far my favorite. There are long canes and short canes, both thick and thin. Each has its own distinct feel. This is a thin, rattan cane. I like it because its flexibility offers a nice bite.”

Melanie tapped the cane against my ass. 

“We’re going to do ten. I want you to count them aloud, Pet.”

“Yes, Goddess.”

I heard the sound of the cane splicing the air. I clinched my cheeks together, anticipating the blow. 

But nothing came. 

Melanie laughed. “Opps. I missed. Silly me. Let’s try that again.”

The next one wasn’t a miss. The cane leapt across my cheeks, leaving its searing blaze deep within my buttocks.

“Agh,” I cried, knees bending. “One.”

“The cane hurts, does it?”

“Yes, Goddess,” I said, gritting my teeth.

“Let’s see if I can strike the same spot.”

Melanie swung the cane through the air, and with a sharp shooter’s accuracy, she hit the same spot as before. I doubled over in agony as I cried, “Two,” and covered my ass to block any further blows. 

“Pet, remove your hands, and resume the position.”

“Goddess, please—”

Melanie sighed. “Pet, I’m not going to ask you again. Place your hands on the chair, put your ass in the air, and take my cane! This is just a feeling, a sensation. Learn to process the pain. Use it to deepen your submission to me.”

“Yes, Goddess,” I muttered. I removed my hands and stuck out my butt cheeks.

The third stroke snapped across my thighs like a thunderbolt. 

“Three!”

The next one ripped across my thighs about an inch below the last.

“Fo—Four!”

“How do those thighs feel?”

“They hurt, Goddess.”

“Would you like me to strike you somewhere else?”

“Yes, Goddess. Thank you.”

“Very, well. Kneel on the chair, so your feet are facing me.”

Timidly, I crawled onto the vanity chair. 

“Relax those feet, Pet.”

The cane tapped against the sole of my right foot, followed by a swooooosh, and an indiscernible pain. Instinctively, I jerked up my leg.

“I didn’t hear you count that one, Pet. I guess we’ll have to do it again on the same spot.”

“Fuck,” I muttered, unable to control my demeanor. I regretted the vulgarity at once. I was in so much pain, and the idea of taking another swat in the exact same spot against the sole of my foot was simply too much. I figured Melanie was going to curse and yell at me. But she did neither. Melanie was too unflappable to have to resort to raising her voice. 

She walked over to me and calmly stated, “You will be punished for that infraction later on. Unless you want me to turn this apartment into a CIA black site, I suggest you hold your tongue from here on out.”

“Yes, Goddess. I’m sorry. I don’t know what got into me.”

“Pet, I don’t want excuses. Just count. That’s your only job right now.”

The cane kissed the same spot on the sole of my foot like salt poured on an open wound.

“AGH!” I cried. “Five!”

“Very good. See? That wasn’t so hard. All you had to do was count. The ‘agh’ is unnecessary, but if you’d like to add it, that’s certainly your prerogative. Now, I think this other foot is feeling left out, so let’s give it some attention, shall we?”

“Yes, Goddess.”

I was surprised when the sixth stroke felt rather mild compared to the last one. I confidently counted, “Six.”

“So stolid, Pet. Those endorphins must be kicking in. Let’s make the next stroke on the same spot and get those feel-good chemicals really pumping.”

I whispered, “Yes, Goddess.”

“AGGHH,” I screamed when the next blow landed. But I refrained from letting out any more obscenities. After a few seconds, I realized I had forgotten to count and quickly uttered, “Seven.”

Melanie let out a wicked giggle. “Almost forgot, Pet. I thought I was going to have to give you a third swat on the same spot.” 

The notion made me dizzy. Melanie had me climb down from the chair and ordered me to assume the previous, bent over position. “Three to go, Pet. I’m going to make these last ones all on your behind. They are going to be the hardest yet, so steady yourself. After each one, in addition to counting, I want you to also say, ‘thank you, Goddess Melanie.’ Understand?”

“Yes, Goddess.”

The cane struck across the upper region of my bottom. Pain crashed through my rear with the force of a freight train. “Eight! Thank you, Goddess Melanie.” The next blow came soon after, landing across my thighs. “Ni—Nine. Thank you, Goddess Melanie.” I steadied my body. The intense pain lingered for a good ten seconds, but I reminded myself that I only had one more to go. One more. 

The last swing of her cane rained down like a flaming sword, right in the middle of my beaten behind. “TEN! THANK YOU, GODDESS MELANIE!”

“Excellent, Pet. Though, there’s no reason to yell. I’m right here.” Melanie held the cane in front of my face. I wouldn’t have been surprised to see blood dripping from it. “Kiss the cane, Pet.” I offered light kisses to the instrument that had just caused me so much agony. I stood up, my knees wobbling beneath me. 

Melanie set down her cane and picked up the whip. It was short, but I had no doubt to the misery it was capable of inflicting. 

“Pet, some whips are capable of breaking skin. Others can even make you pass out from the pain. While this one is far from a bullwhip, it is still a formidable little implement. Stand by the chair, and place your hands behind your head.”

Melanie took a few light practice swings across my back before the ominous pause came. 

I waited. 

A thunder-like snap echoed across the room, instantly followed by a walloping pain that shattered through my upper back. My knees bent, but I remained in position. Melanie ran her fingers over the wound as she studied the mark. “Two more,” she said, returning to her whipping position. The next blow wrapped across my ass checks. I fell to the ground, rolling into a fetal position. Melanie didn’t object. She let me process the pain, and when I had composed myself, I weakly stood up.

“Last one, Pet. Let’s make it count.”

The last strike came down across my back with the bite of a viper. I fell again to the floor and cried out. Melanie stood over me, her green eyes peering over my beaten body. “Pet, your weekly discipline session is over, but we still have your punishment to continue with.” I moaned in objection. Melanie ignored my disapproval. “I think we should make it a short punishment. You’d like it to be a short punishment, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes, Goddess.”

“Then stand up, and spread those legs.”

I climbed to my feet and saw, to my horror, that Melanie was removing her heels. I knew what she was planning to do. It was too much. 

“Melanie, I can’t—”

“You can’t what?” Melanie interrupted. “You can’t take a kick to your balls? No, you can. You just don’t want to. But if you truly desire to serve me, you will. And hopefully, you’ll remember not to use derogatory language in front of me. I am a lady and your goddess. You’re lucky I’m not doing this with my heels on. But I will allow you to remove your thong.”

I realized there was no point in resisting her. I slid down the thong and opened my legs. Melanie held her head high and pivoted a foot forward. She took a quick step, and I saw the flash of her foot swinging up into me. Her foot slammed into my groin with the force of the Big Bang. My vision darkened for a moment as a wave of pain that was almost nuclear bore through me. 

My body crashed to the floor with a thud.

“I think I made scrambled eggs out of those balls, Pet.”

I moaned in agony as the sick, stomach-twisting pain bellowed up all the way to my throat. Tears formed in my eyes as Melanie laughed. She stuck her foot in front of me and commanded me to kiss the implement that had punished her balls. I bent over and laid feverish kisses onto her foot.

“Don’t get greedy, Pet. Let me inspect your backside.”

I rolled over, still on the floor. Melanie’s hand moved across my beaten body. Her touch felt so tender it was hard to conceive she was capable of such sadism. Throughout the discipline, her voice had never lost its sweet, seductive tone.

“Yes, that bottom will be sore for a number of days. And your back is nicely striped. How does it feel to be branded by your goddess, Pet?”

“Wonderful, Goddess.”

“Well, up on your feet. I want you to go to your bedroom and lay face down on the bed. I will be by in a second to tend to your wounds.” 

Melanie came into my room carrying a bottle of lotion. My ass was on fire by now, nerves sounding their painful alarms. She squeezed a generous amount of the lotion onto her hand and began working the cold cream over my battered rear end. “You did good, Pet. Except for the one outburst. Now you have an idea of what to expect each week. Not every discipline session will be the same. Some sessions will be focused on pain and can involve anything from corporal punishment like we did tonight to cock and ball torture. I may humiliate and degrade you. Or I could decide to tease you with my luscious body and deepen your lust for me. Each will serve as its own purpose and test of your submission to me as well as stripping you of your ego. You are far too proud and concerned with your own needs. Submission is a kind of spiritual transcendence. When you learn to embrace the lower levels of subspace, you will be able to divorce yourself of your own emotional and physical desires.”

“I want to go there,” I told her, unprompted. I couldn’t believe Melanie Sutton, my goddess and the love of my life, was massaging my ass. She was both beyond the cruelest and sensualist domme I had ever envisioned. I felt that she truly cared about me as a sub, even when inflicting pain. It made me want to suffer that much more for her.

“Oh, you will, Pet. I will take you there. You will experience levels of love and devotion that you’ve only dreamed of before now. But, in order to do that, I will have to break both your body and your mind. All you have to do is submit to my will. You don’t need to think nor object. Just trust me to take you there.”

“I trust you, Goddess. I trust you.”
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By morning, the bruises were in full view along with a dull, aching pain. I found myself squirming at work during most of Monday. Tuesday was even worse. By then, the wounds had passed into their itchy state, driving me to the brink of madness. I tried shifting in my seat to ease the discomfort, but my wool boxers only made things worse. I went to the restroom stall so many times to scratch myself that I thought HR might wonder if I was snorting lines of coke off the commode. However, the worst part wasn’t the itchiness. It was the arousal. Melanie had been clear that she didn’t want me touching myself. I was doing my best to obey her wishes, but I didn’t know how long I could last. I was accustomed to masturbating about five times a week. And with the domination scenes, my arousal was at an all-time high. Melanie, though, seemed to be aware of my struggles. She approached me Wednesday night about it.

“Pet, how are you doing with your self-imposed chastity?”

“I haven’t touched myself, Goddess. But I’m worried I’ll eventually be unable to control myself.”

Melanie nodded. “I appreciate your honesty, but you should have brought this to my attention sooner. Hold on until Friday. I think I have a solution.”

I didn’t ask what the solution entailed. The workweek rolled by. Friday night we met up after work. Melanie had gotten home before me and had already changed into a pair of skinny, True Religion jeans with high heels and a tank top that ended just above her belly button. Her ass and slender stomach held a teenage firmness. Melanie grabbed her leather jacket.

“Pet, we’re going on a field trip tonight, and we have to leave now. If you’re hungry, take a couple slices of bread and a bottle of water. Otherwise, let’s go.”

I grabbed a Ziploc bag and stuffed it with three slices of stale bread. Melanie waited by the door, checking her watch as I went to the refrigerator to fetch water.

“Today, Pet. I’m trying to help you. Because you seem unable to control yourself, I have to give up my Friday night.”

I could only find a half bottle of water, but I snatched it and ran. Melanie and I rode the subway to wherever she was taking me. The subway car was crowded with couples heading out to enjoy fine dining and romantic evenings with one another. I looked down at my bread and began listlessly chewing a slice.

“Feeling a little self-pity?” Melanie asked, keenly aware of my thoughts.

“No, Goddess.”

 I took a bigger bite of the bread to prove my point.

Melanie folded her arms, smirking at me. “I think I may decide to put you on a bread and water diet this weekend. I think a little humility would do you some good. Or maybe, I’ll have you eat dog food. That would change your attitude, wouldn’t it?”

The man sitting beside us glanced up from his newspaper with an expression that said, only in New York City. I was beet-red by the time we arrived at our stop. Melanie led me into an old tenement building. 

She buzzed one of the apartment numbers.

A soft, feminine voice answered. “Yes?”

“Hey, Gabriela. It’s Melanie.”

“Oh. Hey, girl! I’ll buzz you right up.”

A latch, hidden within the steel door, retracted. We walked up a few flight of stairs that were worn-down from years of tenants’ comings and goings. At the end of a hall, Melanie knocked against a door. I heard a series of locks being unlatched before the door finally swung open. A beautiful Spanish girl welcomed us. She was shorter than Melanie with big, brown eyes and one of the best smiles I had ever seen. She was the type of girl that guys probably fell hard and fast for.

“Mel!” She gave Melanie a welcoming hug. “It’s been so long. How have you been?”

“Oh, just fine. Work is work, but I’m glad to be done with school.”

“I’m so proud of you. You always were the brainiac. And you’ve got yourself a little slave, I see!”

“Not a slave. He’s just a pet for now.”

“Oh, he’s cute.” Gabriela batted her eyelashes at me. “You definitely want to get him restrained. You guys come on in.”

Gabriela’s apartment looked like a cross between a gypsy’s fortune telling room and a hippie den. Long stranded beads hung from every doorway, the smells of burning incense permeated ad nauseam. We ventured down a narrow hall, passing a giant, three-foot tall glass bong and a spiral black-light poster. Gabriela offered us a seat on a pair of vintage sofas in the living room. 

“So I need it to be completely tamper-proof,” Melanie said.

Gabriela nodded. “Well, no chastity belt is totally inescapable, but rest assured, if your pet cuts it off with a hacksaw, you’re gonna know.”

My heart moved a few inches up into my throat. I wasn’t sure if I had heard correctly.

“No, I understand, Gabby. But I want it to be as restrictive as possible. How long do you think it will take to make?”

“Hmm. Usually it takes several weeks. But for you, I can have it done by Sunday.”

“Gabby, you’re the best! Did you hear that, Pet? Gabriela is going to specially make your chastity belt.”

Still in shock, I croaked out a, “Thank you.” 

Gabriela swatted the air. “It’s nothing. I just need to get your measurements. Mel, is it okay if I—”

“Oh, certainly. Pet, remove your clothes so Gabriela can measure you.” Melanie turned to face her friend. “He’s a little small downstairs. I hope that won’t be a security issue.”

Gabriela shook her head. “Not at all. Most submissives have small cocks. The belt is specially designed to work with that kind of physical handicap.”

I blushed as they discussed my ‘physical handicap’. I laid my slacks over the sofa and started to unbutton my shirt. Gabriela had already grabbed a steno pad and a tape measure. She began taking measurements with the meticulousness of a seamstress.

“Gee, Mel. You really beat this boy’s behind.”

Melanie shrugged. 

“It was our first discipline session. His skin will toughen up after a while. Actually, I went pretty easy on him this time.”

I could have begged to differ, but I decide it best to keep my mouth shut.

“And where did you say you met him?”

Melanie rolled her eyes. “He’s been in love with me for a number of years. Isn’t that right, Pet?”

“Yes, Goddess.”

“I can’t blame you,” Gabriela said. “Mel is a gorgeous girl.” Gabriela set down the measuring tape and scribbled onto her steno pad. “Okay, I think I’ve got all of the measurements I need.”

“Thank you so much,” Melanie said. “How much do we owe you, Gabby?”

“Well, considering we’re friends, I’ll only charge you fifteen hundred. How does that sound?”

“It sounds more than reasonable. Pet, pay the kind woman her money.”

I looked up in surprise. Melanie hadn’t told me anything about paying. I grabbed my trousers and fished around for my wallet. I hoped she took credit.

“Do you take plastic?” I asked.

“Of course.”

Gabriella took my credit card and swiped it across a Square Reader attached to her phone.

“This thing is great,” she told Melanie as she punched in the amount. “I really like using it with chastity slaves. I have them stroke to the edge, and then make them pay for an orgasm.”

“Oh, that’s brilliant. I never thought about charging for an orgasm.”

“I have an extra one if you’d like to try it out. Hold on. Let me run get it.”

I signed my name with the stylus as Gabriela went to another room. Life as I knew it seemed to fly away with the signature. This was all happening too quickly. It was one thing to be placed into chastity, but charging me for orgasms—I felt that was too extreme.

Melanie placed her hand on my arm. “Trust me, Pet.”

I took a few breaths and started putting my clothes back on. Gabriela came back with another Square Reader and gave it to Melanie. They talked for a few minutes as Gabriella installed the application that went with it and showed her how it worked.

“Mel, I’d advise you to milk him at least once until the belt arrives, preferably tonight. I don’t think he’s going to be able to last until Sunday. That little twig of his has been at attention since you guys got here. You can also tryout the Square Reader. I’m sure your imagination is more than capable of coming up with a few interesting scenarios to use it with.”

“I’ve already thought of few,” she said. 

They both laughed, ignoring my presence.

I finished my bread as we rode the subway back to our apartment. It was late by now. Melanie flirted with a passenger who kept stealing glances of her cleavage peeking out from the leather jacket. By the time we got inside the apartment, I was spilling over with arousal. Melanie threw off her jacket and told me to strip and lie down on her bed. She came in with a towel and placed it under my bottom. I was rock hard. Melanie smiled at my swollen member and went to one of her drawers. She rummaged through it and finally brought out a black pair of silk panties.

“Pet, tonight the amount of pleasure you receive is completely up to you. These are a pair of my panties. They are incredibly soft.” She rubbed them against her breasts to emphasis the point. “Would you like me to rub your aching cock with them?”

“Oh, yes, Goddess.”

“Very well.” Melanie pulled out her iPhone and attached the Square Reader to the headphone jack. “Fifty dollars. If you accept the charges, I will go ahead and swipe your card.”

Sweat ran down the side of my face. I told myself I didn’t care about the money. It was worth it. Hell, a hand job at a massage parlor costs more than fifty bucks. 

“I accept.”

Melanie grinned as she strolled over to my pants. She dug through the back pocket of my slacks and retrieved my wallet. She thumbed through the plastic cards. “Will you be using Visa or American Express, Pet?”

I couldn’t believe how exciting this felt. I thought I might squirt out a load before she had even begun. 

“Visa, Goddess.”

Melanie plucked the credit card out from its sleeve and held it before me. “Fifty dollars,” she announced before swiping the card across the plastic reader. The card made a clicking sound as it passed through the reader. Melanie punched in the numbers. “I just need a signature, Pet. Gabriela told me you could use your fingers. Isn’t that convenient?”

She held the iPhone out to me. I raised my trembling hand and etched out a mark. Melanie pressed a few more buttons and smiled. 

“It went through!”

She grabbed her panties and stretched the silk, gliding it across the sensitive area underneath the head of my cock. I moaned in ecstasy. After a few minutes of teasing the head, Melanie wrapped the panty around my shaft and began caressing it up and down with slow, gentle strokes. The smooth silk drifted along my deprived member. 

I began arching my back. 

“Don’t cum too quickly, Pet. You want to get your money’s worth.”

“Yes, Goddess,” I muttered, lost in pleasure.

“How would you like to smell the heels that I’m wearing? I’m sure they’re full of my sweat after our long trip.”

“Oh, yes, Goddess. I would love to smell your heels.”

“Fifty dollars. Would you like it on the Visa again?”

“I have to pay to smell your heels?”

Melanie stopped stroking me. 

“Well, of course. What? You don’t think my feet are worth it?”

“No, I—” 

I told myself to stop fighting. Just give in. This was the most erotic night of my life. I was ready to take the plunge.

 “I mean, yes. I’d like it on my Visa.”

“Very, well,” she said.

Melanie ran my card again. The clicking sound of the credit card being swiped across the Square Reader made my cock twitch. She held the iPhone in front of me again. I made another ineligible mark across the screen. 

“I fucking love this thing,” Melanie said as she completed the transaction. “I think you and I may have to make wallet rapes a regular thing between us. What do you think about that, Pet? How would you like to be my ATM?”

My penis jerked back so hard at the notion that I thought for sure I was going to squirt all over my stomach with no hands. Melanie laughed. “I think your little cock answered for you! Well, that settles it. You’re on and a bread and water diet this weekend. It will help you save money. At this rate, you’re going to need to set aside as much as you can.”

Melanie reached down and removed one of her heels. She placed the back of the heel over my nose, so that the open part of her shoe covered my nose and mouth. I breathed in her aroma like it was a popper. I didn’t even want to exhale—it felt as though I would be tainting the precious air.

“Drink in my perfume, Pet, while I stroke your cock. Revel in my heavenly scent. Think about how these panties have been rubbed up against my pussy and ridden between my ass cheeks as you take in the fragrance of my soles.”

I began pumping my hips. I rode the silk pussy in Melanie’s hand as I took in deep inhalations from her shoe.

 I was so close. 

“I’m going to cum, Goddess,” I muffled from under the heel.

Melanie immediately released her grip of my cock. I looked up in frustration. The heel was still fixed against my nose like a gas mask. 

“I don’t think so,” she said. “You have to pay if want to cum.”

“But I did!”

“No, you paid to have you little willy stroked. To cum is an extra hundred.”

A hundred? I thought. This was beginning to get expensive.

“That’s not fair,” I argued.

“Do you want to complain to the BBB, or do you want to cum?” 

“Cum,” I said in defeat.

Melanie grinned with the satisfaction of a sales associate who had just completed a big up-sell. Her phone beeped as the digits were entered.

 Melanie paused. 

“You swipe it,” she said, offering me my credit card.

I felt a rush of adrenaline race through my body. My head was spinning from the aroma of her heels and the dripping precum of my cock. I reached out, placed the plastic card against the Square Reader, and paused.

“Swipe it, Pet. Let me properly drain both your cock and wallet.”

I slid the card across the Square Reader in one, swift motion. The clicking sound was an aphrodisiac. It signaled my surrender to Melanie. In a haze of passion, I scribbled out a mark.

“Mmm,” Melanie said as she began stroking me again. “Financial domination is the Cadillac of BDSM. It’s such a real and raw power exchange. And what is more powerful than money? Marks will heal, ailing emotions will fade, but when I take your money, it’s permanent. Anyone who says money doesn’t matter is full of shit.  Money is independence, success, the ability to enjoy life. You just gave me a small part of that, Pet. You surrendered some of your independence, success, and personal enjoyment, so I could have it instead. Isn’t that so fucking hot?”

