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    Submitting To His Roommate: Parts 1-7 
 
    1. Busted By The Girls 
 
      
 
    It was a mistake. 
 
    One mistake that changed everything forever. That's the way it goes sometimes. A momentary lapse of judgment that sends your life barreling off in a new direction. And yet, I don't regret it. It was a mistake. But it ended up being the best decision I ever made. 
 
    Of course, I didn’t know that at the time. As the key turned in the lock, panic gripped me. I knew the risks, of course. Maybe that was part of the thrill. Maybe, looking back now from the vantage point of our present situation, I wanted to get caught. But as the door to the apartment swung open, all I felt was fear. 
 
    It wasn't all my fault. I was a young guy, and full of powerful hormones telling me to fuck as often as possible. And I had broken up with Sandy two months ago, having to go without sex since that point onwards. Plus, one of the girls at the office was wearing a tight skirt, and it had been teasing me all day with unwelcome thoughts of physical pleasure. When I got home and saw that my roommate wasn't around, I seized my chance. After all, desire has a way of blocking out everything else. Of making you forget caution and common sense to focus only on it instead. I should have gone to my own room. I could have used my laptop or my phone to watch a dirty video. But I wanted the immersive experience of the big TV. I thought I would be alone. 
 
    I was wrong. The door swung open, and my roommate entered. She wasn't alone. She had a friend with her, a girl I had met once or twice before. 
 
    It was a small apartment. A straight shot from the door to the living room where I sat. I had barely a second to react. And an awful choice to make: switch off the porn flick I was watching, or cover myself up. I covered up. 
 
    “John, what are you — oh my God.” 
 
    To say that Emma's eyes are blue would be factually correct while completely missing the point. It would be like saying the ocean is made of water. True, but doing nothing to touch the multifaceted reality. Her eyes were a deep and striking blue, the color of the deep ocean, the color of evening when the sun has set and the stars are just starting to appear. A blue that almost verged on violet, a color that glowed out from her pretty face no matter what she was doing. And now, those gorgeous eyes were looking right at me. They were wide with surprise, and her pink lips were parted as her dark eyebrows climbed her smooth forehead. The long tendrils of her golden hair framed her delicate features as she stared at me in shock where I sat on the couch.  
 
    I hastily grabbed for a pillow held over my crotch in a feeble attempt to preserve my dignity. And as though in slow motion, those glowing eyes rolled toward the TV in front of me. There was no denying what I was up to. The video was still playing, and a sneering woman dressed in leather was whipping the backside of a bound male slave. 
 
    Next to Emma, her friend followed her gaze and gasped. Then, pressing her hand to her mouth, she abruptly burst out laughing. Slowly, a smile spread across Emma's face too. 
 
    "I — I'm sorry," I said, which only seemed to make the girls laugh even more. Still holding the cushion between my legs, I reached for the TV remote and switched it off. The damage was done, but there was no point compounding it. The two girls stood above me, looking down at me now with obvious amusement. But I didn't feel much like laughing. I felt absolutely mortified to be discovered like this. 
 
    “I told you not to get a guy roommate,” Emma’s friend said, and Emma’s gorgeous eyes were framed by the faint wrinkles that appeared when she laughed really hard. 
 
    "I should go," I said. Reaching under the cushion that hid me, I tried to pull up my underwear and pants with one hand. It wasn't an easy task, and Emma's friend's constant giggles didn't make it any easier. But as I struggled with the uncooperative clothing, a new expression came over my roommate's pretty face. 
 
    “Wait,” she said. 
 
      
 
    When I responded to the online ad, I had no idea what I was getting into. 
 
    Before meeting, we exchanged a few messages back and forth. She wanted to check references, and I had no problem with that. My previous roommate situation had ended when two of my buddies decided to move away for work. I wasn't interested in staying in the place I was at. Some dingy four-bedroom apartment in a bad part of town that we had been talking about leaving anyway. With my roommates leaving town, I needed to find a new living arrangement.  
 
    Rents being what they are, I couldn't even think of getting my own apartment. After all, I was 21, just starting out in the workforce after college, and mine wasn't a degree that automatically commands a high salary. You have to pay your dues. At least, that's what I told myself as I went to work every day, watching my paycheck get swallowed up by the bare necessities of living in a city. Sometimes, I wondered if I should have gone with my friends to their job opportunity. I don't know a thing about drilling or resource extraction, but neither did they. And while they might be living in awful camps in the middle of nowhere, they were making good money. 
 