I gave a nonverbal answer. 

I exploded into her panties, hot cum drenching the silk fabric. I cried out. In the last week, I had experienced both the most intense pain and pleasure of my life. The two opposite spectrums of sensation came crashing together as one.

Melanie had me lick up the cum from her panties and told me to hand wash them until all of my filth had been removed. I floated off to my bedroom that night and slept better than I had in ages.
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“I have another date with Kyle tonight, Pet, so I need you to straighten up my room while I’m gone. And wash these sheets so that none of your subbie germs are left on it.”

“Yes, Goddess.”

“Oh, and seeing how Kyle enjoyed the dress you picked out for our last date so much, I think you should select another outfit for me. But I don’t want you to select what I’ll be wearing while we’re out. I was thinking you could select something sexy for me to wear in the bedroom. I have quite a collection of fine lingerie that Kyle has yet to see. He keeps ripping off my clothes before I even have time to put on anything else. But I want tonight to be special.”

“I’d be happy to pick out your lingerie, Goddess.”

Melanie opened a drawer and revealed her collection. She stepped aside and let me pick through the delicate articles. They were mostly Agent Provocateur—not cheap stuff. There were plenty of baby doll outfits and camisoles, but I found myself drawn to a garter belt. The garter belt crisscrossed around the hips with a glossy, satin material. I settled on a matching nude-colored bra and panties. 

“Nice choice, Pet. I have some stockings to go with it. What’s even better about the lingerie you picked out is that I can wear it under my dress, so I don’t have to worry about changing when Kyle and I get home. We can just get straight to fucking.”

“Yes, Goddess. I’m sure he’ll enjoy it.”

“Oh, I know he will. I think it’s so erotic to be conservatively dressed on the outside with gorgeous, feminine lingerie underneath. I think I’ll wear the panties over the garters, so when we get home I can just pull them down and let him have me. Do you think he would enjoy that, Pet?”

“Yes, Goddess. I know I would.”

“I know you would too, Pet. But remember your status. Beta males don’t get what?”

I cleared my throat. “Beta males don’t get grade-A pussy like yours, Goddess.”

“No, they don’t. And they also don’t get to look at it either, so gather these sheets and get down to the laundry room. I have to start getting ready. While the sheets are washing, I want you to come back up here, so I can give you your final instructions for while I’m away.”

“Yes, Goddess.”

I removed the sheets and laid the comforter to the side. As I was walking out of Melanie’s room, I paused and turned around.

“Goddess?”

“Yes, Pet?”

“I was wondering if . . . well, if I could pay for your date with Kyle tonight?”

Melanie’s smile beamed across the room.

“Of course you may, Pet. I think that would be a wonderful gesture. I’ll bring the receipt home, and we can use the Square Reader together.”

As I rode the elevator down to the laundry room, I kept the laundry basket held in front of my erection. I started the sheets on a wash cycle and headed back upstairs for Melanie’s orders. She called me into her bedroom.

“Pet, I need you to help me with my dress,” she said.

I nearly fainted. Melanie was standing before me in nothing except for the lingerie I had picked out. The straps of the garters hugged against her ass as she stepped into the dress.

“Just zip me up, dear.”

She had just showered, and I could smell the sweet, youthful scents of exotic fruit. The zipper began just below where the garter belt hugged her lower back. My hands quivered as I pinched the black dress and pulled up the zipper. I then drew my hands away from her as though she were a forbidden idol.

“Thank you, Pet. Now, while I’m gone I need you to, of course, finish up the sheets. Then I’d like you to give the room a romantic feel. Try lighting a few candles and having some soft music playing. And lay out a condom on the bed. They’re in the drawer over there. And remember that you’re to continue to consume bread and water only.”

“Will Kyle think . . .” I tried to find the right words that wouldn’t seem impertinent. “Well, won’t Kyle think I was the one who set everything out? He’ll know candles and music weren’t going the whole time you were away.”

Melanie sighed. “That’s very insolent of you to say. Why are you so concerned with what Kyle thinks of you? You should care what I think—how I feel.”

“I’m sorry, Goddess. It’s just so humiliating. Doesn’t he think it’s strange that we’re roommates and—” I trailed off, unable to find the right words. 

“What? You mean does he wonder how a heterosexual male could live with a stunning woman like myself without trying to fuck her?”

“Yes,” I admitted.

“Of course! That was the first thing he asked me.”

“And . . . what did you say?”

Melanie laughed as she debated whether to tell me. “If you must know, I told him you were gay.”

“Gay!?” It was the first time that I was genuinely angry with her. Melanie had crossed the line. It was one thing to play this game behind closed doors with only her and me, but now she was involving other people. What we did was none of this Kyle guy’s business. How long would it be before she started dropping by work to let my coworkers know what I was up to in my personal life?

Melanie glared at me, her brow furrowing contemptuously. “Okay, fine. I’ll tell him the truth. I’ll tell him you’re my bitch who does whatever I want. I’ll tell him that you eat your cum for me and lick my shoes, and how you fuck a blowup doll because you’re not man enough to get real pussy. Oh, and I’ll definitely tell him to order whatever the fuck he wants for dinner tonight since my bitch is picking up the tab. How would you like that, Pet? Maybe you should tell him when he comes here tonight. We’ll all sit down and clear the air before dinner.”

I couldn’t keep eye contact with the scorn I saw in her eyes. I studied the floor as I spoke. “No, Goddess.”

“Your uncouth behavior will not go unpunished. I will deal with you when I return. And so help me God, if this room doesn’t look like the fucking Taj Mahal when I get home, I’ll tear your balls off and feed them to you.”

Melanie stormed off, ripping her wool coat off the rack and slamming the front door. My anger swiftly morphed into regret. Melanie had tried to protect me, but instead of being grateful, I had lashed out at her and spoiled her mood before she left for her date. I was no slave. I could barely pass for a friend. I set out to make things right. If I ever wanted to serve Melanie again, I would have to step it up. Starting now.

I found the candles and strategically placed them around the room, turning off the lights to judge their luminance. After several rearrangements, I had them burning with an even glow. I fetched Melanie’s iPod and found a station on Songza perfect for sex—there was a whole category to choose from under the listing, ‘Getting Lucky’. I grabbed my coat, ran down to the laundry room, and moved the sheets into the dryer. After setting it to ninety minutes, I headed out onto the streets.

It was a cold November night—the kind where manhole covers and mouths alike exhale billows of steamy breaths into the arctic air. Only a week before, a warm front had passed through, but now, Old Man Winter seemed poised to stay. Hoar frost, sharp as diamond blades, stuck to traffic poles, morphing them into icy daggers—stars hovered like frozen water droplets draped from some invisible branch. I shivered as a gale ripped through my useless trench coat. My feet moved quickly, scampering across the lonely sidewalk. I remembered a package store up the block that sold roses. It was an odd mix—booze and flowers, but I guess if you drank enough, you’d soon be buying totems begging forgiveness.

Neon beer signs decorated the front windows of A1A Liquors like Christmas lights. I passed through the front door and into the welcoming warmth of the store.

“Can I help you find something?” asked the cashier. He was a wrinkled old man, finishing up counting the day’s cash drop.

“Roses,” I said, still trying to regain the feeling in my lips. “I thought I saw them a while back when I was passing by here.”

“Sure,” the clerk said, drawing out the sound of the word as he walked to the edge of the checkout counter. “Got a few fine roses right over here. Got a good deal on a dozen. Twenty-five dollars. Or three apiece. Best prices in all of Manhattan.”

I only wanted the petals. I wasn’t sure if Kyle would appreciate the gesture, but I knew Melanie would adore walking into her room to find rose petals covering her bed. I knew I had to get creative and go above and beyond her expectations.

“I’ll take the dozen,” I said.

“Fine choice, my lad. And how about a bottle of wine to go with these roses?”

I hadn’t thought about wine. I figured I could use every ploy available.

“I’ve got a nice bottle of Cabernet Sauvignon behind you,” the man suggested, pointing over my shoulder.

I turned around. A bottle of wine with a three-digit price tag stared back at me.

“Can’t go cheap on a first date,” he warned.

I peered back over my shoulder. “What makes you think I’m going on a first date?”

The storeowner chuckled. “Son, I’ve been in this business long enough to know that a dozen roses and those nervous, darting eyes of yours equals a first date.”

My frozen cheeks warmed up to that. I saw there was no sense in arguing with him. I wasn’t going to tell him that it was actually the third date—only I was the cuckold, not the bull. I grabbed the bottle and placed it on the counter. As the storeowner rang up the purchase, I pulled out my wallet and handed him my battered Visa card. The card’s swipe unleashed feel-good signals that bombarded my brain like a pinball machine—it was well worth the money. The man courteously asked for a signature as he packed the roses into a white box.

“You have a wonderful time with your date tonight,” he said with a salesmen’s twinkle in his eyes. 

As I stepped outside, I barely noticed the tundra settling over the city. My thoughts were focused on Melanie and my submission toward her. I hoped she wouldn’t be cold out on her date, but I trusted Kyle would keep her warm. I picked up the bed sheets on my way up to the apartment. For the next twenty minutes or so, I made the bed and plucked off the rose petals, dropping them onto the soft fabric as I had seen done in countless romantic flicks. I wasn’t sure if the room would live up to the standards of the Taj Mahal, but it was pretty close. I imagined Kyle setting Melanie down over the rose petals and entering her. My cock flicked upward at the lewd image, begging for attention. I decided it best to wait in my room until Melanie and her lover returned. I had some work stuff from the office to wrap up, anyway. I broke out my laptop and opened up Excel. 

It was impossible to concentrate. I weakly fought away the temptation to open my Internet browser. But the cursor seemed to float across the screen like a planchette on a Ouija board. My index finger double clicked. I hadn’t looked at porn since Melanie and I had begun my training. But tonight, I couldn’t help myself. Rationalizing thoughts pounded my cortex. I won’t masturbate. I’ll only look. Even if I do touch myself, I won’t cum. Even if I do cum, the chastity belt is coming tomorrow and that will be the end of masturbating. 

I wondered if this was the way alcoholics thought before throwing away their lives for ‘just one more’. I typed one of my favorite sites into the address bar and tapped the Enter key. The page loaded, but instead of seeing scantily clad girls, I was greeted by a big, yellow exclamation mark and a terse message: Access to this site is denied—Please contact your administrator for approval. Yeah, I knew I was pretty much fucked after that.  Melanie had installed some kind of Net Nanny-like software onto my computer. Again, she was working several steps ahead of me. 

No longer was I concerned with porn. I had a much more grave realization. I didn’t know much about these types of software. I was an adult and had no kids to worry with, so there was really no need. But I knew that at work when someone tried logging on to a blocked site, such as, Facebook, Twitter, or Backdoor Gals, somewhere in IT a log was kept, recording the activity. I had no doubt Melanie would know. She had probably setup the parental block just to catch me trying to look at porn as much as she did it to bar me from it. I would have to tell her and my balls ached at that notion.

Melanie came home a few hours later sounding full of vigor and cheer. She was laughing over something Kyle had told her in the hall. 

“Oh, look how beautiful it is,” I heard Melanie exclaim. She had no doubt discovered my handiwork. I sighed, knowing it was all for naught. The knob to my door rattled. Melanie entered, warm with approval.

“Well, I must say—I’m impressed, Pet. You did a fine job in there.”

“Thank you, Goddess.”

“Why the long face, Pet?” Melanie tilted her head as she studied me. “Did my, Pet, do something naughty while I was away?”

“No. Well, yes. I tried too, but—I tried looking at porn!” I blurted out.

Melanie rested her purse on the top of my dresser. 

“And were you successful?”

“No, Goddess. I didn’t touch myself either!”

“So, because you were unsuccessful that makes it okay? Is that the lesson you’re taking from this?”

“No,” I said, backpedaling. “I just had a moment of weakness.”

Melanie shook her head in annoyance. “Yes, you are weak. No disagreement there. I will be so glad when your chastity belt arrives. Gabriela was right. You’re out of control. But that doesn’t mean you won’t go unpunished. I can see that pain hasn’t straightened you out, so perhaps humiliation will be more effective. You do seem rather sensitive to it.”

“What do mean?” I asked.

“You’ll soon find out, but first, we have a bill to settle.” 

Melanie reached into her purse and pulled out her phone along with a wrinkled-up receipt. She unfurled the receipt and looked it over. “Tonight’s meal was one hundred and twenty-three dollars, plus a thirty dollar tip. Not too bad.” She jammed the Square Reader into the top of her phone. “Will you be paying with Visa again, or have we maxed out that one already?”

Melanie knew my Visa card wasn’t maxed out. It had a ten thousand dollar limit. She was just trying to goad me. And it was working. I handed her my Visa card. Her manicured nails plucked it from my hand and drove it across the Square Reader. The phone jingled like a slot machine as she entered the bill.

“Just need your John Hancock, Pet.”

I scribbled out my name as I tried adding up the amount I had spent in the last couple of days. With the chastity belt and last night’s cash rape, I was up to nearly two grand in two days. For some, that amount would have been nothing to sweat over, but for me, it was a week’s gross pay. And, in Manhattan, 100K didn’t get you far with student loans racking up interest.

“And what do you say, Pet?”

“Thank you, Goddess.”

“For what?”

“Thank you, Goddess, for letting me pay for your date with a real man.”

“Oh, you’re quite welcome, Pet.”

Melanie raised my chin until our eyes met. “Pet, I’m going to make you suffer for disobeying me. Tonight I will mark your mind instead of your body.”

I didn’t object. Defying her had gotten me nowhere. I followed her to the bedroom to accept my mental lashings. Kyle sat on the bed as we entered. He looked at Melanie and me with an inquisitive expression.

“Phil and I have something to discuss with you. Actually, Phil has something he would like to tell you.”

I felt my knees go weak. The room and everything in it felt unreal, as if the logical part of my brain had taken refuge. 

“I—I mean we.” 

I looked over to Melanie for guidance.

“Kyle knows I was a dominatrix before, so just spit it out.”

Kyle shrugged. “Yeah. Melanie told me about her freaky-side, but I’m open-minded. Are you like one of Melanie’s slaves?”

Melanie broke in. “No, he hasn’t earned that privilege, and the with the way he’s behaving, I’m not sure he ever will. Tell him what you are.”

I wiped the hair and sweat away from my forehead. 

“I’m a pet,” I croaked.

“And?” Melanie prodded.

“And a cuckold.”

Kyle smiled at Melanie. “I thought you said he was gay.”

“No. I’m sorry. I fibbed. My Pet has quite the infatuation with me, actually.”

Kyle rose to his feet, his chest lurching above my eyes. “Oh, yeah? So you wanna fuck my girl, huh?”

“Yes,” I admitted.

Melanie walked over to Kyle and slid herself into his outstretched arm. 

“But he’s not going to,” Melanie assured him. “It would be like fucking a little boy.”

They both laughed at me as I trembled. 

So that was it. Melanie saw me as little boy. Not even an adult.

“Pet paid for our date.”

Kyle turned back to face me, grinning.

“Yeah? I would have bought a few more drinks if I knew shrimpy here was picking up the tab.”

“Next time,” Melanie said, rubbing Kyle’s chest. “Next time. Pet loves paying for our dates and knowing a real man is sexually pleasing me.”

“You have no idea what you’re missing,” he told me. Kyle gave Melanie’s ass a squeeze. She rose up in her heels and whispered something into Kyle’s ears. 

“Oh, that’s fucked up. But I like it. Are you sure?”

Melanie nodded. 

“Pet, we’ve decided to offer you a treat. Though I’m not sure why considering the way you’ve behaved tonight.”

“What is it?” I asked.

I now felt genuinely afraid.

“You’re going to watch a real man pleasure me and fill my holes.”

“He’s not going to be jerking is he?” Kyle asked.

“Oh, heavens no. We’re going to tie those naughty hands to a chair. Pet, take off your clothes, and bring a chair in from the dining room that has some arms on it so I can restrain you.”

I removed my clothes and brought back a chair, still in a surreal state, and fell into the seat. The room felt cold, and I suddenly realized how flabby and weak I was next to Kyle’s impeccable body. Melanie rummaged through the borrowed antique box as Kyle removed his shoes. She pulled out a couple of pairs of handcuffs. They didn’t look like the cute kind bought at a sex shop.

“Now if you scratch the armrests of that chair by pulling on these, the chair won’t be the only thing with scars after I get through with you.” 

I nodded and placed my still shaking hands up onto the armrests. The gears of the cuffs produced a tk, tk, tk, tk, tk sound as they snapped shut. My little pecker was already swollen. Melanie gave it a little squeeze and whispered, “Tonight, Pet, you’re going to see how a real man fucks and stretches a woman’s pussy.” Melanie moved her hand down to her crotch as she spoke. Her lips were inflamed with passion, and I had little doubt she was wet down below.

“Thank you, Goddess.”

Melanie smiled, arched her head back, and spat in my face. 

“You’re welcome, Pet.”

Her spittle struck me below my left eye and ran down my check like a fallen tear. Melanie gave me a final smirk as she moved toward Kyle. She unfastened his belt and pulled down the zipper. In one sweeping motion, she reached into his boxers and pulled out his massive, swollen member. I watched Melanie Sutton—miss 4.0, miss borderline prude—take the head of his cock into her mouth. Deep throating wasn’t possible given his size, but Melanie swallowed a good two-thirds of it before her eyes filled with tears.

“Mmm,” she moaned, taking the cock out of her mouth and allowing her tongue to swirl around the head and across his elongated shaft. “Now this is a cock,” she said, gripping the base as she sneered at me. Kyle placed his hand against the back of her head and encouraged her mouth to take his manhood into her throat until she gagged again. Kyle wiped away her falling tears and allowed her to catch her breath between gags. They went through this routine several times until, finally, Kyle picked her up by the hips and placed her down on the bed. She giggled and shuffled over the rose petals until her head found the pillows. Kyle went to the dresser to retrieve a condom, but Melanie protested.

“Not tonight, Baby. I want you to feel my pussy without any obstruction. Plus, I have a surprise for you. Pet picked out something very special for you to enjoy.” With that, Melanie peeled off her dress and revealed the Agent Provocateur ensemble I had selected earlier. Kyle stared at Melanie’s centerfold body with the savage hunger of a sex-deprived barbarian. He moved his burly hand up her stockings until his fingers traced across the garters.

“You have good taste, Pet,” Kyle murmured. He didn’t turn to look my way. I was nothing now but a pet—an object to be ignored. It was their time. My role was to watch in envy, and I considered myself lucky to have that privilege. Melanie squealed with delight as Kyle’s fingers kneaded the fabric covering her clit. 

“Already wet,” Kyle remarked.

Melanie bit her lip. “I’ve been wet all fucking night.”

Kyle slipped a hand under her bra as their lips met. I licked my own lips, imaging the unimaginable. I reflected on what it would be like to kiss her, to move my tongue inside her wet mouth, and draw in our breaths as one. I watched them kiss for several minutes. Melanie’s eyes were closed as her tongue swirled inside Kyle’s mouth. She sucked on his lower lip, drawing the delicate flesh between her teeth and giggling. Kyle brought her closer, holding her small frame in his strong grasp. Melanie began fondling his balls as they continued to French kiss. Kyle unclipped her bra and tossed it onto the floor. I squirmed in my seat to get a better view, mindful of the cuff’s movements. Despite the missing push-up bra, Melanie’s breasts appeared larger than before. Her nipples protruded to attention as Kyle bent over and kissed them. Melanie exhaled soft moans as the foreplay continued. The rose of her cheeks inflamed with a sincere passion.

“Fuck me already,” she said. “I can’t wait any longer.”

Kyle ripped off her panties and started to throw them it off to the side before Melanie stopped him.

“Wait,” she said. Melanie grabbed the panties out of his hands and hopped up from the bed, her pussy in full, unobstructed view. She was shaved bare with only the smooth lips of her sex dripping with desire. “Pet, I want you to know what you’re missing.”

She stood over me, her breasts inches from of my face, the folds of her swollen pussy teasing me to come inside. She placed her panties over my face until the crotch sat over my nose and mouth, but without covering my eyes. The smell was hypnotic—a fine perfume that couldn’t be bottled or sold. 

“You may lick and smell my juices all you want. But just know you will never enter me.”

She dipped a crooked finger between her trickling lips. When she brought her finger out, it was covered in her excretions. She pulled the panties to the side and fed me her warm juices. Melanie laughed as I sucked on her finger.

“I’ve bet you’ve never tasted anything that good, huh, Pet?”

I shook my head as I savored her offering.

Melanie took her finger away from my mouth and moved to the bed to receive her own pleasure. Kyle waited for her with his unfaltering hard-on. Gently, he slid his member into the soft warmth of her sex. Mindful of her small frame, Kyle patiently allowed Melanie’s pussy to open up enough to take his cock. When she had almost gotten it all the way in, Kyle began moving his hips with tender thrusts. Melanie cried out in pain as her pussy continued stretching. I didn’t think she would be able to fit all of it in her tight pussy, but after a few minutes of persistent effort, her pussy widened and accepted Kyle’s mass. I knew then that even if by some wild stroke of fortune Melanie did want to be with me sexually, I would never be able to please her. Her pussy had been permanently stretched out to take real cock. My five-inch (rounded-up) pecker could never please her. It would barely have been able to rub against the walls of her vagina. I looked down at my inferior dick. It stood at attention, dripping with precum as if to say, “Me, too! Me, too!” But there would be no pussy for it except the steel one that would be arriving the next day.

Kyle lifted Melanie’s legs over his shoulders and entered her deepest regions. She cried out as his pelvis smacked against her thighs. A wall of muscle stood out before me and did things to her, things that I had only fantasized about—and would, only fantasize about, I reminded myself. He moved like a stallion with both power and grace while I moved with weak clumsiness trying to steal a peak at her pendulous breasts. The two lovers switched from missionary to doggie position. Melanie’s tits bounced as the force of Kyle’s cock drilled through her body. Her hands clinched the sheets as her face contorted into an expression of too much passion. The mascara ran down the sides of her face as tears of ecstasy fell. Her eyes turned glassy as the inebriating tension built. She screamed out as Kyle came deep inside her, spilling his alpha seed to meet her alpha egg, all while my beta precum dribbled out to meet the cold air.

Kyle collapsed on top of Melanie as they embraced one another with soft, after-sex kisses.

“Mmm, baby. That was wonderful,” Melanie said. Kyle gave her a final kiss before delicately removing his half-flaccid cock from her, which even in its limp state was nearly twice the size of my own. “You fuck me so good, baby. God I love having your cock fill my hole.”

Kyle offered her a proud smirk. “Your pussy’s so tight. Every time I worry we won’t be able to get it in.”

“It will stretch out over time,” Melanie reassured him. “I can already notice that when I get wet my pussy automatically opens wider than before. I guess my pussy’s becoming a size queen!”

“Well, don’t worry,” Kyle said. “This cock ain’t gettin’ any smaller.”

I shifted uncomfortably in the chair. Or maybe I was just begging for some attention. My little pecker stared at the ceiling as my nose huffed the potent scent of Melanie’s crotch. With the panties over my face, I felt there wasn’t a chance my pecker could ever get soft. The pheromones trapped in the silk panties were an aphrodisiac that trumped even the Square Reader’s clicking song.

“I presume my Pet would like to cum now?” 

“If you want me to,” I said.

 In truth, I was dying to cum. Not literally, of course, but Melanie knew all that. She never asked a question she didn’t know the answer to—I was sure of that by now.

“What do you think, baby? Should I let Pet here shoot a cum puddle for us?”

Kyle shrugged. “There ain’t much to see.” Melanie guffawed in firm agreement. “But I don’t know—you’re the expert on this stuff. I’m just a spectator.”

“Very well. He doesn’t deserve it—that’s for sure. But if I don’t let him cum, I’m afraid he’ll stay up all night humping the bed. I could lock the spiked thong on him. But I’d imagine he’d find a way to cum in them despite the pain. No, I’d rather he cum my way, under my supervision. Tomorrow can’t come soon enough. I’ll be so thankful when I don’t have to spend my time babysitting that lecherous little pecker of his.”

Melanie pulled off one of her stockings and moved in front of me. I waited for her to unlock the handcuffs, but she reached down to my crotch instead. “Like I said. I want to supervise your cumming tonight, and that means no touching for you. So just sit back, and enjoy the show.”

I sensed a ruse at work, but I did as Melanie said. What other option did I have? Kyle stood in the corner with an expression that was a mixture of curiosity and intrigue. She wrapped the stockings under my balls and made a firm knot with them. After securing the makeshift cock ring, Melanie removed her other stocking and began stroking my shaft with soft brush strokes. The strokes were so light they felt cruel. I found myself humping her hand just to get some traction. 

“No!” Melanie shouted as she slapped my balls. I retreated toward the rear of the chair and closed my legs to avoid another blow. Melanie stopped stroking me and gently separated my legs. I braced myself for another swat, but Melanie picked up where she had left off with smooth, methodical motions with the hosiery in hand. She picked up the pace after a few minutes. All night, precum had been pouring out of my cock at such a steady pace that I half-wondered whether any cum still remained inside my aching balls.

“When you’re almost there, I want you to tell me,” she said.

 I nodded as a trickle of sweat rolled down my forehead before being swept up by the panties still strapped to my head like an uncanny helmet. She picked up the pace further, fast rhythmic caresses up and down my shaft. I licked my lips and inhaled the scent of her sullied panties. I was getting close. Not quite there, but I was certainly rounding the corner to that wonderful finish line.

“Almost there,” I told her. 

“Yeah?” 

“Y—Yes. I—I’m there!”

The attenuated fabric withdrew at once. I groaned as my little pecker twitched. Melanie snickered with delight. 

“Ohhh. Your poor little pecker didn’t get to cum.” 

A drop of white film boiled out the top of my urethra. Melanie waited a few seconds to be certain the brief period of insatiable sensitivity had passed before she scooped up the small droplet of cum with a her French manicured nail and fed it to me. Kyle had left the room by now. For a moment, I thought he had left the apartment all together, until I heard the shower running.

“Please,” I begged.

“Please? Please what?”

“Please let me cum, Goddess.”

“Mmm. I don’t know. I’ll stroke you again, but I have to decide how I feel about that. Just let me know when you’re close, and we’ll see how I feel.”

“Yes, Goddess.”

This round, there was no warm-up. Melanie stroked me like pistons firing at full speed. It didn’t take long before I was there again. And I mean there. Right on the edge, certain my orgasm would propel the white stuff so hard the neighbors would file a noise complaint after it struck the ceiling. I thought about not telling her, but it was a fleeting thought. I knew such an infraction would earn me a beating that was likely to end with me in a bloody pulp. Melanie was cruel when she was in a good mood. I didn’t care to see her when she was truly pissed-off.

With a bit of reluctance, I told her I was close.

Melanie kept pumping away. I felt the building pressure begin to release. My balls had unleashed their payload, and it was moving vehemently towards my shaft. This was going to happen. I was going to cum. By God, I was going to shoot the biggest load of my life. 

And I did. 

Well, sort of.

Melanie withdrew her hand as the first speck of sperm spat out. The creamy geyser exploded into the air and onto my stomach and chest like splatters from a gun wound. My little pecker jolted in violent spasms. But I felt no pleasure. None. Nada. And despite the grand release, I felt only a modest relief in the arousal department.

“A ruined orgasm,” Melanie explained in a very pleased-with-herself kind of tone. “I couldn’t think of anything more befitting. It solves the problem of you cumming tonight, but without giving you a reward that you most certainly do not deserve.” 

My body shuddered in the chair as the sticky, hot mess ran down my abdomen before getting strangled in my pubic hair and the stockings knotted around my groin. Melanie’s panties were soaked from my perspiration. I wanted to cry. The ruined orgasm wasn’t painful. On the contrary, it was painless. But I was expecting pleasure. I realized Melanie had revealed to me another side of sadism. My own expectations and sense of entitlement could be used against me. She didn’t need implements. She didn’t need humiliation. I wondered how many levels of sadism she could inflict. 

Melanie left the room briefly while I regained my composure in the chair. She returned with a spoon and a devious grin.

“Clean up time,” she said merrily.

I groaned in disapproval.

“Oh, Pet. It isn’t that bad. You know, I could have made you eat Kyle’s cum, so don’t whine. I’m really being pretty easy on you.”

The notion of eating Kyle’s cum was so revolting that I almost wanted to call the whole thing off right then and there and go back to my boring, sexless life of crunching numbers and kissing corporate ass. 

But as Melanie began spoon-feeding me my warm seed, I returned to that docile place of obedience where only the here and now mattered. Whatever would come tomorrow was of no concern to me. Melanie was my goddess and the one I entrusted. She would lead me to the places I couldn’t go alone. And despite a small sense of unease, I knew that she would take me to where I needed and wanted to go. 

After the cum had been cleaned off my body, Melanie unlocked the cuffs and removed the panties from my head. I rubbed my wrists, bright red from the scrapping metal. Melanie ordered me to bed as the shower stopped running. I had barely pulled the covers over my shoulders, before I heard the bed creaking from the other room—and the escalating, feminine cries of successive orgasms.
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As we rode the subway, I couldn’t help but feel as though I were riding to a prison of some kind. I’ve never been to prison, mind you, but I imagine the squirmy, head-racing way I felt in the scooped, plastic seat of the rail car must be awfully similar to the mindset of fresh fish being hauled on their first trip to the big house. Melanie, though, seemed filled with the jolly spirit of a five-year old on Christmas morning. She read one of her women’s magazines with a placid expression. I forget which one she was reading; to me, they all look the same. This one was slapped with the eye-grabbing headlines: THE SCIENCE BEHIND WHY MEN CHEAT and 69 WAYS TO TICKLE HIS PICKLE.  If the headlines weren’t enough to titillate the passerby into a sale, the cover girl made certain the curious shopper would regret foregoing her morning egg whites for a Krispy Kreme. Read her secrets on page 94!

“Are you excited for the big day?” Melanie asked, flipping a page.

“Yes, Goddess,” I said, chewing on another piece of stale bread. “I’m a little nervous, but I’m glad I won’t have to worry about fighting my urges anymore.” I had serious doubts about not having to ‘fight my urges anymore’, but I tried to sound optimistic.

“Oh, why are you worried, Pet? You’ll be safe and snug in your new belt. It will be uncomfortable at first, sure, but after a while it will be like wearing a ring—you won’t even know it’s there.”

“I’m sure you’re right, Goddess.”

“Of course, I am.”

The subway car hauled the usual Sunday crowd: weekend shoppers, starry-eyed tourists with giant foldout maps, baked kids in beanie hats. I wondered how many of them were strapped down under their boxers with chrome wear. I laughed out loud at the whimsical thought.

“Something funny?” Melanie asked, still absorbed in her holy book of femininity.

“No. I just had a funny thought. I wondered how many people in here have on chastity belts.”

Melanie sat down her magazine. “And?” 

“Well, I’m sure the answer is zero. That’s why it’s funny. It’s an absurd notion that I thought about seriously for a second.”

Melanie sighed. “The question is not how many have chastity belts, but how many want them. Or even better, how many would want one if they knew about them or a girl like me was willing to hold the key. I’m no pollster, but I’d say five-percent wouldn’t be too far off the mark.”

Melanie went back to her magazine. She had made her point crystal clear. I was about to do something that a lot of people wanted to do but didn’t have the cojones to go through with. But imagining every male in the subway car sporting metal briefs still gave me a chuckle.

It was before noon when we arrived outside Gabriela’s apartment door. She greeted us with the same Latin fanfare as before. Today, the smell of incense competed with pluming wafts of high quality pot—hydro as the kids are calling it these days. Some sketchy-looking Goths shuffled through the main hall with glassy, blasé eyes filled with the cannabis’ signature crimson hue.

“Don’t worry,” Gabriela said after we passed the stoners. “We’re going to my bedroom where it’s private.”

Gabriela closed a heavy door behind us and turned the latch to an antique lock. We could still hear the potheads outside her bedroom as they listlessly made their way into the hall, heading, undoubtedly, to the next toke gathering.

Melanie spoke first. “Please tell me the belt’s ready.”

Gabriela swatted the doubt away with an open hand as she moved toward the closet. “Girl, what do you think I’m running here? Chastity belts may be a cottage industry, but I run things here tighter than a Nike factory.”

What she brought out looked like a chrome jock strap. In front, there was a single lock where the three ends of the belt met. The waist piece came together similar to any ordinary belt while a separate metal tube encase the penis, which was attached to the belt and ending somewhere near the prostate. The tube locked in place by two metal chains that ran up each butt cheek until it was finally fastened on the backend of the belt. It looked secure. Very secure.

“Oh, my God, Gabby! It looks freakin’ awesome.” 

“Thanks, Mel. It’s definitely one of my best works. I almost wanted to keep it for one of my own slaves.”

“Pet, you ought to thank Gabriela for her fine craftsmanship. You’re a very lucky slave. You’re getting the Rolls Royce of chastity belts.”

“Thank you, Gabriela.”

Gabriela looked over to Melanie, frowning. “I prefer Mistress Gabriela when a slave in training is addressing me. Gabriela is reserved for vanilla friends and other dommes.”

“I’m sorry, Gabby. He’s very new and still doesn’t know all of the protocols. It’s my fault for not training him properly.” She turned to me with a sneering expression. “Pet! Address the lady properly.”

“Thank you, Mistress Gabriela,” I said at once. I was surprised to hear Melanie taking the blame, but I wondered if it was just for polite show. I had little doubt I’d be punished for her misstep later on.

“That’s better,” Gabriela said. “Now, I’ve provided you with two keys as I do with all procurers. However, since we’re friends, Mel, I can hold on to one of the keys for emergency situations. Besides, I’ve found, through experience, that what usually happens when I give out two keys is that one is worn by the domme while the other is poorly hidden somewhere that the sneaky sub can go snooping around and find. I believe in having a key for emergency situations, but I don’t for desperate situations.” 

She finished the last line looking at me squarely. I couldn’t argue with her. If the tension built over a long enough period, I could imagine myself tearing through the apartment like a crackhead trying to find a misplaced rock. I felt somewhat relieved to hear her blow my plans before they got me into the kind of trouble certain to end with pain and more pain.

“No, I agree with you, Gabby,” Melanie said. “I think you holding on to one of the keys would be a great idea. And maybe you could help assist in Pet’s chastity training. I know he would be honored to have such an experienced mistress assist him. Wouldn’t he?”

Melanie turned my way. I wasn’t about to stumble a second time. “Yes, Mistress. I would be very honored to have your guidance.” I nodded to her as affably and subserviently as I could muster.

“Splendid,” said Gabriela. “I think you will be glad to have my help, Mel. I find chastity slaves to be especially needy. Give them five days of being locked up and suddenly they’re crying for release at all hours of the night.”

“Don’t worry. Pet’s whining will do him no good.”

“Yes, but remember he will need to be cleaned at least every couple of days, preferably every day. There’s a little hole in the tube for his urine to drip out of, as well. Oh, and be careful during the first weeks of training. He may experience chaffing as his body is becoming accustomed to the belt or if adjustments to the belt’s sizing are required. However, I have a stellar record at producing glove-fitting belts, so I don’t think that will be an issue.”

Melanie smiled. “Well, I think it’s time. Pet, are you ready to be locked up?”

I felt like I was cliff diving for the first time. I stepped out. 

“Yes, Goddess. I’m ready.”

Gabriela unlocked the device and spread the waist piece open. She placed it on the floor and had me step into it like I was trying on a dress. After raising the waistband, she snapped it shut. The metal felt snug against my hip, but it was surprisingly comfortable. The belt curved around the sides of my waist and hips so the metal wouldn’t dig into my hipbone as I moved around. Gabriela may have seemed like a mistress of the potheads, but she had a firm understanding of the male anatomy and mechanical engineering. Gabriela scooped up the dangling crotch piece and lowered my little pecker into the tube. Next, she attached the crotch piece to the waistband and slipped the metal lock over the hasp. The lock snapped shut with a clink! 

Gabriela stepped back to admire her work.

“So how does it feel?” Gabriela asked.

I took a few steps to try it out. There was some pressure on my pelvis, but nothing serious. The belt was certainly tight. There would be no sneaking in any funny business with it on. I didn’t have to try to tamper with it to know that. 

“It’s barely noticeable,” I admitted.

“The tube looks awfully big for his little pecker,” Melanie said. “Are you sure it shouldn’t be smaller.”

“Oh, no,” Gabriela said, her voice suddenly shifting into that of a concerned sales person sensing buyer’s remorse. “The size of the crotch piece has no effect on security. I make them larger on purpose. See, with it being larger than his penis, he has some room to grow, though not too much. And because the tube is curved, he will never get a full erection. Just a semi-erection that is mind-bendingly frustrating.”

“Interesting,” Melanie said.

“Yes, I discovered that if you totally deprive a male of his erections, he begins to give up, and while the frustration never completely ends, it does dissipate. This way, the male is kept at optimal frustration, which in turn means optimal submission.”

“I love it!” Melanie said. “Gabby, you are the most devious of them all!”

“I do have my ways.”

They both laughed and continued talking about the ‘male’ as if I were some kind of zoo animal. Gabriela warned Melanie to add lube under the belt when we got home to prevent chaffing until my body became fully accustomed to wearing the device. As we made our way out of the apartment, I almost forgot I was wearing the belt.

“Gabby, you have to stop by next week. Sunday is Pet’s punishment day. I would love to have you join us.”

“I’ll have to check my schedule, but it sounds like fun, so put me down for a maybe.”

“I will.” 

Gabriela turned to face me. “You have fun with your belt, and enjoy your punishment tonight.”

Gabriela gave me a familiar wink before closing the door.
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When we returned to the apartment, Melanie had me fetch the bottle of lube I had poorly hidden in my room. 

“You won’t be needing that for wanking anymore,” she said.

I shivered as the cold lube dripped across my waist and beneath the belt’s waistband. I had to suck in my stomach to feed the lube under the constricting metal. I thought it would have been easier to remove the belt, but Melanie thought I looked so cute in it that she didn’t want to take it off me so soon.

“Is my little iron maiden almost ready?” Melanie yelled from her bedroom.

“Yes, Goddess.” I squirted the lube along my hips and worked it in the best I could before hurrying over to Melanie’s room. When I entered, my little pecker felt not so little anymore. It strained against the steel as I stared at Melanie donned in a black latex bodysuit.

“Meow,” Melanie said, clawing at the air. “I look like Cat Woman, don’t I?”

If my little pecker could bend metal, the chastity belt would have looked like a crushed soda can. Her hair was pulled back in a ponytail, and her boots rode up close to her knees. Everything about her was slick and tight.

“Pet, what have I told you about eye-fucking me.” My lurking eyes shot downward, but I knew it was too late. “I have been much too lenient with you. At first, I thought allowing you to view my exquisiteness would enhance your submission, but now it’s just downright rude.”

“Sorry, Goddess.”

“Sorry, sorry, sorry! That’s all I ever hear out of you. Get over here, and bend over this bed.”

I shuffled to the bed, ready to be disciplined. Melanie ripped my pants down to my ankles. I waited for the first blow, but she seemed to be standing behind me, perplexed by something.

“Well that certainly won’t do,” she said. “I guess we will have to remove your chastity belt if I’m to punish you. I can’t have these chains getting in the way.” I sensed her moving toward me before she stopped. “Or perhaps we could leave it. Pet, stay here. I will be just a moment.”

I didn’t have the faintest idea what she had in mind. I was just grateful not to be spanked. And I figured CBT was out of the question, as well. Not that the belt shielded my balls. On the contrary, the slim design of the crotch piece made them protrude to the sides of the tube. You could poke at them for sure, but adding weights or administering kicks wouldn’t have been feasible. I knew Melanie liked to have fun during my punishments, and endlessly poking at a pair of balls would have gotten old in a hurry. I counted myself lucky. Maybe the chastity belt would be more of a sentinel than a warden.

Melanie went to her closet as I remained facing the opposite wall. I could hear what sounded like straps being pulled taut. A few seconds passed before I heard what seemed like a plastic mustard bottle being squirted. Lube, I thought. It has to be lube. But that didn’t make sense. This was supposed to be a punishment. Lube and punishments don’t usually go together.

Her boots clicked across the floor until they stopped behind me. A trickle of sweat ran down the side of my temple. I didn’t brush it away. The steel mesh of the chains dug into my butt checks as Melanie’s hand encouraged me into an angular position over the side of the bed. She didn’t say a word. The only sounds now were the rapid intakes of my own breath. I could see her shadow stretched over the bed—a shadow that engulfed my own.

It came at once and without warning. I felt the alien sensation probing against my ass. My sphincter clamped shut as I jumped forward, shrieking like a little girl about to be raped. Melanie grabbed me by the hips and held me still. My arms shook from the strain of supporting my upper body. Or perhaps it was just fear.

“Shhhhh. It will go much easier if you don’t fight it.”

God she even spoke like a rapist. But she had me obeying. I knew there was no escape. Not really, anyway. I could either take it or call the whole thing off, and I hadn’t gone far enough down the proverbial rabbit hole to be content with my current explorations. I was willing to go further—just a little further.

Melanie’s strap-on was willing to go a little further, too. I steadied my legs and pushed my ass back into a willing position. Melanie’s hands parted my cheeks and, slowly, she entered me. At first, the wet silicone pushed against my hole without success. 

“Relax,” Melanie said. “Take in a deep breath. When you exhale, I will push it in. I’ll only go in a tad. We’ll take it slow, okay?”

“Yes, Goddess.”

I did as she said, and when I released my breath, the strap-on pierced me. 

“Is this a virgin ass?” 

I told her it was.

“Oh, well, I will have to try and go easy on you then. Most virgins aren’t able to take a seven-inch cock.”

She pushed it in deeper. Flesh burned as my ass stretched for her cock. Melanie reminded me to breathe, and the process repeated. After several deep breaths, I felt the strap-on slide all the way into my ass.

“Once you get it in there, it isn’t so bad, is it?”

“No, Goddess.”

She was right. My muscles began to relax and submit to the strap-on. She pulled out halfway, then pushed it in again. Her thrusts were gentle and mindful that she was fucking a virgin.

“How does it feel to have your ass fucked by a goddess, Pet?”

“Full. It feels very full, Goddess.”

I was surprised when she laughed.

“Well, I should think so. I’m not fucking you with a rounded up, five-inch pecker now, am I?”

“No,” I said as her cock struck against the rear wall of my anus.

Melanie grabbed the waistband of my chastity belt and rode me quicker, the latex of her suit smacking against my cheeks. “Good girl,” she said. “Take mamma’s cock.”