    But I chose to stay in town. And that meant I needed to find a new living arrangement. Emma's ad looked like exactly what I was after. Her apartment was small but modern, and located right downtown. It was only a two-bedroom, so she would be the only other resident. I had never lived with a woman before, outside of my family. But I didn't expect it would be a problem. 
 
    Of course, I checked out her social media, just as I'm sure she checked out mine. I don't have many skeletons in my closet. I have a pretty active social life, but who doesn't in their early twenties? As far as I could tell from my online research, Emma was pretty active too. She wasn't exactly my age, but she couldn't be far off. It seemed like it would be a good match. 
 
    I knew from the photo she posted online that she was an attractive woman. But I told myself I was looking for a roommate, not a girlfriend. Besides, at the time, I was still with Sandy. I wasn't looking for anyone else. In the bloodsport that is modern real estate, you can't be too picky about your living arrangements. 
 
    But when Emma opened the door of her apartment the day I went to see it, I wasn't prepared for the way she looked. She was wearing glasses with a thick black frame, her long blonde hair tied loosely behind her head. Jeans and a T-shirt covered her body, but did nothing to hide her incredible figure. As good as she looked in the few photos she posted online, meeting in person was something else.  
 
    And even though her large boobs strained against the front of her T-shirt as she pushed the door wide, even though her ripped jeans hugged her hips in a way I couldn't help noticing, it was those eyes that startled me the most. Framed by her glasses, they were almost unbelievably beautiful. I felt myself suddenly tongue-tied as she invited me in. 
 
    “Hi. I’m Emma,” she said, holding out her hand. 
 
    “John,” I said as I took it. 
 
    The tour of the apartment didn't take long. It was a basic bathroom, a small kitchen, and a shared living room. Emma's bedroom lay on the other side of a narrow hallway from the kitchen, and my theoretical room was right beside it. It was much smaller than hers, but it contained a queen-size bed and a chest of drawers. As I peered into the room, I was startled to see a young man sitting on the bed. 
 
    “This is my roommate Trent,” Emma said. “He’ll be out by the end of the month.” 
 
    “Hey,” I said. The sullen young man just grunted at me. 
 
    "The building has a gym, a small swimming pool, a hot tub," Emma said, turning toward me in the doorway of Trent's room as she rattled off the amenities. "There's a parking spot too, which I don't use. Do you have a car?" 
 
    "No," I said, shaking my head. "That's part of why I want to live downtown. Easy to get around." 
 
    "Yeah, it's pretty awesome," Emma said. She turned as she spoke, and I followed her back to the living room, leaving her current roommate to his sulking. I had no idea what his problem was, and I didn't care. Almost from the moment I arrived at the building, I had known I wanted the place. The location was incredible, and the rent was surprisingly reasonable given the usual prices downtown.  
 
    I didn't care that the place was small. It's not like I was planning to run laps of my apartment. In between work and socializing, I didn't expect to spend a lot of time there anyway. It was a place to crash, a place to keep my things while I enjoyed city living. And while you can't know much at all about a person from a first meeting that only lasts a few minutes, Emma seemed okay. She was friendly enough, and the apartment seemed clean. I'd certainly had worse roommates. 
 
    "I like it," I said, taking another look around the small living room. "I'd love to take it if you'll have me." 
 
    The comment was supposed to be glib, slightly cheeky. But I felt an awkward pause in the air as Emma looked at me for a moment in silence. Of course, looking the way she did, she had to be careful, I told myself. The last thing any woman wants is a roommate that tries to hit on them. And even though that wasn’t my intention, I cringed inwardly at the thought it might appear that way to her as I hung in the uncomfortable silence between us. 
 
    “Okay,” Emma said at last. “Let’s give it a shot.” 
 
      
 
    Shocked, I sat in my position on the couch, not knowing what to do. Emma's friend was looking at her with the same confusion I was, wondering what was on her mind.  
 
    When my roommate stepped toward me, I felt as though I had slipped into a dream. The weight of her body sank onto the small sofa beside me, and I shifted to make some room for her, still trying to hold the cushion over the erection that raged beneath it. Up close, I could feel the warmth of Emma's body, could smell the fruity scent of her shampoo. Her shoulder was touching mine, and in the state of shameful arousal I was in, it took everything I had just to keep a coherent thought in my head. 
 
    "I didn't know you were into this kind of stuff," Emma said. As she spoke, her eyes roamed over my face, as though she was seeing me for the first time. We had lived together for almost four months now, and it had been a fairly harmonious arrangement. She often wasn't home, and when she was, I was usually out. But when our paths did cross, we maintained a breezy friendliness that made everything easier.  
 