I cried out in a mixture of agony and euphoria. The walls of my anus were being stretched to their outer limits, but my prostate rejoiced as the strap-on gave it a deep tissue massage. I felt my own inferior cock rubbing against the metal tube, undoubtedly dripping buckets of precum. My little pecker spoke the truth. I wanted her cock. I wanted her to rip my asshole and claim it as her own. I was Melanie’s fuck toy, her cuckold, her ATM. So many roles, so many purposes, and so much precum.

Her thrusts became passionate, her cock delivering waves of pain and pleasure. I clinched the bed sheets as I watched her shadow dance in front of me. My polo shirt stayed on me, my trousers dangling around my ankles, drawn taut from my spread legs. Somehow it felt more degrading being fucked with my clothes still on me. I felt like a whore pulled off to the side for a quick trick in the park as though there was no need to remove my clothing; that gaping hole of mine would do just fine. Melanie pulled out after a while and whispered into one of my ears.

“Now I want you to ride my cock.”

I didn’t have the temerity to deny her. I pushed my hips outward and began sliding my ass down onto the strap-on. I felt like the slutty high school cheerleader fucking the quarterback. Melanie assisted by guiding my hips back onto her cock in smooth, deliberate motions. I thought I might explode if we continued much longer. Was that even possible? I didn’t know, but I suspected I might soon find out. My prostate was building up an immeasurable pressure. I suspected the precum was flowing freely by now and dripping onto my trousers below—the stain of a chastised, cuckold slut—the tears of a goddess’ weeping slave.

“Do you want to suck this cock, Pet?”

“Yes, Goddess. I want to deep throat your huge cock.”

She slid her cock out of my pussy hole and grabbed the collar of my shirt.

“On the floor, slut.”

In one fell swoop, I dropped to my knees and saw her black cock dripping with lube and the juices of my own ass. I didn’t have the time, nor the galls, to resist her. She grabbed my head and rammed her cock down my throat. Not wanting my teeth to be smashed in, I opened the hatch and sucked. The taste and smell was repugnant. I tried moving the strap-on to the sides of my mouth to avoid choking, but Melanie was familiar with that trick.

“Relax your jaw and open wide. I’ll be gentle.”

Relaxing was difficult with a seven-inch dick wedged halfway down my throat, but I did my best. The head of her cock tickled the back of my throat, sending me into gagging fits. Tears streamed down my face as I swirled my tongue around the retreating strap-on.

“It’s okay,” Melanie said.  “Compose yourself, and we’ll try it again. I want you to get good at this. Who knows? Maybe one day you’ll deep throat the real thing!”

Any alarming thoughts I had about that statement were quickly trampled by seven-inches of silicone stabbing the back of my throat. I coughed and gagged, saliva spilling out of my mouth.

“Ewww. Pet, you’re drooling like a dog. Have some decency. You’re worse than a ten-dollar, street corner whore.”

I told her I was sorry, but only a muffled apologetic gargle came out. Finally, she pulled the cock out of my mouth. My jaw remained open for a moment. I tried to close it, but the pain was unbearable.

“Ohhh, is my slut’s jaw locking up? Poor thing. We’ll have to train that ass and mouth of yours to take big cocks with ease. It’s only natural, Pet.”

I didn’t know what was natural in that moment, but I felt my submissive zones satisfied for what was perhaps the first time in my life. It felt like an ironic sense of freedom. My jaw began to relax as I worked out the strain. Melanie threw me a towel and told me to clean up the filth dripping out my ass before I stunk up the whole damn room. For a punishment, I thought I had gotten off pretty easy. But when Melanie sent me to bed, I realized her retribution had only just begun. Rubbing my prostate had brought on a flurry of arousal. I needed release. No, I reminded myself. I wanted release. I didn’t need anything but to let go of my own desires. 

I kept telling myself that as I tossed and turned for most of the night, my little pecker straining against the unyielding steel.
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Tension built over the proceeding workweek. By Wednesday, my little pecker stayed fixed in a semi-aroused state. I thought priapism might be cause of the incessant, partial erection, but after a quick call to Gabriela, Melanie assured me it was normal. And just as Gabriela had promised, I experienced optimal frustration. The metal encasing squeezed my cock and bent it downward, curving it to point toward my ass. I tried shifting the tube, desperate for any sexual sensation, but it wouldn’t budge. The belt was well made, though, so at least I didn’t suffer any chaffing or pressure points. But the torture was endless. Mornings brought raging hard-ons that prevented any hope of urinating until it went down. Throughout the day, I found myself lusting after sexy coworkers who seemed to be multiplying by the hour. The evenings brought no relief either. Those bleak hours were consumed with carnal images: breasts, pussies, fucking. By Saturday, I would have paid to screw the blow up doll. I wasn’t desperate enough to put forth that request, but if I did, I’m quite confident Melanie would have gone running for the Square Reader.

But there were benefits. I cooked for Melanie each night, and instead of seeing it as a chore or something to be done so I would later be rewarded with a session, I began experiencing immense arousal in even the most mundane tasks. Each day, I woke up early, started the coffee, and cooked breakfast as I told my member to get soft. I found myself bringing lunch to work, so that I could save money to later give to Melanie. My thoughts and actions were all focused on her. She was my purpose. And while I knew that all along, it wasn’t until I was placed in chastity that I began to feel it the way pious churchgoers must feel God.

Melanie hadn’t told me if Gabriela would be joining us for Sunday’s punishment, but she had mentioned that Kyle wouldn’t be able to make it for their usual date on Saturday. “Work stuff,” she had simply stated that Saturday afternoon. I was a little disappointed to hear it. The arousal was driving me mad, and I thought Melanie might have come up with a humiliating way for me to cum when Kyle arrived. But her next words eased any disheartened feelings. “I thought you and I could go on a date, Pet. I think it’s time you took your Goddess out for a proper meal. And I’ve secured a special event for us afterwards. How does that sound?”

When I regained my breath, I told her it sounded wonderful. A date with Melanie Sutton. Only as her chastised cuckold could this be possible. 

She had me dress in evening clothes with a sport jacket thrown over a crisp oxford shirt. While Melanie got dressed, I shined my shoes until they had the sparkle of latex. I waited in the living room for Melanie, my belt straining with excitement. A few minutes later, she came out sporting a pair of cropped jeans and a red pea coat with heels and lipstick to match. She looked more beautiful than ever in the simple attire.

“You’re driving,” she said, tossing me the keys. “I don’t want to lift a finger all night.”

Melanie’s SUV purred as I drove down 52nd Ave. She dabbed the finishing touches of her mascara as I chauffeured. The sushi restaurant Melanie had made reservations with, I knew, would make for an expensive night. The restaurant had been featured in one of last month’s fine dining magazines. I did the financial forecasting in my head as we pulled up to the valet. The tuxedo-wearing doormen foretold of a bear market concerning my immediate liquid assets.

A young kid, probably an NYU student earning beer money, greeted us. He opened Melanie’s door first before making his way around to the driver’s side. As I passed him the keys, he whispered, “Lucky man.”

I handed him a five and smiled. He was right—even though he was completely wrong. I was the luckiest guy in all of New York.  Just not in the way he presumed. As I took Melanie’s arm and led her into Sushi Massa, I felt a kick in my stride.

Cordial, soft speaking attendants descended upon us as we entered. After Melanie’s pea coat was properly hung, a waiter led us to our table and offered us cloth-covered booklets containing menus. When I saw the prices, I thought they might have been listed in Yen. And the last time I had checked the spot rate, a US dollar was getting about a hundred Yen. I figured my Visa would have to be airlifted to the collections department after this night.

“You will order us a bottle of the Pavillon Blanc,” Melanie stated, looking over the menu. “And for dinner, I will start with a california roll, a spider roll, a couple of toros . . . Oh, and since we’re splurging, let’s also get the calamari for an appetizer. You can order whatever you’d like.”

Our waiter returned. I placed the order while Melanie took in the ambiance. The restaurant reminded me of a giant fish bowl. Variegated snake plants and saltwater aquariums teeming with exotic fish lined most of the inner walls. A mellow Japanese song strummed softly in the background. Orange and yellow lights splashed a serene glow across the walls. After I had finished ordering, Melanie took my hand.

“So how does it feel, Pet?”

It was a loaded question for sure. I didn’t know if she meant the belt, the dinner—everything?

“I feel like I’m finally at peace,” I told her. 

She smiled.

“That’s good to hear, Pet. You know, every now and then we need to take a break from our roles and check in.”

I took careful note of her words. She didn’t say role-playing. Because we weren’t playing. And we weren’t acting. This was who we were.

“I’ve never been happier, Melanie—I mean, Goddess.”

I retracted my hand in shame. I couldn’t believe my slip up. I had gotten too relaxed and enjoyed too much swagger. Melanie was my goddess, not my date. Had I forgotten that already? I knew then that I could never date and serve her; the submission just wouldn’t survive.

Melanie took pity on me. “It’s okay, Pet. I don’t require perfection. I only ask that you try your very best. Do you feel you’ve done that?”

“Yes, Goddess. But I think I can further improve.”

“Oh, I know you can, Pet. And you will.”

Our waiter returned with the white wine and calamari. Melanie offered a toast. “To your submission, Pet.”

“To your dominance, Goddess.”

The glasses clanked, and we took our first sips. I started to speak again, but I stopped and filled up my plate with some of the calamari instead.

“Were you about to say something, Pet?”

“Oh, well, yes. But I realized it was probably in bad taste.”

“Pet?” Melanie raised her eyebrows. I wouldn’t be able to dodge her that easily.

“Okay, I was going to ask if you thought things were getting serious between you and Kyle. You’ve been dating each other for about a month now, right? . . . I’m sorry. I know it’s none of my business.”

Melanie didn’t snap at me. She took another sip of her wine as she thought of a response.

“So, my little cuckold wants to know if my bull and I are falling in love. Is that it?”

I took a nervous bite of the calamari. “No, I was just asking out of concern for my goddess’ happiness.”

Melanie let out a boisterous laugh, so strong she had to set down her glass not to spill the wine. “Your concern for me? Are you sure there are no other reasons, Pet? You’re not feeling a little envious, are you?”

“Of course, not. I mean yes, Goddess. But I know my place.”

Her foot slid up my leg, settling over the steel tube.

“Mmm. Do tell me about your place, Pet.”

Melanie slumped in her seat as her foot rubbed across my cage.

“To focus on you, Goddess. To serve you and submit to your will.”

Her toes found one of my balls and began massaging it.

“Yes, focus is an important principle for all slaves to possess, and yet, it is one of the most difficult to acquire,” she said. Her foot began pressing against the steel tube. I could feel the metal, slippery with my sweat, begin to shift slightly. It wasn’t much, but after nearly a week in chastity, it was almost enough to make me cum right then and there in the restaurant.

“But sometimes it’s hard to focus, isn’t it?”

“Yes, Goddess,” I said, my voice straining.

“Yes. Because you allow that clit stick between your legs to do all the thinking. Isn’t that right?”

“Yes, Goddess.”

“But Goddess has freed you of that burden. Hasn’t she?”

“Yes, Goddess. Thank you, Goddess.”

I was starting to lose myself in the sensations building below. Her foot rode me, the belt moving only a quarter inch with each press, sliding up and down. I was ready to shoot my load. I didn’t care if I made a mess and everyone knew. I wanted to cum. I was ready to cum and by god I was going to—

“California roll, spider roll, two toros,” the waiter said.

“Thank you,” Melanie said in a civil and well-mannered tone, her foot still resting under the table on my cage. “It looks wonderful.”

“And three rainbow rolls for you, sir. Can I get either of you anything else?”

“No, I think we are fine for now,” Melanie said. “We will let you know if we decide to order more.”

The waiter offered us a bow and left. I poured Melanie another glass of wine as she tried the spider roll.

“Are you excited for our festivities later this evening, Pet?”

“Yes, Goddess,” I said, still trying to recover from another lost orgasm. “I guess you’re not going to tell me what they are?”

“Specifically, no. I don’t want to ruin the surprise. But I have a feeling you will like it.”

I didn’t know what to make of her cryptic remarks. Melanie was always hard to read, and tonight was no exception.

“Don’t worry, Pet. I’m not taking you to some dungeon where you’ll be tortured all night, so relax and enjoy your dinner.”

We ate, reordered, and waited for the bill. I was giddy with apprehension. Perhaps Melanie was finally rewarding me. I had gone almost a whole week in chastity without complaining once. Surely, my good behavior warranted some kind of treat. 

The waiter returned with the bill. I opened the guest check presenter and stared at the receipt. It was close to the GDP of a few small countries. I slid my Visa under the plastic film and quickly closed it to forget about the unconscionable charge. 

Melanie smiled at me.

“Thank you for a wonderful dinner, Pet.”

I cleared away the lingering sticker-tag shock with a grunt and spoke. “Thank you, Goddess. I had a wonderful time.”

After paying the tip, we left the posh sushi bar and waited for the SUV to be brought around. Melanie wrapped her arm around me and snuggled close. This time of year, the city was full of cold gusts sneaking around buildings. I held her near, taking in her sumptuous perfume as I imagined, for a moment, that she was mine. It was a fleeting thought, and then it was gone. A bitter draft bore down on us, spraying Melanie’s fragrant hair against my face.

“I’m glad we’re going somewhere warm after this,” Melanie said, shivering.

The NYU kid brought around the SUV and parked it in front of us. I opened the passenger door for Melanie and helped her in. The kid gave me a knowing nod as he passed. Perhaps this was what alpha males did to each other all the time, I thought. A little head gesture to say, “I’m a part of the club, too.”

The engine roared and we took off, Melanie leading the way.
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“Pull into that parking garage, Pet,” Melanie said. We left the SUV and rode the elevator down and returned to the gusty streets below. We walked hand-in-hand down the sidewalk, passing the occasional couple that smiled at us. I tried looking around to get an idea of where we might be heading. But it was no use. Every block in New York is its own city. In Manhattan, a high rise could swallow up an entire Midwestern town with room to spare. Their tallest building would get lost down an alleyway. 

We turned into a hidden alley jutting between two towering columns of steel. Warm steam billowed out of a dryer vent above our heads. We tiptoed around stagnant water puddles as we went deeper into the alley. The city’s lights left us as we turned a corner. 

“Are you sure this is safe?” I asked.

Melanie sighed. “Pet, do you trust me?”

I didn’t answer except with my feet, which continued to follow her own. Melanie stopped in front of a steel door with a couple of stone steps leading up to it. She released my hand and approached the door. Her knocks ricocheted through the hollow steel like shotgun blasts. A latch squeak as someone opened the door.

A mafia-looking figure wearing an Armani suit and a pair snakeskin shoes studied us with a set of furtive, brooding eyes. “Come in,” he said in a gruff, I-don’t-take -shit-from-anyone kind of tone. 

This wasn’t a good start. 

I smiled at him, but it came out frightened and awkward. He didn’t return my amiable greeting. The door slammed shut behind us with the clamor of a dumpster lid being dropped. I felt myself jump, but I tried to play it off as straightening the lapel of my jacket. 

“This way,” the goon said, walking in front of us.

The walls were painted black, and the hall itself was even darker, the only light being a strip of theater aisle lights where the wall met the floor. A deep bass sound thundered through the walls, but it sounded like it was coming from somewhere far away. He led us to a room where he told us to wait and promptly closed the door. As I took in the setting, I thought we had taken a time machine back to the seventies. A red bulb illuminated the room. Abstract tapestry hung from the walls. Melanie sat down on a furry, yellow sofa and offered me a seat next to her. I sat down and saw our reflection in a large mirror hung on the opposite wall. I looked frazzled and distraught. 

“Where are we?” I asked.

Melanie’s hand settled on my thigh. “We are in a gentlemen’s club of sorts. I thought it was time you were rewarded for all your hard work this week. It has been a hard week, hasn’t it?” 

Melanie giggled over the pun. 

“You mean this a whorehouse?”

Melanie slapped my leg. “No, this isn’t some dive motel room rented out by the hour. It is a very exclusive club, one that you should consider yourself fortunate to be in. I had to pull a few favors to sneak us through the back since neither one of us are members.”

The fear suddenly left me, and I felt an exhilarating tingle below. This wasn’t a punishment at all. I was hoping for an orgasm, maybe a handjob from Melanie at best, but this was far beyond anything I had expected. Without delay, the door swung open, and a young girl stepped inside. She was a tall, skinny blonde in pink lingerie and matching eye shadow. She brushed the hair out of her blue eyes and smiled. “You must be Melanie and Phil,” she said, her voice soft and sensual.

“His name is Pet, but yes.”

She put a hand over her mouth. “Oh, yes. That’s right. He’s the one with the thing on his penis, right?”

Melanie laughed. “Well, it’s called a chastity belt, dear, but you can call it whatever you’d like.”

My face erupted in a hue fit to match the light. Melanie had told them. I wondered how many people here knew. Maybe that was why the bouncer at the front door gave me such a terse look, I thought.

“Should we begin now?” Melanie asked the woman.

“Yes, but we first have the matter of—um, payment.”

“Oh, of course. Pet, give me your credit card. I will settle the bill while you get to know—”

“Carolyn,” the woman offered.

“Yes. Well, Carolyn, just let me know when you are finished with him. I’ll be waiting up front.” Melanie turned to me as she opened the door. “Have fun, Pet.”

The door slammed shut, and I was left alone with Carolyn. Her eyes were filled with an ironic look of innocence. Her breasts were perky, but they didn’t have that obscenely large look that most strippers go for. 

She took a seat beside me.

“Nervous?” 

“A little,” I admitted.

“Oh, don’t be,” she said, helping me take off my jacket. She hung my coat by the door while she continued the small talk. “I take it this is your first time at an establishment like this.”

I told her it was.

“And have you always worn your—” She searched for the name. “Your chastity belt.”

I gave her the short version of the story. By then end of it, her eyes were as large as silver dollars.

“Oh, my!” she said, a hand fell over her chest. “And I thought I was adventurous.”

I offered a small chuckle. “So when are you going to remove my belt so we can, you know?”

“Oh,” she said. I sensed a bit of distress in her voice. “I thought you knew. No, I was told that under no circumstances are you allowed out of your belt.”

Hope shattered. 

“So then what are you here for?” I asked.

She gave me a wicked grin. “Why to tease you, of course.”

Seemingly out of nowhere, she produced a set of handcuffs and slapped one of them onto my wrist. In a flash, she had my other arm pinned as the second cuff snapped shut.

“I don’t want you squirming,” she explained.

 Carolyn had dropped the good-girl routine, I realized. She stood and grabbed my head, placing my face between her soft breasts and shook them. A heavy strain developed against the steel belt. She pushed my head back and reached around her back, unclasping the bra.

“So I heard you’re a cuckold and that you don’t get to have sex with girls. Well, at least not with real girls.”

She pulled the bra away, unveiling her supple breasts.

She rubbed the mounds of soft flesh as she teased me. “What a pity. I bet they don’t have these on any blow up dolls.” 

I wanted to tell her that I had experienced sex before. Sure, it had been awhile, but I was a man. I wasn’t a guy who fucked blow up dolls. But then again, what was I doing handcuffed with a chastity belt on while a beautiful girl made fun of me?

“I wanna see it,” she said, pinching her nipples. “Let’s see that awful cage that keeps you locked up and living a sexless existence.”

Her hands moved to my pants. She unfastened the belt buckle first. Her hands moved little by little, drawing out the experience. The top button of my pants popped free, and the zipper drew open. She yanked my pants down and did the same to my boxers.

“Oh . . . my . . . God!” she said. “I never imagined anything like this. How do you take a piss?”

“There’s a hole at the end of the tube,” I said.

She didn’t hide the hilarity she found in my admission. “You mean you have to sit down like a girl when you pee!” I nodded. “What do your coworkers think when you go to the restroom? That you have to take a shit every time?”

I told her I didn’t know. She shook her head, bewildered by what she was hearing.

“Well, I must say that this is a welcome reprieve from my usual services,” she said. “Vanilla sex can get so boring. And the guys I see usually don’t last more than twenty minutes with me. Of course, they all come in bragging about how long they can fuck. But you are a special case, indeed. I can use the whole time we have together to drive you wild.”

“How long do we have together?” I asked, suddenly sensing this could be an interminably long tryst.

“Don’t worry about the time. We have all the time we need.”

She removed the rest of my clothing except for my oxford shirt and, of course, the chastity belt.

She drummed against her flat belly as she studied me. The red light hid her blemishes, if there were any, and casted an alluring aura about her. 

“I want you to feel desire like you’ve never felt before,” she told me. 

Carolyn went to a boom box in the corner and turned it on. I realized where the deep bass had been coming from. Someone else in the gentlemen’s club was enjoying the same little show, though, they probably weren’t fettered at their hands and crotch area.

Carolyn began her dance, her hips swaying in seductive figure eight motions. She pulled on her g-string until the fabric dug into the crevice of her ass. I thought her rear was her best feature. It was large and plump yet still firm.

“You want this ass?”

“Yes,” I told her. I almost added goddess out of habit.

She obliged my request by sitting against my lap with her back towards me. She moved her hips, grinding the steel tube. I moaned as my little pecker swelled to half-mast. Carolyn rose from my crotch as she slid her panties to the floor.

“That’s better,” she said. “I want you to feel the warmth of my pussy as it heats up your metal tube.” She turned around to face me and resumed grinding my crotch, the lips of her pussy opening around the metal tube. The cheeks of her ass suffocated my protruding balls and, while there was some pain, I didn’t object. She raised her hips and started bouncing on top of me as if she was riding my cock. 

“Please, fuck me!” I said. The words came out like an irrepressible sneeze. “Please, unlock me! I’ll pay you whatever you’d like.”

Carolyn considered the offer.

“Hmm. I have a better idea.”

She walked over to a dresser and opened one of its drawers. She flashed me a grin as she pulled out a strap-on. 

Been there, done that, I thought. 

But she didn’t put it on. Instead, she walked over to me and placed my feet inside the hoops of the strap-on. 

“I do want to get fucked,” she said. “So let’s see what we can work out.”

She raised the dildo around my waist and pulled the straps until the device held snug. The large cock stuck out between my legs as if it were my own. Carolyn got on her knees and bent forward. 

“How about we start with a blow job? Guys say I give the best head they’ve ever experienced.” 

She didn’t wait for a response. Her lips wrapped around the dildo with refined skill. She moved her tongue up and down the shaft, holding it in place at the base.

“Mmm. Such a big cock. I bet you wish I was doing this to you.”

“Please,” I begged as the hormones and arousal invaded my brain like a parasite.

“Please, what?” she asked, taking the head of the dildo into her pink, pouty lips.

“Please, let me fuck you. Hell, just let me get off.”

Carolyn bobbed her head up and down the more worthy cock as I continued to plead for release. Her deep throating skills were Olympic-worthy. She took the long dildo down her throat without gagging or even tearing up. As she came up for air, a strand of her saliva dangled from her lip to the tip of the cock.

“Time for my pussy to get some attention.”

Carolyn straddled me, her wet cunt rubbing against my bare thigh. I knew she was enjoying this; her wet pussy revealed the truth. She grinded my leg long enough to drive home what I was missing out on before she rose up and slid her pussy over the strap-on. She moaned as the cock filled her.

“It’s so big,” she said. “I rarely get to have big cock. Men with big cocks don’t come to places like this. Tell me. How small is that locked-away cock of yours?”

“A quarter of an inch from five,” I told her, careful to be exact this time.

Carolyn snickered. “You’re really holding onto those quarter inches. Are you sure you don’t want to measure it under the metric system? You might get a few extra centimeters that were lost rounding off the quarter-inch.”

“I didn’t want to lie, and say it was five,” I said. 

“Well, that is true. You aren’t five-inches, but I still think it’s hilarious. Even if you were five-inches, it would still be pathetic. When a guy has a five-inch pecker, I try and get him off as quickly as possible, because I know there will be no pleasure for me. And girth is of no aid with a dick that short. It just can’t reach down into those oh-so-feel-good places.”

“I know,” I muttered.

“I must commend you, though, for realizing that the best thing you can do for women is to remove your tiny pecker from the pool of eligible sexual partners. It’s so unfair to us gals. We never know how big a guy is until we are in bed with them. If it were up to me, I would have every guy’s dick size available as public knowledge. That way, us gals could keep small dicks from infecting the next generation with their inferior genes. I don’t know if you’d get to list the quarter-inches, though. It might just say, ‘Under six’ for the small guys. Oh, my God! I just thought of the perfect nickname for you—Quarter-Inch!”

After Carolyn had finished giggling over my new epithet, her arms leaned over my shoulders as she brought my face closer to her breasts. “No kissing,” she said. “Your mistress was very clear on that point. However, you can look, and you can smell what a real woman is like. Obviously I’m not a blow up doll. Cause a blow up doll can’t do this—”

Carolyn straddled the cock as her hands used my shoulders for leverage. Her butt cheeks smacked across my thighs, her breasts bounced against my chest. The agony was beyond insane. I felt as though I would soon slip into another dimension of existence. I would have paid a grand just to jerk off in the steel tube. 

Carolyn brought my head to her chest, now glistening in feminine sweat. She had a strong sexual scent that drew me into submission. If she weren’t already dominating men, she would probably someday have a stable of loyal slaves waiting on her hand and foot.

“So, Quarter-Inch, how does it feel knowing that all the other men in this place are actually fucking gorgeous women like me? And they’re small dick losers, as well, but at least they get pussy. You can’t get pussy even when you’re paying for it.”

I didn’t reply. I was too caught up in watching Carolyn have sex with the dildo.  A film of discharge had already formed at the base of the strap-on. Carolyn’s nails dug into my shoulder as her back arched. She threw back her head and cried out over the music. Her moans alternated with the smacking sound of her butt cheeks, so that I all I heard was, “Oh, yes! . . . Smack . . . Fuck, yes! . . . Smack . . . Oh! . . . Smack.” As her orgasm ignited, Carolyn began grinding down on the base of the cock, filling her hole while the aftershocks rippled across her body. She opened her eyes, now glassy with elation. She leaned over me panting as she tried catching her breath.

“Wow! Your chastity belt gives the strap-on such a sturdy base to fuck. How was it for you, Quarter-Inch?”

“Frustrating.”

More giggles. She slid off the cock and fondled my balls.

“Oh, are these sore? I bet they’re just about to burst with cum. They look so heavy and full.”

“They are. Please, let me out.”

I felt like a prisoner imploring the torturer to stop. I knew it was futile, but I couldn’t stop pleading.

Carolyn sighed. “Okay, I will lick your dick once. How about that?”

She bent over and held the base of the tube. Carolyn pursed her lips before sticking out her long tongue and gently licking up the metal casing. “Ouch,” she said, drawing her tongue away with a smirk. “That tube is so hot I almost burned my tongue. There is some real sexual tension brewing under there. You better calm down.”

Her saliva remained smeared over the belt’s tube before quickly evaporating. I winced in frustration and felt tears forming in my eyes. I didn’t even want release or the pleasure of an orgasm. I just wanted the madness brought on by desire to end.

But there would be no release or relief for me. Carolyn left me with my arms still cuffed behind my back and returned a few minutes later with Melanie. I looked at my goddess with beseeching eyes. I was certain that if she didn’t have mercy on me, I would become unhinged and have an emotional breakdown right there in front of them both.

“So how did he do?” 

Carolyn shrugged. “He did okay, but he kept asking me to take his belt off even after I clearly explained that it wasn’t going to happen and why.”

“I see. Desperation is getting to you, Pet?”

“Yes, Goddess.”

“I’ve said it before, and I will say it again. You let that wet noodle between your legs rule your every existence. You need to let go, and use your frustrations as an opportunity to submit further.”

“Yes, Goddess. I know, Goddess. Thank you, Goddess.” 

I became mindless—drunk from an intoxicating cocktail of subspace.

“I think you better get him home,” Carolyn said. “He doesn’t look well. I don’t know if a male can die from blue balls, but if there was ever going to be a case of it happening, I’d say this is the one.”

Both women laughed. I looked down and noticed a slimy string of precum dripping out of the tube’s urine hole. The leak continued its slow dribble throughout the night as I slept in fits, waking sporadically through the night with a burning hard-on, aching for an attention it would not receive.
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After hardly a wink of sleep and the insatiable sexual desperation still left unfulfilled, I thought I was about a step away from being deemed certifiable. Melanie had left early in the morning (her goings a mystery to me), and I was pacing around the apartment in agony. My censored web browsing had become blessing. Without it, I would have certainly only deepened my suffering.

The trick with chastity is staying busy. Anything, no matter how mundane, is critical to keep the mind off the desire to grab a hatchet and start waling at the metal contraption. Luckily, Melanie had given me a rather interesting task to keep me preoccupied while she was out.

“I think it’s time you build an altar to worship me,” she said earlier that day.

“A what?” I asked.

“An altar,” she said. “I shrine at which you can kneel in devotion and veneration. I am your goddess, correct?”

“Yes, Goddess. Of course, you are.”

“And have you ever heard of a deity who wasn’t worship by its followers?”

I scanned my limited knowledge of theism. 

“No, Goddess. I haven’t.”

“Exactly. I am not about to be the first idol without a proper place of adulation. So get to it. When I return, I expect an altar worthy of my beauty.”

Melanie briefly explained what she was looking for and even left me some pictures of her to go up on the altar. While they weren’t explicit photos, Melanie looked like a goddess in all of them. I found myself especially drawn to a facial shot of her smiling. No one would ever have imagined the cruelty that lay behind those doe eyes or her modest smile. But her cruelty was not dealt for the sole sake of sadism or misandry. It was a device to help me submit further to her. And that was a state we both wanted me to go.

I decided to build the altar in my closet. It was a small walk-in, but it was about the only place in the apartment I had privacy besides the bathroom. And the idea of worshiping Melanie in the same place that I released my bowels seemed beyond boorish. 

I found an old tri-fold display board from a previous work project. The corrugated cardboard wasn’t in the best shape, but I felt it would do for a temporary altar. I was able to remove the lingering staples and glued-on sheets without too much impairment to the board’s glossy face. I figured a bit of careful positioning of Melanie’s printouts would cover up the lingering defects.

Her facial shot went up first, front and center. I encircled it with my favorites from the stack of photos—a shot of her standing barefoot in a park donning a summer dress, a photo taken outside a football game with an oversized jersey tied off above her stomach, and risqué pic of her hiking up an already short skirt at a party. That left two boards of the tri-fold blank, which I filled in by writing down the protocols Melanie had given to me. In the kitchen, I found a small wooden box that once held a batch of apples. I flipped it over and placed it in front of the tri-fold, adding a few candles on top. Lastly, I threw down a blanket in front of the altar to kneel upon. I stood back and admired my work. The altar had the signature look of a home project hastily thrown together with spare household items. But I reminded myself of Melanie’s words: “Pet, I don’t require perfection. I only ask that you try your very best. Do you feel you’ve done that?”

I certainly hadn’t reached perfection, but given the limited amount of time and supplies provided, I felt confident I had tried my best. 

Melanie arrived a few hours later. She didn’t come alone.

“Well, it’s so good to see you again, Pet,” Gabriela said, smiling. The emerald dress Gabriela wore gave her enough lift to rival Sofia Vergara’s cleavage. “How’s the chastity going? All locked up with no way to jerk, right?”

I offered a nervous chuckle. 

“It’s been tougher than I thought,” I said.

“Well, I heard you’ve been suffering quite a bit.”

Melanie rolled her eyes.

“I don’t know who this belt is tougher on,” she said.  “I swear—if I have to hear him complain one more time about being horny, I’m going to chop that little pecker of his off and flush it down the toilet.”

“He’ll settle down after a while. Right now, he’s like someone new to prison,” Gabriela explained. “At first they’re jumpy and pacing in their cells, but eventually they settle down and accept their plight. Subs are no different. The only distinction with a sub is that beatings are not only allowed, but encouraged.”

Gabriela lifted her eyebrows as she spoke the last sentence. I quickly tried altering the subject. 

“Did you have a nice day, Goddess?”

Melanie set down her shopping bags and sighed. “Oh, I suppose so. Though shopping can be such a laborious affair without a pet to carry your bags.”

“I’m sorry, Goddess. If I had known, I would have—”

“No need to apologize, Pet. If I wanted you with me, you would have been. Of course, you will be settling the bill with me later, won’t you?”

“Yes, Goddess.”

“Have you completed the task I gave to you?”

“I have, Goddess.”

“Well, let’s see it then.”

I stood in my room as the girls ventured into the closet. Gabriela was snickering the whole time.

“Geez, Mel! You are wicked!”

“I have my moments. Got to keep him focused on what’s important. Isn’t that right, Pet?”

 “Yes, Goddess.”

I shifted my feet around nervously like a boy kicking around dirt during a scolding. I didn’t mind Melanie seeing my altar, but there was something peculiarly humiliating about having another mistress gaze upon it. Maybe it made all of this too real. Our private affairs were becoming a public freak-fest. I prayed Melanie wouldn’t make me kneel at the altar as they watched. Though I doubted God would rush down to help me save face from my false idol worshiping.

“Pet, it’s no cathedral, but I suppose it will do for now. Let’s go into the living room and relax. I have a little game for us to play.”

Gabriela was full of knowing smiles as I sat down on the couch to play Melanie’s game. Melanie rummaged through her shopping bag until she brought out a small velvet sack that mimicked a Crown Royal bag. She gave the sack a jiggle and said, “I like to call this game Pandora’s Dice. Your fate lays in this bag, Pet. I will shake it up, and you will place your dainty little hand inside. What you pullout decides what happens next. There are all sorts of fates in here—some are of pleasure, others are of pain. Some don’t even involve you, Pet. It is a game custom made for me by a friend of mine, the same friend who loaned me the fetish gear. And it is a game that I have watched break dozens of men. Not one sub has ever been able to go through the entire deck in one sitting. But if your luck is good, you might be allowed to cum. Sound fun?”

“Yes, Goddess.”

Gabriela placed a hand on my thigh and leaned over. “Oh, I can already sense that tiny cock of his trying to get hard.” 

Her hot breath and chypre perfume taunted me as she whispered into my ear. 

“I heard about last night. I think it’s so wonderful that you are willing to sacrifice not only your manhood, but your pride along with it, just to make your goddess smile.” Her hand gripped around the steel shaft of my prison. “We laughed about you all day knowing that you were back here locked up and building your pathetic altar. Where is your dignity, Pet?”

“He has none,” Melanie said. “And any lingering traces of pride will soon be stripped away, as well. I like to remove from my pets any pesky sense of confidence or self-respect early on. He can keep the id, but the ego has to go. A slave can’t let his own insecurities or desires get in the way of serving me.”

Gabriela nodded. Melanie gave the bag a final shake and held it out to me. My arm felt heavy as I lowered my hand into the bag. I touched what felt like business cards, though, I doubted anyone’s contact information would be listed on them. I finally settled for a card at the bottom of the sack and drew it out. Melanie plucked it out of my hand before I had a chance to read it.

Gabriela stood and leaned over Melanie’s shoulder for a peek as she read out my fate. “Sorry, Pet. It’s a punishment card. A Pinch to Remember.”

“No. That certainly doesn’t sound like a pleasure card,” Gabriela said. She made a mocking tsk, tsk, sound as she shook her head. “What sort of wicked acts does that entail, Mel?”

“Oh, a variety of fun instruments. But let’s keep it a secret for, Pet.”

Melanie passed the card off to Gabriela. She read the sadistic recipe with a satisfying smirk. Melanie led me to the bedroom and ordered me to spread eagle on the bed as bondage rope was attached to my limbs, leaving me helplessly stretched like a big X across the bed.

“Here,” Gabriela said as she placed a pillow under my head. “I don’t want you to miss the show.”

Melanie returned from her mysterious shopping bags with a steel device that looked more appropriate for an automotive garage than a bedroom. 

“This is a nipple tree,” Melanie explained. She rested the stand against my sternum. A metal rod rose up about a foot off the base with a crossbar halfway up a pole. Dangling from the edges of the crossbar were chains fixed with nasty-looking clover clamps attached at the ends. 

“When I turn this knob,” Melanie said, twisting the handle. “The clover clamps rise. Are you familiar with clover clamps, Pet?”

“I’ve never experienced them firsthand.” 

“Well, what you might not have gathered while watching your fetish porn is that these clamps tightened as they are pulled.” She continued twisting the knob, drawing the clamps up like buckets rising from a well. There was power in the device. You didn’t have to hold it to appreciate the muscle harnessed in the contraption. The crossbar dinged as it struck against the top of the rod. 

The room suddenly felt cold, and my nipples stood erect as if they had heard the awful description and were trying to pull themselves free and run away. But there would be no running—for me or my nipples. The ropes held firm as I tested their strength. Turning my head to the side, I noticed the bag resting on the vanity chair. It suddenly looked bigger than before. Hours of painful fates waited in the sack, and I had no idea how long Melanie and Gabriela planned on playing this game. I realized this could be a long night. A very long night.

Melanie applied the first clamp to my nipple as Gabriela held the device steady. The clovers dangled with a fair amount of slack, but their bite was still formidable. I took in deep, shallow breaths as I shifted my eyes to the ceiling. My other nipple stung as the second clamp was attached. I tried losing myself in the ceiling’s popcorn-style stucco, but it was of little use. I cried out as a scorching pain swept across my chest. I glanced down and saw Melanie playfully flicking the clamps with her fingers.

“Oh, does that hurt?” 

“Yes,” I winced.

“Well, then this is really going to hurt.” 

Melanie began twisting the knob, slowly drawing out the slack in the chain. The crossbar squeaked as it rose up the rod. My heart thumped as the last bits of slack in the chains grew taut. I felt like the prisoner in Poe’s The Pit and the Pendulum. Gabriela watched with savage eyes, fixated on my impending torment. I knew this was the calm before the storm. In a few short moments, there would be a torrent of pain.

The chains stiffened as the tension built. The jaws of the clamps gnawed at my nipples. I bellowed in pain. Melanie halted turning the knob for a moment as Gabriella tested the chain’s tautness.

“Makes clothes pins seem rather tame, huh?” Gabriela teased.

“Yes, Mistress!” 

The agony was unrelenting. With corporal punishment, there was at least some reprieve between swats where I could regain my composure. But with the nipple torture, the pain was unrelenting.

“Oh, and look how red they’re getting already,” Gabriela said.

“He can take more,” Melanie argued. “Right, Pet?”

“Oh, God,” I said, not knowing how to answer.

“God has nothing to do with this,” Melanie said.

To prove her point, Melanie gave the knob a quarter turn. The level of pain escalated ten-fold. The clamps bit down, breaking delicate skin. A trickle of blood ran down my left nipple as I began to wail. Gabriela cradled my head as I endured the inexorable torture.

“Do you really want these off?” Melanie asked, her hand returning to the knob.

“Oh, God. Yes!”

Melanie took her hand away. The blood ran down the side of my chest and across my ribcage.

“What are you doing?” I asked. I gritted my teeth with such force that I thought I might chip a tooth.

“Just waiting.”

“Waiting for what?” 

“For God to remove the clamps. You did ask God to remove them, did you not?”

“No, I mean you, Goddess! I beg you to remove the clamps. Please, Goddess!”

“Hmm. I don’t know. That’s a pretty big slip up, and it’s not the first time it’s happened either. And just after building my place of worship, too. Tell you what. If you agree to another card being drawn out of the bag, I’ll release the clamps. That sounds like a fair trade.”

“Yes, Goddess. Please. Please!”

I was sobbing by now, my words coming out in muffled bursts of desperation. 

Melanie obliged, and the clamps loosen their grip. Before taking them off, Melanie warned me that the pain would magnify momentarily after the clamps were removed as the circulation returned to my nipples. I didn’t care. In that moment, it seemed like any other pain would have been welcoming compared to what I was experiencing then. Melanie removed the clamps, and I endured the last flashes of agony as temporarily severed nerves fired back to life. Gabriela retrieved some gauze from the bathroom and began tending to my wound.

“Well, I guess any other cards dealing with nipple torture will have to be passed up,” Melanie said. “We wouldn’t want to hurt you.” Gabriela laughed as she secured the gauze with a couple of strips of medical tape. “Gabby, would you like to do the honors?”

“I’d love to!” 

Melanie jiggled the bag and stuck it out to Gabriela. Gabriela pulled out a card and smiled. 

“Oh, my,” she said. “Transformations. I think I know what this one means.”

Melanie seemed just as pleased. “The one I was hoping for. What are the odds?”

“Well, we did sort of stack the deck with that one!”

The ladies laughed over the inside joke as I rubbed my nipples.

“What’s transformations?” I asked.

Gabriela answered. “It’s about finding the inner woman inside you.”

Melanie reached into another one of her bags as I wrestled with what finding my inner woman would entail. What she pulled out stunned me. I had never seen anything like it. She waved it in the air, taunting me.

“It’s a sissy dress,” she said. “A top of the line sissy dress, I might add.”

Gabriela agreed. “Oh, look how pretty it is, Pet!”

The pink dress looked similar to a burlesque dress only it had added frills that extended to outlandish absurdities and a pair of outrageously poofy, short sleeves. The dress wasn’t designed to make a man look like a woman. This was about looking like a sissy.

“Remove the rest of your clothes, Pet, and come try on your new outfit,” Melanie said.

I stood up carefully, mindful of my left nipple still covered in the gauze. I stripped off my pants and stood before my goddess and mistress.

“Now, step into the dress. Put it on just like a pair of pants.”

I stepped into the one-piece outfit and was about to place my arms into the sleeves as Melanie helped pull up the dress.

“Don’t forget the bra!” Gabriela said.

“Oh, yes, of course! Silly me. That’s why I have you here with me, Gabby.”

Gabriele handed her a white-laced bra. Melanie smiled at me as she guided the straps over my shoulders.

“This is from Victoria Secret’s bridal collection, Pet. We all know your ass isn’t a virgin, but we can at least pretend, can’t we?”

“Yes, Goddess.”

“This is an A-cup. Maybe later we can get you some silicone inserts to give you some lift.”

“I would like that,” I heard myself say.

“Oh, I know you would. Now, tell me,” she said, her fingers adjusting the bra. “Would you like to be a C-cup or a D-cup?”

“I’m not sure.”

“Well, I’m a D-cup. Gabriela is a C-cup. Whose breasts do you like more?”

“Umm . . . I like them both a lot. I couldn’t really say.”

The women laughed at my obvious discomfort.

“Good answer, Pet.”

“Maybe he should be a double-D or even an E-cup,” Gabriela said. “Do you think he’s slutty enough for that, Mel?”

She clasped the bra behind me and began zipping up the rear of the dress. The attire was made from a smooth, satin material. Perfect for a sissy. 

“First of all, I think it’s a she, not a he. I mean, just look at her.” Melanie pulled up a matching pair of panties that fit snug around my chastity belt. “I think we should first see just how much of a slut she can be.”