    Emma was the organized type, and almost as soon as I had moved in, she posted a chore schedule on the fridge. I stuck to it religiously. The truth is, I like a clean house too, and the fact that we had similar standards of cleanliness certainly helped things run as smoothly as they did. 
 
    And now, I worried as a lump rose in my throat, it seemed I had thrown all of that away. Only Emma's faint smile encouraged me. Whatever else she might be, she didn't seem mad. That was at least some relief. 
 
    "Yeah… I… I mean, I'm not like…hardcore about it or anything…" My words trailed away under my roommate's lingering stare. Truthfully, I would have been embarrassed at being caught masturbating to anything by her and her friend. But it certainly wasn't helping that it had been a kinky femdom video I was jerking myself to. I know none of us are supposed to be ashamed of our kinks anymore, but I can't help it. My fantasies strayed again and again towards the submissive, my head full of visions of beautiful and dominant women, but I wasn't comfortable talking about it. With anyone. It was a part of myself I had been holding back, hiding even from my lovers. After one early experience when I tried to tell a girlfriend what I was into and she recoiled in disgust, I had learned to keep these things to myself.  
 
    And now it was out in the open in the most humiliating way possible. Perhaps I shouldn't have been surprised at the way my cock still throbbed and surged underneath the cushion. After all, the idea of sexual humiliation had always been a sure-fire way to get me going. Now, I was experiencing the real thing. 
 
    "Whatever floats your boat," Emma said, those tiny creases forming at the corner of her eyes again as she lifted her face toward her friend. "Right, Caitlin?" 
 
    "I guess," Caitlin said uncertainly. She was still standing at the side of the couch, clearly uncertain about what her friend was up to. Wrapped up as I was in Emma, I could still acknowledge that her friend too was an attractive young woman. Maybe not the knockout that Emma was, but certainly pretty. She was also blonde. I suspected it was no more natural than Emma's hair color, but it suited her. It suited them both. 
 
    "See? We're sex-positive in this house," Emma said, her voice soft and coaxing as she tried to reassure me. "I don't care what you're into. In fact, I think it's kind of hot." 
 
    Beside the sofa, Caitlin giggled again, more nervously than joyfully as far as I could tell. For my own part, I felt suddenly dizzy. The strange unreal feeling of the moment only intensified as I looked at Emma, her shining eyes staring deep into mine. Surely she couldn’t be serious? 
 
    "You know, we were just talking about you," Emma went on. The sly smile never left her face, and I felt her body pressed against mine more firmly as she inched closer. Pressed already against one arm of the couch, there was nowhere for me to go. "Weren't we, Caitlin?" 
 
    "Yeah," Caitlin answered slowly. Almost as though she were reluctant to admit it. But inside my heaving chest, my heart swelled with excitement at what they were saying. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Really,” Emma smiled. “How long has it been since you split up with your girlfriend?” 
 
    "Two months." 
 
    "Two months? And there hasn't been anyone since her?" Again, Emma lifted her head to look up at her friend. I watched a grin spread across Caitlin's face too. I felt like I was suddenly in the middle of something, but I had no idea what it might be. I hardly dared allow myself to hope. All I could do was wait and see where Emma wanted to take things. But underneath the cushion, my cock continued to throb, desperately excited at the possibilities my fevered brain whispered to me as I felt Emma's body next to mine. 
 
    “No,” I mumbled. 
 
    “Poor boy,” Emma said, and Caitlin laughed at her condescending tone. “Two whole months without sex. I don’t think I could stand that. Could you?” 
 
    “Probably not,” Caitlin said with a smile as her friend turned to her again. 
 
    "I definitely couldn't," Emma said, turning those stunning eyes on me again. "I don't even remember the last time I went that long without sex. You know that, don't you? You know when I bring someone home. Do you hear me in there, having sex?" 
 
    "Once or twice," I said, shifting uncomfortably on the seat. Emma had always been astonishingly open about these things. She wasn't lying when she said she was sex-positive. I had heard some of the things she and her friends talked about; they weren't shy about sharing intimate details with each other.  
 
    And yes, I had heard Emma having sex in the bedroom next to mine. More than once or twice. After all, she was a beautiful girl. And while I wouldn't call her promiscuous, she was no shrinking violet, either. There were times it woke me up, times it had seeped into my dreams. No matter how much I tried not to think about my roommate in that way, I couldn't help it. She was gorgeous, after all. And the longer I went without, the harder it was to hear the screams of passion and bliss in the room next to mine. 
 