Gabriela told me to raise a leg as she began sliding on a pair of white stockings. 

“Should we spit roast her?” she asked.

“Oh, hell yes! That will be a transformation, all right.”

More laughs ensued as Melanie placed a pair of white prep school heels onto my feet. After securing the straps of the heels, Melanie led me over to a leather bench at the foot of her bed.  I wobbled in the heels at first, trying to find my balance, but I managed to hobble my way to the bench in one piece. Melanie told me to crawl on top of it and wait, while she and Gabriela went to the closet.

When they returned, both women were armed with strap-ons. Melanie also held a tube of Revlon “Really Red” lipstick. 

“Hold still,” she said. “I’m just going to put on a little to give you some color.”

She sat down on the bed next to me, our eyes leveled to one another’s. Carefully, she drew the lipstick across my upper and lower lip.

“There we go. Now you’re ready to suck some cock.” She lifted my chin and moved her face closer to mine, almost as if she were going to give me a kiss and whispered, “I’m going to fuck you from the front, and Mistress Gabriela is going to take you from behind. I want to show her what a good slut I’ve made you into, so I don’t want to hear any whining. If you must gag, do so with courtesy—collect yourself, and then continue sucking. Understand?”

I nodded. “Yes, Goddess.”

She grabbed a bottle of lube for Gabriela, and it began. My hands were at the edge of the leather bench, my feet dangling off the other side. There was no warning. Gabriela flipped open my skirt, yanked down my panties, and rammed her cock into me with forceful precision. I let out a small yelp as the cock penetrated my anus. Gabriela would not be as gentle as Melanie had been, I realized. Her powerful hips swung with experience. She fucked like a man, grabbing me by the hips and using my body as leverage. Her thrusting cock pounded against my prostate, sending jets of precum leaking out of the chastity tube’s hole and onto the satin panties.

I moaned as Gabriela continued fucking me. Melanie touched my face with her hand. I looked up at her as I let out another pleasurable groan. “Shhh,” she said. “Let me quiet that sissy mouth of yours. Take momma’s cock.”  

My mouth opened to receive my goddess. I began sucking as Gabriela jack-hammered my rear. Both of my sissy holes were now amply filled. I closed my eyes and concentrated on the fullness, the violation of my manhood, and the submission of my body and mind. I winced with pleasure and pain as the strap-ons fucked me in unison. The rear wall of my ass and the back of my throat surrendered to the onslaught. I gagged—saliva ran down my chin—but I continued. I took Melanie’s cock down past the back of my throat, letting it bend and reach into my windpipe. I tried elongating my throat so that the strap-on could slide deeper without causing me to gag. But the strap-on tickled my throat, and I started to cough. Like a pro, I allowed the muffled gags to pass before I resumed deep throating the cock again. Tears welled up in my eyes but I pressed on, sucking deeper, working my way to the base of my goddess’ strap-on. 

While I sucked Melanie’s cock, Gabriela continued fucking me. I rammed my ass against Gabriela’s cock to assist her, struggling to take it all in. Gabriela moved her powerful hips as her hands clinched my waist, driving her cock deeper into my ass. I was a piece of meat, hung and spit roasted for a pair of cocks. I took them both better than any whore in Manhattan, I thought—until I felt myself urinating.

Gabriela must have seen it. She withdrew her cock and alerted Melanie to stop, as well.

“He just came!” Gabriela said.

“What? He’s in a chastity belt. He can’t cum,” Melanie argued.

Gabriela sighed. “It’s called a milking. If the prostate gets too stimulated, the sperm releases. It’s very rare to happen in a chastity belt. He must have been really horny.”

“Well, that sucks. I thought you said he wouldn’t be able to have an orgasm in it.”

“Oh, no. He didn’t have an orgasm. Believe me, he might have released all of his cum, but he didn’t get any pleasure out of it. And his arousal is still just as high. It’s actually quite a devious way of ruining an orgasm.”

“Is that true, Pet?”

I was sucking in lungfuls, trying to catch my breath as they spoke. Gauntlets of sweat streamed down my arms and across my back. “Yes, Goddess. I thought I was peeing. I didn’t even know I came until just now.”

“I hope not. Well, it looks like your pecker has ruined our play. Get down there, and clean that filth off your panties.”

She didn’t have to tell me twice. I was still full of sexual energy. Gabriela was right. My arousal hadn’t gone down a notch. After licking up my mess, Melanie removed her boots and ordered me to lick the salty sweat from her feet. After worshiping her soles, she led me to my room, where I kneeled and worshiped her image at the altar. It didn’t feel strange kneeling and offering my prayers to Melanie. She was my goddess now—my shepherd. And I was her slave, her humble servant whose life’s purpose was to give the glory to her and endure as she saw fit.
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I was beginning to get used to wearing the chastity belt. Lately, I forgot it was even on me except for when I became aroused or had to use the restroom. Even sitting down to pee was becoming the norm—just another routine like brushing my teeth or taking out the garbage. As the weekend approached, I was going on two weeks without a real orgasm. Even though it had been only a fortnight, orgasms were beginning to feel like an experience of the distant past. The low to high-grade arousal that teemed beneath my chastity belt became my new sexual pleasure. It was as if I had swapped a brief moment of concentrated pleasure for a long drawn-out state of subtle bliss.

I said my prayers to Melanie each day and night. In the morning, I asked for her strength to help guide me to deeper submission and to be cognizant of her needs and how to fulfill them. Throughout the day, I would reflect back on her portrait hanging from the altar and ask that her will, not mine, be done. This exercise became particularly helpful when I had the urge to pick up an unnecessary cup of coffee at Starbucks or go out with the guys at work to a nice, sit-down restaurant. I knew it wouldn’t be Melanie’s will for me to go around wasting her money on frivolous pleasantries. Those were my selfish wants. Instead, I found myself drinking the free Maxwell coffee provided in the break room and started bringing my own lunch with me to work. I suspected my friends at the office might have taken my newfound thriftiness as cold or snobbish, but I didn’t care. My concern was how Melanie judged me. And beyond her acceptance, I found my productivity at work skyrocketing. Even my boss took notice of my increased attentiveness. Part of this change came from having an extra hour in the workday that wasn’t wasted jabbering with the boys in a local café. Yet, I felt the chastity and my entire ascetic journey was reprogramming me to remain focused on the tasks in front of me, keeping my mind from wondering off.

Melanie promised me a weekend I wouldn’t forget. She didn’t give me much of a hint except that I would be getting to do something I had always dreamed of doing. She also told me that she would be going on a date with Kyle on Friday and that I was responsible for preparing the room for their return. She had one other condition. When I got home, I was to dress in another sissy outfit Melanie had picked for me to wear before preparing the bedroom. She sent me a text as I rode the subway home, telling me I would find my evening’s attire laid out on her bed. A few minutes later, she shot me another text: P.S. Kyle thinks your outfit is adorable. I wasn’t sure if she was just goading me or if she was for real. I never knew with Melanie, but I certainly didn’t put it past her. Anyway, it didn’t matter. Kyle had seen me tied naked to a chair as he and Melanie fucked with her panties draped over my head. How could it get anymore depraved than that?

When I finally got home, Melanie had already left for her date. I took a deep breath and walked into her room. I saw the French maid outfit spread across her bed just like she had told me. Along with the dress, were several accessories: matching hosiery, a garter belt, heels, and gloves. There was even a hat, too. I realized Kyle would be seeing me in this emasculating outfit. There was no escaping what Melanie had in store for me. I closed my eyes and repeated the simple prayer: Let Melanie’s will, not mine be done. Amen. 

The prayer reassured me in my commitment and gave me the strength to remove my clothes. I knew I wanted this. No matter how much my lingering bit of masculinity and ego tried to resist, my little pecker, struggling in the steel belt as I picked up the sissy maid costume, couldn’t be ignored. While a part of me wanted to make sense of all this and come to some intellectual reasoning for why I wanted this done to me, I knew the reasons didn’t matter. I found this immensely arousing, and I yearned to be at the feet of a gorgeous woman. And I would be, so long as I kept submitting to Melanie’s demands. 

I was surprised by how naturally the maid uniform fitted. I realized it must have been designed to conform to a man’s anatomy. This was just further evidence that I wasn’t alone. All across the eastern coast, pseudo men were coming home at this very moment to slip into their sissy uniforms to become their true selves. 

The heels were constructed with a man’s foot in mind, but that didn’t make them any easier to walk in. While the white heels I had worn the weekend before had about a one-inch rise, these heels had a good three inches to them. More than a few times, I thought I would roll over on my ankle and have to crawl to my cell to dial 911. I suspected finding a man cross-dressing in a French maid’s uniform would be one that the EMTs wouldn’t soon forget. 

Thankfully, that didn’t happen. After about twenty minutes, I felt I had gotten a good handle on how to walk in them, but I kept my strides slow and measured. Just setting out the candles took twice as long as before. Melanie hadn’t given me any specific instructions on how to decorate her room, but I knew I had to outdo my last performance. The only trouble was that I couldn’t go outside. Not in the uniform at least. If I took it off and went into the city to get something, Melanie would know I had cheated. Whatever I did, it needed to be decided upon now. I only had about an hour and half before they would return home. I knew there were candles galore, but I had already done that trick. Then I thought of an idea. I hobbled over to the hall closet and took out the remaining box of candles.
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Melanie arrived home shortly after I had finished. I saw the pleased glow on her face as she entered the dim lit apartment with a stream of candles forming a walkway to her bedroom. Hall and Oates were just starting to sing Maneater from the Bose speakers when she closed the front door. The candles’ amorous flames filled the apartment with a romantic flicker. It was like stepping into one of those ‘just-married’ hideaways tucked away on some remote mountainside.

Melanie started laughing as Daryl sang the chorus. I chuckled too before reminding myself that I wasn’t here to enjoy the ambiance. I stepped out of the kitchen and bowed to them.

“Look, honey,” Melanie said. “We have our very own maid. Is there anything you’d like our little sissy to fetch you?”

“A drink,” Kyle said. “And if I have to look at that sight all night, make it a stiff one.”

“Don’t make fun of him. This is just Pet’s natural role.”

“Whatever. Just make me a rusty nail.”

“You heard him, Pet. There should be a serving tray on the counter. I think I’ll have a sea breeze myself. Be sure to make it how I like it. Just a pinch of alcohol. I don’t like the feeling of losing control.”

“Yes, Goddess.”

Melanie and Kyle made their way to the bedroom while I went to the kitchen and prepared their drinks. I anchored my feet in the heels before lifting the silver tray. I realized the candles might have been a mistake. Carrying the tray while wearing heels was arduous enough, but having to step over a row of candles, I knew, would prove formidable. The drinks slid dangerously close to the end of the tray as I staggered over the flames. I caught my balance just as the drinks were about to topple over the edge and come crashing down on the floor.

“Everything going okay in there?” I heard Melanie yell from the bedroom.

“Yes, Goddess. I’m coming right now.”

I quickened my stride while remaining mindful of my balance. When I entered the bedroom, I saw Melanie had changed into a pair of pink pajamas. Stamped across the back of her boy shorts were the cruel words: NOT A CHANCE.

Melanie ordered me to set the tray on the nightstand. The glasses clattered against the silver as I set down the tray, my hands still shaking with nerves. I served Melanie first, bowing slightly as I handed her the drink. After I had served Kyle, I grabbed the tray to make a quick getaway.

“Excuse me,” Melanie said.

“Yes?”

“A little manners would be appreciated.”

I offered them another bow. I didn’t know what else to do.

“No, no! Are you a maid or a butler?”

“A maid, Goddess.”

“Then act like one. Maids don’t bow. They curtsy.”

I gave it my best attempt, but Melanie still wasn’t satisfied.

“Pet, do I have to show you everything?”

She stood up, grabbed the ends of her imaginary hem, and curtsied with the grace of a debutante.

“That is how you curtsy. Now set down the tray, and try it again.”

I heard Kyle chuckle as I set down the tray. I tried to adjust my hat downward, feebly trying to hide my face, but it was of no use. I was a sissy for all to see. My balancing leg shook as I brought my other leg behind it and bent down.

Melanie had me repeat the act several times until my thighs were aching.

“I want you to practice that every day, Pet. You need a lot of work to become a fulltime sissy.”

A fulltime sissy? I felt weak as the weight of the simple adjective set in. I should have seen this coming. Our entire journey had been building to this. First I was her cuckold, then her chastised cuckold. It only made sense that I would soon be her chastised, sissy cuckold. 

Melanie ordered me to return the tray and said she would call for me when my services were required. I waited in the kitchen as I fantasized about what she had in store for me. Melanie had promised me I would be doing something that I always dreamt of. Dressing up as a sissy maid was certainly not one of those activities. I felt I had earned my reward. I had taken my chastity over the last week like a true slave. Not once had I complained, and at every opportunity I had tried to make Melanie’s life that much easier. 

Melanie and her bull fucked for the next twenty minutes or so as my feet grew sore in the heels. But I had no reason to grumble. All of my life I had seen heels as a woman’s requirement—and really not all that much to make a fuss about—until I stepped into a pair for more than half an hour.

A bell rung from Melanie’s bedroom. I took that as my call to come. Some service of mine was needed, I thought. I knew this was my reward. I could hear the shower running, and I figured Melanie had something planned just for the two of us. 

“Hello, maid,” she said when I entered. My goddess lay on the bed, the sheets a mess from their lovemaking, her legs still spread, ready for entry. Sperm oozed out of her pussy. The smell of sex permeated the room. “It seems I have made a mess. You do provide cleaning services, maid, correct?”

I could barely get out the words. “Yes, Goddess.”

“Oh, good. Because I have quite a load that I need cleaned up. I’m very sensitive down there, so I require a cleaning implement that’s gentle. Like your tongue. Do you think your tongue could lap up this mess?”

A month ago, I would of said no and hell no. But this wasn’t a month ago. I was no longer a wanker, curiously observing others playing out my fantasies on a monitor. I was a pet, and even though Melanie hadn’t bestowed me with the higher title, I felt like her slave. And I intended on behaving like one. 

I dropped to my knees beside the bed. Melanie moved to meet me, her hot, steaming pussy nearing my face with the glistening shimmer of the superior seed it held. She grabbed my head and led my face to meet her sex. I didn’t care about the cum. I wanted to taste my goddess. My mouth opened, and I stuck out my tongue. Her pussy engulfed my face, the warm, bitter cum sliding into my mouth. 

I tried not to think about it being Kyle’s cum. Instead, I focused on the fact that I was consuming alpha sperm. Within the sour, milky puddle were the genetic offspring of alpha men and women. Tall, poised, and sexually superior beings than myself. My seed had no business inside Melanie’s pristine pussy. Her egg, I knew, would have refused my inferior, broken genes. Evolution was at work here, driving out my lacking physical and social utilities. But I had purpose. Just like in an ant colony, all perform their important role. There are worker ants, soldier ants, and then there’s the queen. I was a worker, servicing my beloved queen.

“Swallow every bit of that cum, Pet.”

Without hesitation, I went to work. I felt the cum slide languidly down my throat as lapped up more. I licked across her labia with gentle strokes and cleaned away both of their cum. Even with the bitter taste of Kyle’s seed, Melanie’s secreted fluids tasted divine, a true goddess worthy of the worship she demanded. I went deeper, my tongue stretching to taste her spongy inner walls. I discovered more of his cum, her piping plugged from the gushes of his emptied balls. Melanie saw I was struggling to get at it all. She turned me on my back against the floor and squatted over my face. Her leg muscles clenched, squeezing her pussy. A huge glob of cum oozed out. My open mouth received the hot sperm, allowing it to strike the back of my throat. I choked momentarily, but swallowed it down the hatch, nevertheless. Melanie fingered herself, drawing out the last remnants of his seed and feeding it to me. Her manicured nails brushed the sticky mess onto my lips like sissy gloss.

“Good boy,” she said when I had eaten it all. “You’ve made your goddess very happy. I’m so proud of you.”

They were words I told myself I would cherish forever. I thought tasting her pussy had been my reward, but I realized then, that nothing could be greater than Melanie’s praise. She smiled and spat in my mouth.

I cherished her spit, too, allowing it to swoosh and swim around in my mouth like some holy mouthwash. Her spit tasted so sweet it could have been bottled and sold as a fine delicacy. I swallowed her spittle with romantic notions that her bodily fluids were now a part of my body, a kind of Holy Communion with my goddess.

“You taste so wonderful,” I said.

“I know,” she said, smiling as she straddled me. “If you continue to behave well, maybe I will offer you more of my bodily fluids.”

“I would love that, Goddess.”

“Yes, I’m sure that you would.”

Melanie stood up, and I got off the floor, as well. Kyle strutted out of the shower. His half limp cock hung like the dick of a prized stallion. He had just experienced casual pleasures I could only dream of.

“Is there a towel around here?” he asked.

“Pet, bring my lover a towel.”

I ran as fast as the heels would allow. When I returned from the hall closet, Melanie said, “And be sure to thank my lover for the privilege of being able to clean my pussy.”

“Yes, Goddess.”

I handed Kyle the towel and curtsied.

“Thank you for allowing me the privilege of cleaning your woman’s pussy.”

Kyle laughed as he snatched the towel from me.

“You do know how fucking ridiculous you look, right?”

I looked into his brooding, masculine eyes. This was my greatest fear—being berated and humiliated by an alpha male in front of the woman of my affections. I wanted to hide, to go run off and sulk or cry. But I did none of those things. I looked wistfully away and said, “Yes, sir.”

“Look at him when you’re speaking! Where are your manners, Pet?” Melanie moved beside me. “Look him right in the eyes, and tell him that you’re sorry and that you’re at his and my beck and call.”

Suddenly, the sissy maid outfit felt ridiculous. I curtsied again as I spoke. “Excuse me, sir. I am at you and your lady’s beck and call.”

“Fine,” he said. “Then get the fuck out of my way, and stop lookin’ at my schlong like you wanna suck it.”

“He probably does,” Melanie said. “You should see the way he deep throats a silicone cock. Lord only knows what he’d do with the real thing!”

I stepped out of the way, humiliated and ill at the thought of Kyle’s seed digesting in my stomach. Kyle left soon after, and Melanie ordered me to bed under the condition that I wear my maid uniform. She didn’t allow me to brush my teeth or use any mouthwash.

“I want you to focus on the taste of our sexual fluids,” Melanie said. “You can think about my lover’s cum swimming around your mouth as you try to sleep.”

I prayed that night, asking for the strength to remain humble and obedient. I realized, in my prayers, that submission is not about being weak or fragile. No worthy domme would ever allow a loser into her stable. Rather, submission is about becoming strong yet malleable. A stalwart male bending to the will of an even stronger, comely female is a testament to that woman’s dominance. Anyone can overpower the meek. While I wasn’t James Dean, I was a successful, intelligent man. But in order to gain Melanie’s affection, I was willing to give all of that up. I was prepared to hand over my money, to quit my job, and be the jester for her and her lover’s amusement. I wasn’t merely surrendering my body or my wallet, but rather, my pride, my accomplishments, and all the things that made me an individual. I felt that if I was willing to go further—if I was willing to wholly yield to her will—I could reach that place of total dependence and, consequentially, total freedom. I knew Melanie would take me there. 

And I would be helpless to stop her.
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I had no idea what Melanie had planned for me on punishment night. Melanie said Gabriela was busy fitting a four-hundred-pound man into a chastity belt the size of a hula-hoop. She told me to cook my favorite spaghetti with angel hair pasta and to have it ready by seven-thirty. At a quarter past seven, Melanie strolled into the apartment.

“It smells wonderful in here, Pet.”

I smiled from the kitchen and thanked her for the compliment. I hadn’t enjoyed my patent-flavored pasta since I had begun serving Melanie. She felt it was best if I deprived myself of things I enjoyed as an exercise in sacrifice. Melanie was never big on pastas anyways, so I felt extra fortunate (and a tinge of guilt) for getting to indulge in my favorite dish. The pasta came out just right with the secret, sweet flavor I had perfected over the years. The table was set with dishware saved for special occasions and Yankee candles to set the mood. I opened a bottle of red wine and began filling our glasses.

“None for you,” Melanie stated.

I smiled, careful not to upset the otherwise agreeable mood. I could do without the wine. I always thought it spoiled my appetite, anyway.

“Yes, water for myself,” I said with the feigning glee of an antebellum house servant.

Melanie grinned, too, though hers was a bit more sincere.

“Just leave your glass empty for now.”

I nodded nervously, returning the bottle of pinot noir to the kitchen. 

I didn’t question her request. Melanie sat at the far end of the table as I served us, her eyes studying me the way vultures eye soon-to-be prey.

“I’m sure you’re wondering why your glass is empty,” she said.

“No, Goddess. I trust your judgment,” I said, returning the pot of spaghetti.

She laughed.

“Oh, Pet. Don’t try placating me. I can see the fear in those beady, brown eyes of yours. You’re terrified.” I offered a nervous chuckle and sat down across from her. Her carnivorous eyes were still staring at me. “And I think I know why you’re so nervous.”

“Why is that, Goddess?”

“Because I think you know what is going into that glass.”

Steam trundled off the spaghetti in bellowing wafts as I starred at the empty glass. She was right. I knew. I knew what devious act she had planned. 

“I would be honored,” I said in defeat.

Melanie smiled and hiked up her skirt.

“Then give me the glass.”

My hands shook as I surrendered the glassware. Melanie yanked her silk panties down to her knees, stuck the wine glass around the lips of her pussy, and began urinating. Hot piss struck the curve of the glass, filling up like a reservoir with her golden nectar. She filled it almost to the brim before stopping.

“Oh, I feel much better,” she said. “I’ve been holding that in all afternoon. I wanted to make sure you had a filling treat.”

I thanked her as she returned the glass to me. It was already warm to the touch. The stench of ammonia was potent.

“Take a sip of my champagne, Pet. I’ve drank nothing but apple juice and orange juice all day, so it should be extra sweet.”

Obediently, I raised the glass to my parched lips. The scent of urine was so fierce it was dizzying. I parted my lips and received my goddess’ champagne. I swallowed without making a face and told her it was wonderful. And it was. The taste might not have been on par with the sauce, but knowing that the lowest part of Melanie had now become the highest part of me, tickled my submissive funny bone, infinitely.

“I want you to become accustomed to accepting waste from my body. I will never force you to endure scat, as I know that is a non-negotiable limit with you, which I respect, but I will push you in other areas.”

“Thank you, Goddess. You’ve made the meal perfect.”

Melanie laughed. “Oh, yes!” she said. “I almost forgot about the meal. Hold on. I have the perfect topping for the sauce.”

Melanie reached into her purse and took out a ziplock bag.

“Kyle and I fucked earlier this afternoon,” she said. I watched with dread as she carefully pulled the used condom out of the bag. “I thought this would make the perfect sissy topping to my pet’s favorite meal.”

Melanie flipped over the condom, allowing Kyle’s seed to spill out onto my delectable sauce. “Now, we want to make sure that we stir it in really well so we get the flavor spread all around.” Melanie picked up my fork and began mixing the sperm into the sauce. “Mmm. Mmmm. That looks super yummy. Don’t linger, Pet. I won’t have you wasting any of this food or drink. You will consume everything before you. So unless you like the taste of cold piss and cum, I’d get to munchin’.” She spat on my plate before returning to her end of the table.

Melanie enjoyed her spaghetti and vintage wine while I force-fed myself the cum-filled sauce, washed down with her piss. The sauce was more of a mind-over-matter kind of thing. I really couldn’t taste any of the cum, but her golden nectar had quite the kick. I took Melanie’s advice and rushed through the meal. Her piss was already cold by the time I finished. I dropped my fork on the barren plate, trounced and debased.

“Seconds, Pet?”

Melanie’s head rested against the palm of her hand as she laughed. Tears were running down her face when I answered.

“No, thank you, Goddess.”

Melanie collected herself, suppressing the fits of hilarity.

“Well, then clean up these dishes. I have one more surprise for you.”

After washing the dishes and wiping down the tables, I entered Melanie’s room.

“I’m ready, Goddess.”

“Splendid. I just have to grab my coat and we can head out.”

She threw on her Canada goose jacket and matching pair of Uggs. 

“Okie dokie. Let’s go, Pet.”

I still didn’t know where we were going, but the results were always the same—a mixture of humiliation, pain, and/or sacrifice. 

Melanie’s moncler-styled goose jacket gave her the impression of an affluent snow bunny on her way to Aspen for the weekend. With my five-year old pair of Levis, we made for an odd pair on the subway.

“Pet,” Melanie said. “Do you remember that girl, Chelsey? She hung out with us our senior year sometimes when we went to the pub.”

I told her I vaguely did. Chelsey was the stereotypical blue-eyed blonde who wasn’t going to be winning any academic awards. She majored in communications, but her real quest had been to find a guy with a bank account fit enough to lavish her with a fortuned life of luxury. We got into a big argument one night when, after a few too many drinks on my part, I called her a gold digger. She returned the insult by calling me a pussy that couldn’t get laid by a hooker. We didn’t speak much after that exchange.

“Well, she’s in the city now working at a lingerie store. She’s moved up quickly and is now GM of the place.”

I had to stifle my laughter. Working retail was a far cry from the Orange County lifestyle Chelsey had so often boasted would be handed down to her one day for no other reason than her comely looks.

“That’s nice,” I managed.

“Do I suspect a bit of sarcasm, Pet?”

“No, Goddess. I’m sorry.”

“Good. You should be. She’s being awfully nice to keep the store open past closing time for us.”

“What do you mean?” 

I was no longer feeling humorous.

“Oh, I told her about our little situation and asked if she could be of some assistance. You should have seen her, Pet. She was just beaming with excitement.”

“I bet,” was all I could murmur.

As we rode the rest of the way, I felt claustrophobic in the subway car. Was this really going to happen? It was one thing submitting to Melanie, my dream girl, but suffering humiliation at the hands of a shallow, pretentious brat was another. And Chelsey of all girls. I’m sure she had jumped at the chance to get back at me. This would be a sweet revenge for her, no doubt.

We exited the subway and stepped out into the crisp, cold air, making our way down Fifth Avenue. Chelsey was standing by the door as we walked up, her stupid smile already mocking me. She did look ravishing, though, in her oh-so-tight and oh-so-short tube dress. It hugged every curve of her tight, hourglass figure. Her long, silky hair fluttered as she opened the door and welcomed us.

In her high-pitched, valley-girl tongue she spoke. “Melanie, how are you, sweet-heart? Holy-shit, you look fucking hot!”

They hugged one another deeply.

“So do you, Chelsey. I love this dress. It’s such a tease. They let you wear this while you work?”

Chelsey shrugged a shoulder. “I can do whatever the fuck I wanna do. I’m the goddamn GM for Christ’s sake. Plus, with the hours I put in this place, I should be able to wear whatever the fuck I want. I won’t be doing this gig for long, though. I’ve been financially dominating men over the Internet for about a year now. At first, I wasn’t very successful; but recently, I’ve picked up some men on Wall Street who I see in person. I can make in a month what I make in a year working this bullshit job. I go by Princess Chelsey. I’ve got all my slaves on strict payment plans along with regular shopping sprees and cash rapes. They’re all polite, successful men stuck in boring marriages with hidden submissive tendencies. Speaking of slaves, how are you, Phil? I see you haven’t changed much since college. Still the pussy you always were. I knew you were a loser, but eating another guy’s cum just to lick a pussy? That’s pathetic even for you.”

She looked at me in disgust. I wasn’t sure how to respond. As always, Melanie was there to help guide me. “Pet, get down on your knees and kiss Chelsey’s feet. I think she deserves that after the nasty words you said to her the last time you were in her presence.”

I dropped to my knees and bent forward. Chelsey’s tanned feet were almost naked in the open-toe, ankle-strap heels. As much as I detested Chelsey, her golden feet were inviting. I planted a kiss across each foot.

“Tell her you are sorry for what you said. And make it sound good.”

“I’m sorry, Princess Chelsey. You deserve to live in luxury. You shouldn’t have to work. I’m the pussy. I don’t even deserve to kiss your beautiful feet. Please, forgive me.”

I kissed her feet a second time as I begged for her forgiveness. Chelsey pulled her foot away, and Melanie ordered me back to my feet.

“Oh, Melanie. He’s so well trained. I must say. I’m impressed.”

“Thank you. He’s been pretty good at following my commands, yet I can see his false sense of masculinity is going to get in the way of him fully serving. So I’d like to start having him wear feminine undergarments on a regular basis.”

Chelsey sneered at me. 

“I think that’s a wonderful idea! I have some beautiful sets that I think would be perfect to begin the feminization process.”

We followed Chelsey around the store as she continued to speak.

“I was amazed when I first started dominating men at just how many harbored a deep desire to be feminized. I have many men who wear full lingerie sets with garters and hose under their suits to work. I think it’s hilarious to think about them sitting in business meetings trying to act all tough and macho while the satin and lace is rubbing against their bodies.”

“Do you control their orgasms, too?” Melanie asked.

“If you’re asking if I put them in chastity, then mostly, no. Too many of my guys are married, I’m afraid. But I do have one slave who is single that I just put through a fairly nasty chastity regimen. After I locked him up, I told him he could cum at anytime he wanted, but it would cost him five thousand dollars. For every day he stayed in chastity, the price would go down a hundred. So after fifty days, he could cum for free.”

I got nervous as I followed them through the store, realizing that I was battling against more than Melanie’s imagination. The possibilities of what she could make me endure were endless, and there were plenty of other dominant women willing to supply her with a wealth of devious ideas.

“Did he last the whole fifty days?” Melanie asked.

“Of course, not! Although he did make it about a month, which was pretty impressive, I guess. He wasn’t a rich guy either, so two grand was a lot for him. Of course, I had him make his regular weekly deposits on top of that. The poor guy was almost in tears after he came and realized what he had done. But it wasn’t more than three days later that I get a text from him begging to do it again—except this time—I’m starting him out at seventy-five hundred. Just to be extra cruel, I sold him a pair of my panties that I had masturbated with. Their scent is absolute torture for him, but the poor boy tells me that he just can’t help giving them a big whiff each night, thinking about his princess’ divine pussy that he’ll never get.”

I felt a strain grow below, but the steel held back my member. The girls continued discussing Chelsey’s recent conquests while I imagined the exotic smell of Chelsey’s wet panties. I realized my hatred for her was probably nothing more than a rejection of my own masochism. I viewed Chelsey as a threat because I knew she was the type of woman who would use a man for his money, and I was the type of man to fall into her trap. But now that I had accepted my plight, I no longer felt threatened. Instead, I felt honor at being in the presence of two goddesses who were willing to lead men like me into the deepest channels of submission.

“I would avoid anything that’s strapless,” Chelsey advised. “Men often tell me that the straps going over their shoulders produces a very feminine experience. They will provide a good reminder during the day as he is moving around.” She stopped at one of the tables. “This satin set is very feminine to the touch. If sexy is what you’re looking for, we have some beautiful lace sets with garter belts to go along with it.”

“Oh, I think we’ll get a little of everything,” Melanie said.

“Do you know his bra size?”

“No, he’ll need to be measured. I’ve put him in a bra before, but I’d like to get him properly fitted.”

“Of course. Not a problem.”

Chelsey opened a small drawer in the table and brought out a tape measure. She ran it around my back and smiled.

“Thirty-six A. You’re a little flat-chested but don’t worry. You can still get a push-up bra and put in some silicone inserts. I could make you a solid C-cup if you want.”

Melanie saved me. “He still has to go to work, Chelsey, so we better go with the A-cup for now. Do you have A-cups in all of these styles?”

“Oh, yes, but I should warn you. Even in an A-cup, some of the push-up bras will be slightly noticeable. For instance,” she said, walking over to a nearby table. “This is a beautiful lace bra, but it’s designed to increase a woman’s bust by two cup sizes. Of course, with no breasts that isn’t going to happen, but there’s still a lot of padding underneath.”

“What do you think, Pet? Can you handle a little bulge under your shirt?”

I picked up the bra, studying the delicate fabric and its elegant design. My fingers ran over the sequins dangling across the red lace. “It is beautiful,” I said. “I guess I could wear a loose fitting shirt.”

Both girls grinned. 

“I think you’re going to really enjoy it,” Chelsey said. “When you put it on in the morning, any trace of masculinity that you might have awoken with will quickly be tamed. We also have the matching red garter and stockings to go with it. You know, you can wear your dress socks over the stockings and go to work without anyone even realizing you’re wearing them.”

My heart quickened at the thought. I had to admit, I was enjoying this more than I thought I would.

“I think that would be wonderful,” Melanie said. 

Chelsey nodded. “When he goes to use the restroom and pulls down his pants to reveal this fiery set of stockings, garters, and panties, he’ll get a strong reminder of what he is and what he isn’t.”

“That’s the effect we’re looking for. I want him to feel as feminized as possible without anyone knowing he’s a sissy in public.”

Melanie paused as if something had just occurred to her.

“You know, I guess we could get the C-cup bra, too, and have him change into it when he comes home from work. I do love the idea of him having breasts. Without them, it’s hard to feel very womanly.”

Chelsey nodded in agreement.

“Absolutely. When you give him a pair of tits, that’s when it’s really going to hit him. I have some lovely inserts that look and feel very real. And if I could, I have one other item I would highly recommend. I’ve noticed shapewear can have an exhilarating effect on sissy boys. We have everything from high waist panties to full body suits. I love the body suits because they give that feminine hourglass figure. I can even stitch the crotch opening shut so when he goes to use the restroom, he has to practically get naked just to take a leak. Guys forget about panties when they’re wearing them, but with shapewear, that’s not going to happen. With a dress shirt on, nobody is going to notice, but for the guy wearing it, the experience is quite profound.”

Melanie didn’t need any more of a sale’s pitch. She told Chelsey to pick out whatever she thought was going to best do the job. With my chastity belt on, I had to opt for shape wear that didn’t extend over the belt. Chelsey brought me back to the dressing room and helped me try on the outfit while Melanie waited out front to see the final product. The shapewear looked like a corset but was made out of spandex. I had to suck in my stomach several times as Chelsey and I pulled up the waist clincher. When it was finally settled into place, I checked myself in the mirror. My stomach was flattened, while the sides of my waist were tucked in far enough to give the illusion of widened hips.

“My God,” I said, staring into the mirror.

“Damn, right,” Chelsey said. “But that’s only the first piece. Wait until you see the whole outfit.”

She slid the red garter belt over the waist clincher along with a pair of hip-hugging, satin panties. 

“You’re going to need to shave those legs,” she said as she pulled up a black pair of hose. “And considering it’s winter, you really have no excuse.”

I placed my arms out to the side as Chelsey drew the bra straps over my shoulders. I took a deep breath as she clasped the bra behind me. Next, Chelsey opened a white box containing the silicone breasts inserts. Carefully, she lifted them out of their container. 

“And now the final touches,” she said.

She drew back the cups of my bra and dropped the inserts into place. The inserts filled the C-cups with a good amount of cleavage spilling out of the top. We both admired her work. I couldn’t quite pass for a woman, but I sure as hell didn’t pass for a man. 

“Perfect,” she said. “How do you feel, Phil? Or should I call you, Phyllis?”

Chelsey laughed, giving my breasts a firm squeeze. She led me out of the fitting room and presented me to my goddess.

“Oh, Chelsey! He looks divine. And the breasts! Those things are almost as big as mine.”

“Thanks, Melanie. I can get you wigs and dresses, too, if you need them.”

“No, I think this is enough for one night. Pet, thank Princess Chelsey for making you into a pretty girl.”

“Thank you, Princess Chelsey.”

“You’re welcome. It was a pleasure seeing you embrace your role as a sissy. If there’s anything I can ever do for you two again, just let me know.”

I started to remove the outfit. Melanie stopped me.

“What do you think you’re doing?” she asked.

“Huh? I’m just getting ready to go.”

“You are ready,” Melanie said. “I want you to put your street clothes over what you’re wearing. It’s a twenty-minute trip home. You can survive.”

“Goddess, I can’t.”

Melanie rolled her eyes and looked over to Chelsey as if to say, see what I have to put up with? 

“Can’t, can’t, can’t. I swear if I had a dollar for every time I heard that out of you. You can. You just don’t want to.”

“But it will be so humiliating,” I pleaded.

“Yes, some people will laugh at you, but isn’t that a price worth paying in order to make your goddess happy? Who do you care about more—some people on the subway or me?”

There was no way out, I realized. I grabbed my clothes and struggled to get my shirt over the new pair of breasts. Chelsey waved us off as we left the store, her pearly whites beaming under a satisfied grin. 

The subway ride was filled with lingering stares aimed at my chest. My head spun as I tried to look away and ignore them. A group of teenagers boarded the car as we rode. They laughed over something in their huddle. I couldn’t tell if their snickers were intended for me. It seemed that everyone’s smile or glance were all directed at my chest.

When we got home, Melanie headed straight for my room, throwing out every piece of underwear I owned.

“You have no need for these,” she said, stuffing my boxers into a Hefty bag. “Be a good girl, Pet, and remove the tags from your lingerie, and fold them nicely to go in the drawer. I won’t have a higgledy-piggledy sissy on my hands.”

After I had finished putting away my new feminine undergarments, I went to Melanie’s room. She wore her own lingerie, almost as if to taunt me with how fabulous she looked in hers and how ridiculous I looked in mine. Around her crotch, she brandished her black strap-on.

“Come, Pet. This strap-on has been inside of my pussy. Come lick away my cum off the shaft.”

I went to her, dropped to my knees, and began gagging on her cock; the warm tears fell across my cheeks as I went deeper for my goddess. I sucked and licked away her sweet pussy juice, savoring the aroma.

“Pet, I’m very pleased with you. In only a few weeks, you have gone so far. You’re in full-time chastity, beginning the feminization process, you’re a cuckold, and my ATM. You’re so close to being considered my slave. But I have one further request of you. One last sacrifice to prove your devotion to me.”

I pulled my mouth away from her cock and looked up at her with a docile expression.

“What is it, Goddess?”

She flashed me a wicked grin. Whatever she had planned, I knew it would be the toughest act yet.

“Forced-bi.”

Her words hit me like shotgun blasts. Forced-bi. Could she really be serious, I wondered. 

“I want you to suck a man’s cock like you just sucked this strap-on. Then I want you to let him fuck you in the ass.”

“But I’m not gay!” I said. 

Melanie laughed.

“Duh! Do you think I would let a man fuck you if you were gay? That wouldn’t be very submissive or difficult to do if that were the case. This is the ultimate act of submission, the final surrender of your manhood. And if you do this, you will always remember that you willingly allowed a man to fuck you. So even if you foolishly leave my stable, you will never be able to erase the memory that you freely had sex with an alpha man. One, who bent you over, spread your ass cheeks, and had his way with you.”

The rush I felt was indescribable. Part of me felt repulsed by the idea so much that I nearly vomited. But another part of me couldn’t shake the enormity of how submissively fulfilling it would be to do. I had never fantasized about sucking a man’s dick, but I had fantasized plenty about meeting a woman powerful enough to make me do it.

“Who?” I asked.

“Kyle.”

“Kyle? But he’s—”

“Bisexual. Kyle is an alpha male, but he enjoys men, as well. Though his preference is for women. I want you to let him take you the way he takes me. I want you to experience what it is like to be with a superior male, a male you will never be nor measure up to. I want you to submit for the both of us and surrender over the last scraps of your masculinity, the last threads of your pride to him, to us. I want you to let him violate every hole of yours. What do you say, Pet? Will you take this last step and become my slave?”

I found myself weeping, my head resting in my palms as I told her that I would.

To my surprise, Melanie knelt down and offered me a hug. She placed my head against her breasts and rocked me as we embraced. “Everything will be fine,” she promised me. “Put your trust in me. I will see that you’re taken care of.”

I came back to reality, the sobs ending like the sudden conclusion of a Florida rainstorm. She kissed me on the head and told me to stand.

“Lay on the bed, Pet. I think it’s time we get you out of your chastity belt and let you have a proper orgasm.”

“Really?” 

“Really. No funny business. I will even stroke you with my bare hand. But I want you to stay in your lingerie. I want you to make the connection between lingerie and pleasure. I want it to get to the point that not wearing the lingerie is more uncomfortable than wearing it. But it’s going to cost you. I think five hundred is a fair price for an orgasm. What do you say, Pet? Do you want to buy an orgasm from your goddess?”

Buy an orgasm. I remembered when I had jerked off twice a night without a second thought, and now I was coughing up five big ones for a single orgasm. And worse, I felt like I was in a store getting a hot deal reserved for valued members.

“Do you take Visa?” I asked, smiling.

She snatched the card out of my hand as I took my place on the bed. Melanie grabbed the Square Reader and began clicking away. She held the iPhone out to me. In large type font were the characters: $500.00. I tapped the processing button and took a breath as the wave of adrenaline rushed through me. I was becoming conditioned to be her pay pet. My sexuality, slowly, was being rewired to her liking. She took out the key and slid it into the steel lock and turned. The lock snapped open and the belt loosened. Carefully, Melanie removed the belt. She slid the panties back up over my genitals so that only the head of my cock was peeking out. The waist clincher was still fastened around my waist, conforming my anatomy into a womanly figure. 

Precum was already escaping from my urethra. I knew I would last only a minute, maybe two at the most. But it would be worth it. Melanie eased my head back against the pillow and squirted the lube onto her palm.

“Just relax, Pet. You’ve earned this . . . And paid for it.”

Melanie grabbed the head of my dick with her warm palm and began twisting. Her hands moved up and down my shaft with slow, gentle strokes. About thirty seconds later, she increased the tempo. 

I immediately came. 

Melanie allowed me to enjoy the orgasm just as she had promise. She pumped away as I continued to spew what seemed to be a world record for cum deposited in a single load. My body convulsed as the orgasmic quakes shuddered through me.

“Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck.”

“Pet. What did I say about that kind of language?”

“So—Sorry, Goddess.”

“Well, that nasty mouth deserves this nasty cum. Open up.”

Melanie flipped over her hand, spilling the hot load into my mouth. I swallowed and began licking the remaining filth from her fingers.

“That was wonderful,” I moaned, spent from the orgasm.

“I’m sure it was. Just think. Next time you swallow cum, it will be from your own ass. Or maybe I’ll let Kyle shoot it straight into your mouth!”

Despondency replaced the rousing orgasm as I stared into my goddess’ eyes and nodded.
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Melanie mapped out my lingerie itinerary with the precision of a boot camp for sissies. Monday started off light with a simple pair of pink classic-briefs. Tuesday got more interesting as along with a blue pair of sheer hipsters, Melanie ordered me to wear white hosiery. On Wednesday, I was to don a teal set of garters and panties with the white hosiery. On Thursday, she added the waist clincher, and on Friday, she topped off everything with an A-cup bra. When I returned home each night, I sported my fake breasts and changed into the maid’s uniform as I waited on Melanie. I was no longer allowed to eat at the table with her. Instead, I was forced to eat out of a dog bowl beside her feet and to do so without using my hands. If I behaved well, Melanie would offer me some scraps off her plate. If not, I was stuck eating Ramen Noodles out of the dog bowl. Some nights she spat in my bowl and, other nights, she pissed in it. 

I didn’t complain. I knew she was showing me what my life would be like as her slave. This was a trial period, and I wasn’t about to foil this opportunity to prove my worth. She teased me each night by reminding me that, on Sunday, Kyle would pound my ass, and how excited he was about fucking me. She told that he had been saving up all his cum to dump in my holes. Melanie also had me watch half an hour of gay porn each night. To further my emotional transformation as a sissy, Melanie had me read out of women’s romance novels before bed. 

Needless to say, I didn’t have any time for myself.

I was kept so busy during the week that I woke up on Saturday getting ready for work.

“What are you doing?” Melanie asked when she saw me picking up my laptop case. “It’s Saturday.”

I paused, counting the days.

“Change out of those clothes, Pet. We’re supposed to be meeting up with Gabriela today, and I won’t have us arriving late.”

I apologized for my stupidity and got changed. We headed out of the apartment and took the subway somewhere far away. I had learned, by now, not to ask questions. Where we were going and what we were doing was of no concern of mine. I had no say in the manner, so it really didn’t matter. Melanie was in charge, and I was her slave. And slaves didn’t question their masters unless they wanted a beating.

We arrived sometime later outside a plain-looking apartment building and ventured inside. As we entered one of the apartments, I saw Gabriela holding a black leather whip.

“Welcome to the dungeon,” she said.

I looked around. Chains hung from the ceiling, dangling in the dark room. There were devious devices: spanking benches, a Saint Andrews cross, and various spanking implements hanging from a wall. 

Melanie shoved me through the doorway.

“Pet, if you thought your Saturday was going to be spent enjoying a little R&R, you were severely mistaken. Take off your clothes, and stand by the spanking bench.”

Goose bumps leapt across my body as I got undressed in the cold room. Calling the device a spanking bench was a bit of a misnomer. It was really like two benches in one. The first bench was designed for the knees to go across. A second level, higher up than the first, allowed for the torso to be bent over and secured. Gabriela smiled as she removed my chastity belt and led me over the spanking bench. My knees met the plush, velvet cushion of the first level and were secured by leather straps. Gabriela then led my body over the next bench, a large square-shaped cushion that pointed downward, so that when my hands and torso were secured, my head faced the floor while my ass pointed toward the ceiling. The vulnerability was like nothing I had ever felt before. The leather cuffs were not the kind of playful Velcro straps found in cute bondage kits sold at sex stores—that in a life and death situation—could easily be unfettered. Nor were these the plastic cuffs with an easy to reach safety release. These straps were more like the kind found on straightjackets. Even if Gabriela and Melanie began beating me to death, I doubted I would have been able to do much to resist them. As the blood rushed to my head, I reminded myself that this was all about trust.

Heels clattered across the floor as I waited for the thrashing to begin. Melanie moved in front of me and knelt down. She lifted my chin, looked into my wide and timorous eyes, and said, “Pet, today I am going to beat you not as my pet but as my slave. You will lie here, and you will suffer because it pleases me. If you must, you may beg for mercy and the beating will stop, but I must warn you. If you choose to do that, then I will have to release you from my service. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Goddess.”

Melanie rose back up, leaving me with a view of her smooth, slender legs. The sound of her heels drifted off into the direction of the wall where the implements hung. Gabriela stood behind me, rubbing my bottom as she spoke. “How’s your life as a eunuch, Pet?” I told her it was going well, that the chastity was helping me focus on my goddess’ needs. She gave my behind a swat with her bare hand. “That’s good to hear. Chastity is quite effective at behavior modification. I do like training undisciplined and unruly males in the art of chastity, which is why I have volunteered to hold onto both of the keys to your chastity belt. Melanie thought it was a great idea since I was unable to help out much with your induction to chastity. We both figured it was best if a third party decided when you would earn an orgasm. When you want to cum, and your goddess agrees, both of you will present your case before me, and I will decide what I feel is best.” It sounded as though my chances of cumming were just cut in half. “Don’t you feel lucky to have the guidance of not one, but two mistresses?”

“Yes, Mistress Gabriela. Thank you for taking the time to assist with my training.”

Another swat landed across my cheek. “Not a problem, Pet. I’m looking forward to watching you break and devolve into a mindless slave.”

I heard Melanie’s heels return to the spanking bench as I waited. The tail of a whip tickled my backside as Melanie spoke.

“Pet, you will have no warm-up today. I want you to take your whipping in silence as best you can. If you must whimper, do so as quietly as possible. If I feel you are being too boisterous, I will simply increase the number of strokes. 

“The first implement is a dragon-tail whip. It has a fat cracker attached at the end, which is designed to cause bruising upon impact. Let’s begin.”

 Melanie took a few steps back until she found her position. This time, there were no playful misses through the air to keep me on edge. The dragon-tail leapt across the air and snapped against my backside. My body jerked up instinctively, but I was going nowhere. The next volley of blows struck across my ass and thighs, turning my backside into a deep crimson shade. The smacking sounds echoed across the dungeon, the walls accustomed to hearing such tortuous clatter. I gritted my teeth as Melanie struck my feet with the dragon-tail. My toes bent inward to escape the cracker’s merciless bite. I didn’t know if bruises were erupting along my backside as Melanie promised, but it wouldn’t have surprised me. The beaten areas throbbed with a dull, hot pain.

“Very good, Pet. I think we will next tryout the single-tail whip. You should feel very lucky because Gabriela will be whipping you this round. She is quite skillful in the art of whipping and can make any grown man pass out from only a dozen blows.”

“Don’t worry,” Gabriela told me as she took her position. “I’m not using the bull whip on you. Well . . . not yet.” 

I heard the swooshing sound of air being spliced and the unforgettable pain as the leather kissed my warm behind. The whip left a searing pain and lingered long after the blow had left me. Her next swing caused the whip to wrap around my thighs, breaking blood vessels in the process. I knew I was bruising where the single-tail had landed, my body a blank canvas for their implements.

Gabriela swung again and again, the whip leaving a devastating wake of pain and destruction. My lips quivered as the uninterrupted blows struck injured flesh. I felt tears rising up in my eyes, but I didn’t speak. I took my torture in still silence as my goddess had commanded of me. I barely knew where I was or what was happening as Melanie told me she was moving on to the paddle. 

The paddle was a large slab of wood with holes drilled through its face to reduce air friction. I was plummeting deeper into subspace, and as Melanie hurled the paddle against my mutilated flesh with all of her strength, I slipped further into that tranquil twilight. My body trembled in shock as Melanie returned the paddle to its place. 

I don’t know how many strokes I endured. Maybe it was twenty. Maybe it was a hundred. But I do remember when Melanie announced that Gabriela would be finishing the session with the bullwhip. It hung in the middle of the wall like a brutal artifact, an ominous caveat to slaves who dared to enter the dungeon. When she brought it down from its hook, the whip unraveled to nearly twenty feet in length. Gabriela moved to the corner of the room and flicked the whip through the air. 

I cried out as the bullwhip ripped flesh. Melanie held my hands as trickles of blood ran down my thighs. I endured three more hellish blows before I passed out.

When I awoke on the bondage table, Gabriela was standing over me with a rag, blotting the sweat away from my brow. “You did good, Pet. The bullwhip always gets first-timers.”

Melanie tended to my mangled backside, dabbing rubbing alcohol across the wounds. “Yes, you’ve successfully passed the physical test of slavery,” Melanie said. “Tomorrow will be the mental test.”

“What do you have planned?” Gabriela asked.

“Forced-bi,” Melanie stated. “I’m going to have Kyle take him like a woman.”

“Mmm. I see,” Gabriela said. “That is always a tough one. It makes such a mark on the psyche of a sub. There’s nothing more humiliating for a heterosexual male than to be taken sexually by another man. That says something. And you can’t undo it.”

“Well, I told Pet when I first started working with him that I enjoy the kind of marks that last a lifetime. Didn’t I, Pet?”

“Yes, Goddess.”

I had begun to cry, my tears falling to the floor as I processed what had just happened and what was still to come. But I didn’t make a sound. I took all of it in silent stride, committed to fulfilling these last tenets of submission.
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I sat in the hotel room wearing my best lingerie as I waited for him. Melanie had planned the bisexual tryst in painstaking detail. I was to play the high-class escort waiting for my next client. Kyle was the stressed out corporate man looking for a quick fuck while away on business. Melanie played the pimp, of course.

I checked the garter belt, making sure it was positioned just above my panties. I looked in the mirror, straightening the threads of my blonde wig and dabbing the last touches of makeup. Tonight I was a female. I reminded myself of what Melanie had told me only moments before: “If you’re a woman, there’s nothing gay about letting a man fuck you.” I knew she was right. I was no man. I had never been. I had only pretended to be. This was my place—under the authority of an alpha female, submitting to her demands, and suffering for her pleasure. 

I gave my white hosiery a final tug. Everything I wore was white, the sign of virginity. And as a woman, I was a virgin. My first time would not be with some clumsy high school geek trying to figure out how to unwrap a condom. A stallion would pop my cherry, a wild boar among men with a steel cock and a pair of iron hands.

A thud rattled against the door. I turned away from the mirror, my heart fluttering with excitement. I took a one-eyed look through the peephole and opened the door. My gentlemen caller stood in an Armani suit, his hands resting casually in his pockets. I stepped aside to allow him entry. He coolly walked in, removing his jacket and setting it over a chair. I closed the door, leaving the DO NOT DISTURB sign hanging from the knob.

“So, do I give this to you now?” the man asked, holding an envelope.

“Yes, that will be fine,” I said, taking it from him. I counted the bills before slipping the envelope into a nearby drawer. “Relax and have a seat on the bed. Would you like something to drink?”

“Nah,” he said. “Gotta get back to the office soon. I just needed a quick fuck to relieve the tension.”

I smiled like an obedient whore. 

“Well, I can certainly help you out in that area. Just allow me to make a quick call. Then we can get started.”

I tiptoed into the bathroom and phoned Melanie.

“What’s up, bitch? Is the john there?”

“Yes, Goddess.”

“Good. You got the money from him?”

“Yes, Goddess. He paid right away.”

“Alright. Then get the fuck out there and give the man his money’s worth.”

The call ended. 

I took a final glance in the mirror to make sure everything was in its proper place before taking a deep breath. This was really going to happen. I knew if I stayed in that bathroom for too long, I would psych myself out of doing this. I quickly squirted some perfume on my neck and left.  

My client had already taken off his shoes and was beginning to unbutton his shirt.

“Let me get that for you,” I said.

My hands were tremulous, but I remained in character well enough to unbutton Kyle’s shirt. He chucked it onto the floor and peeled away his undershirt, revealing the chiseled set of muscles that only come from tireless dedication at the gym.

“So what are you into?” I asked playfully.

The man shrugged.

“I don’t know. I like getting my dick sucked.”

I nodded, kneeling against the floor and unfastening his belt buckle. I slowly unzipped his pants, pulled away his boxers, and revealed the already engorged cock. I reminded myself to breathe and directed my thoughts toward Melanie as I bent over and took the head of his penis into my mouth. He moaned as I swirled my tongue around the head. The penis didn’t have the sweet taste of Melanie’s pussy or her tender feet, but I reminded myself that this wasn’t about pleasure. 

This was service. This was sacrifice.

I pulled his pants and underwear off of his legs. The businessman moved to the edge of the bed and parted his legs. I cupped his balls and took his cock back into my mouth. All of the practice with the dildos had paid off. I allowed his cock to slide back into my throat, relaxing my gag reflex. I wasn’t able to deep throat the entire thing. It was just too big. The man placed his hands on the back of my head and forced me to go deeper. The cock rammed against my throat. I elongated my throat by raising my chest to create one straight line from my mouth down through my neck. The cock filled my throat, cutting off my air. I tried to breathe through my nose, but my windpipe was blocked. I lifted my head from his cock for a quick breath before his hand forced me to swallow his swollen member. My head bobbed up and down like a veteran whore, his little fuck toy. I lost myself in the act of submission as I sucked and licked and stroked. Finally, the man pushed my head away.

“Damn. You almost suck cock as good as my girlfriend. Her name is Melanie. She can take the whole thing into her throat like a champ. You can’t even imagine the things she does with her tongue. But that was pretty good. You got me nice and hard. Is your pussy wet?”

I blushed at the man’s question. 

“I think I may need a little lube,” I admitted.

I went to the nightstand and took out the bottle of lube resting beside the Gideon Bible. I squirted a generous amount onto my palm and began working the slippery substance into my pussy, preparing my hole to be fucked.

“So the pimp said I could fuck without a condom.”

“Oh, yes,” I said, returning the bottle. “We don’t require condoms.”

“Good. I don’t like fucking a plastic bag. And I was told I could cum wherever I like.”

“Yes, sir. You can cum in my ass or on my face. Anywhere you’d like really.”

“Sweet. So you’re my cum dumpster, eh?”

“Yes, sir.”

The man moved across the bed with a lecherous prowl. He turned me onto my stomach and began to enter me from behind.

“Damn, girl. This hide’s been beaten to a pulp. What happened to you?”

“Oh. I was naughty, so my pimp straightened me out.”

The man laughed.

“Sure as hell looks like it. I guess you won’t be gettin’ out of line anytime soon.”

I shook my head.

“Well, you better do whatever I want, or I’ll leave a bad report with your pimp. Got it?”

“Yes, sir. I won’t disappoint you.” 

I felt my ass stretch with pain as his cock pierced my cherry. His burly hands took hold of my bra strap like they were reins as he began to ride me. I cried out in both pain and pleasure as his cock slammed against my prostate. If there were any lingering doubts about being a beta male before, it was forever gone after this night. What separated a beta male from an alpha male was a lot more than cock size or stature. It was the way he fucked. He moved with passion and an animalistic fury. And yet, paradoxically, he held me with a tender grasp. His thighs smacked against my bruised ass as he ramped up the pace. My eyes watered from the ass pounding, the tears causing the mascara to run down my cheeks.

“Oh, fuck. I’m gonna cum!”

The man pulled his cock out of my pussy and flipped me over. I opened my mouth to receive his seed. The hot sperm exploded into my mouth, running across my tongue and down into my throat. But I didn’t swallow. I opened my mouth to show him his load as I pumped the last drops out of his cock. I swirled the sperm around my mouth just as I had seen done in countless porno flicks, letting him know that I cherished his offering and accepted it into my body.

Then I swallowed.

My client sat back, catching his breath. “Good job, slut. You take a cock well. I’ll definitely be coming back to see you again when I’m in the mood.” I told him that sounded wonderful. “Hey, I got some friends that I think would like you. Should I just give them your pimp’s number?”

“Um. Yes, I guess that would be fine.” 

I felt we were going off the script, but I went along with it.

“Awesome! I just hope they don’t wear-out that tight pussy of yours.”

Kyle dressed and left soon after, leaving me with a tempest of emotions. I got my pimp’s money off the dresser and gave her a call. Melanie opened the hotel room’s adjoining door and smiled.

“So, Pet. How was it?”

“Strange,” I admitted. “I didn’t enjoy the act, but I loved the submission of it.”

“Well, I’m glad, because you’re going to be doing it a lot more often. I ran the numbers and realized you can make three times what you’re making in finance by doing this. Kyle’s got a large number of men who are interested, too. And don’t worry about diseases. I knew Kyle was clean, but I’ll make sure everyone wears condoms from here on out. We’ll even get you tested once a week just to be safe. Of course, you’ll have to quit your job at the hedge fund. And I know this probably goes without saying, but all of the money you make from this new little venture will be going straight into Kyle and my hands. We’re your pimps now. And soon, you will be my slave. I have arranged a collaring ceremony for the two of us. The woman who originally trained me to be a domme, the one who I borrowed the toys from when we first began our relationship, has agreed to conduct the ceremony. So, I will ask you one final time, Pet. Do you want to be my slave and kneel at my feet in reverence or go back to your pathetic life, jerking off in front of the computer screen?”

There was no need to think about my response. I had gone too far to just turn around. I could never go back to being the boy masturbating at the computer even if I wanted to. Too much had happened. The parts of me, which once offered me self-esteem and purpose, had been erased and replaced. My esteem was dependent upon Melanie’s approval, and my purpose was serving her. She was my world, now, and I was her slave, her fuck toy, her rag doll, her whatever-the-fuck-she-wanted-me-to-be.

“Yes, Goddess. There is nothing more in the world I wish for than to be your slave.”
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I sat in plain garbs at the front of the dungeon holding a leash and awaiting my goddess’ arrival. Mistress Rose stood at the dais and led the ceremony with the cordial sincerity of a minister performing a marriage. She was probably in her late forties, but like all dommes, the beauty of her confident composure and palpable power trumped any biological age she might have been. The little wooden benches around me were filled with people I didn’t know. I suspected they were friends of Melanie’s who were in the lifestyle, but I didn’t ask. The only person I recognized was Kyle, who gave me a sadistic wink as our eyes met.

Mistress Rose rang a large bell, signaling the beginning of the ceremony. I stood and approached the dais. From the podium, Mistress Rose began to read. 

“Phil Pearson, do you have a mentor who is here to speak on your behalf or anyone present before us to give you away?”

“No, Mistress Rose. My goddess is both my domme and mentor. I stand before you alone to give myself away.”

Each line had been strictly written and rehearsed. I held onto the leash with both hands to make sure I didn’t drop it. 

Mistress Rose nodded. “Very, well.” 

She rang the bell again, signaling the dommes to enter the procession and walk down the aisle. The audience stood as Gabriela and Melanie entered, their arms interlocked and pacing in stride with one another. Melanie wore a stunning black dress with a long, cascading train trailing behind her. Gabriela also wore black, but instead of the familiar bridesmaid attire, she opted for a skimpy but respectful pinup dress. Gabriela held the steel collar that would soon be fastened around my neck. I fixed my eyes to the floor, careful not to make eye contact with these two higher beings strutting down the aisle. The crowd took their seats as the two dommes made their way to the edge of the dais. Mistress Rose smiled at them and continued her speech.

“Ladies and gentlemen, dominants and submissives, we are gathered here to mark the beginning of a lifelong commitment between domme and sub. A domme and sub is a special relationship. It requires both members to tend to the needs of the other and requires a deep level of commitment on both sides. A slave forever dedicates his life to his goddess—sacrificing his own aspirations and desires so that his goddess’ wants and needs are met instead. And a domme, beyond her beauty and power, must care for her slave, providing him with food, shelter, and clothing. The placing of the collar around the slave’s neck symbolizes the birth of this commitment. Today, we mark that occasion. Do we have the collar present?”

“Yes, Mistress Rose,” Gabriela said, lifting the collar for all to see.

“And who is it who offers this collar before us?”

“Mistress Gabriela, ma’am.”

“Mistress Gabriela, have you witnessed the bond between this domme and sub?”

“I have, ma’am.”

“Do you feel this domme possesses the skill and prudence required to tend to this sub as her slave, keeping him healthy in mind, body, and spirit.”

“Yes, ma’am. I believe Goddess Melanie more than possesses the necessary skill to care for this slave.”

“As a previous mentor to Goddess Melanie, I would also like to state for this body that I too believe she is more than qualified for this distinguished role. And, Mistress Gabriela, do you believe this sub possesses the necessary dedication to commit and serve this goddess as she expects and deserves?”

“I do, ma’am. This sub has served his goddess with the true attributes of a slave and has made significant strides in the short time since beginning his journey.”

“Very, well. Will the domme who makes claim over this sub please state her name for the record?”

“Melanie Sutton.” 

“And will the sub do the same?”

I tried to steady my voice before speaking. 

“Yes, my name is Phil Pearson, ma’am.”

Mistress Rose’s cold eyes peered into mine as she spoke. “And, Phil, do you realize that by taking this commitment, you are forfeiting the right to your birth name?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“It is my understanding that this slave has already been entered into the slave registry as slave number 10048925. Is this correct?”

Melanie spoke again. “Yes, ma’am. That will be his only appellation from here on out.”

“Very, well,” said Mistress Rose. “Then before I proceed, let me ask the company before us, does anyone here feel that these two should not be joined together as domme and sub? Speak now or forever hold your peace.”

Crickets.

“Seeing that no one has objected, we will begin the collaring.”

Mistress Gabriela bowed and offered the collar to Melanie.

“Goddess Melanie,” Mistress Rose continued. “Do you take this sub to be your slave and, in doing so, promise to care for him, discipline him, and nurture his submissive needs and desires to serve?”

“I do.” 

“And, 10048925, do you take this woman to be your goddess, swearing to forsake all other gods and goddesses before her, dedicating your mind, body, and spirit to fulfilling her wants and desires?”

“I do.”

“Goddess Melanie, you may now place the collar around 10048925’s neck.”

I bowed before Melanie, allowing my head to drop. The cold steel wrapped around my neck and clamped shut. I dropped to my knees and offered her the leash. Smiling, my goddess took it from my hands and fastened it to the O-ring at the front of the collar. 

The crowd applauded. 

There was no turning back now. I was Melanie Sutton’s slave forever. As I moved down the aisle, crawling on my hands and knees beside my goddess’ boots, I knew that was all I had ever wanted.
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