    "That must be hard for you, being single," Emma said in that same soft purr. "No wonder you're jerking yourself off. Although I'd appreciate it if you kept it to your own bedroom from now on." Caitlin burst out laughing at that, but Emma's eyes stayed fixed on me. 
 
    “Yeah, of course,” I said. “It won’t happen again.” 
 
    "Apologize." Emma spoke the word softly, just like every word she had spoken since she sat down next to me. She was still smiling too, her soft pink lips raised at the corners as she looked at me. But still, the word cut through the tight air of the room like a weapon. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said. Once again, Emma turned her face toward her friend. 
 
    "Did that sound sincere to you?" she asked. Caitlin stood with her arms folded, her eyes fixed on me as she spoke. 
 
    "No. It didn't," she said. And now I knew. I wasn't imagining things. It wasn't wishful thinking, or me projecting some strange fantasy onto them spurred by my unignorable arousal. They were messing with me. They were having fun at my expense. I felt my cheeks prickle with red heat even as my cock continued to throb and ache under the cushion. 
 
    "What do you want me to say?" I said carefully. There was something wolfish in Emma's smile as she replied. 
 
    “I want you to apologize properly,” she said. “Not just to me, but to Caitlin too. She shouldn’t have to see something like that when she comes to my place. She’s right. She did warn me against a male roommate. I’ve had others. Some of them were pigs. Some of them tried to hit on me. But none of them let themselves get caught jerking off on the couch.” 
 
    Caitlin laughed again. Emma was smiling too. But something told me she wasn't joking. And of course, I was willing to apologize. I was well aware that I had violated an unspoken rule of living with someone. I could completely see why Emma wouldn't want me doing that ever again. It wasn't what she was asking that made my heart race and soar in my chest. It was the way she was asking it. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Emma,” I said again, doing my best to sound as genuine as I could as I looked into her face. 
 
    "I'm sorry, Caitlin," I added, turning for a moment toward the other woman still standing at the end of the sofa. "This is really embarrassing; I'm sorry you had to see it. I promise it won't happen ever again." 
 
    “That’s good to hear,” Emma said. “I bet you mean that, too. But if you had any control of yourself, this would never have happened in the first place. What do you think, Caitlin? You think we need to teach him a lesson?” 
 
    “Yeah. I do.” 
 
    My head whipped back and forth as I turned my gaze from Emma to Caitlin and back again. I could hardly believe what I was hearing. When the door of the apartment had opened, revealing my hidden shame, this was the absolute last thing I had expected to happen. I barely dared to trust the hope that swelled in my heart as I waited in disbelief to see what was coming. 
 
    And Emma's hand reached for the cushion that covered me. Again, time seemed to slow down to a crawl. I watched her fingers sink into the soft fabric, gripping it tightly. She pulled on it, and I squeezed the cushion tighter in my own hands, resisting her as she tried to pull it away. 
 
    "Let it go," Emma said, her voice softer than ever, barely more than a whisper. At the end of the sofa, Caitlin stepped closer to hear what her friend was saying. "Let us see it. Trust me, you'll be glad you did." 
 
    What man could possibly resist an invitation like that? All my weeks of lust and loneliness seemed to rise up in me at once, flooding my struggling brain with powerful hormones and wild ideas.  
 
    Ever since I moved in, I had tried to resist the idea of sex with Emma. I had done my best not to think about it, telling myself it would never happen. And now, the possibility shone in front of me like an unstoppable sunrise, too bright and beautiful even to look at. 
 
    Wordlessly, I relaxed my grip. Emma noticed. Still smiling, she lifted the cushion slowly away. I held my breath as she lowered it carefully to the floor, my cock rising unmissably up from between my legs. Both Emma and Caitlin stared at it, before exchanging broad smiles with one another. My member throbbed in the empty air, hungry for them both as I sat on the couch, not knowing what to do with myself.  
 
    Nothing in my life had prepared me for a situation even remotely like this one. No woman I had ever been with was as beautiful or as uninhibited as Emma was. I was so used to doing the chasing, I barely knew how to handle a woman as forward as this. Even if that was exactly what I dreamed of in my deepest and most exciting fantasies. 
 
    "It would be a shame to waste a boner like that," Emma said, prompting fresh giggles from Caitlin. "I bet there's better things we could do with it than just having you jerk yourself off like a loser." Caitlin's laughter stung me, but I had eyes only for Emma. Her blonde hair hung like a curtain around her face as she leaned forward on the sofa, and I gasped as she touched my member. Just lightly, running the tips of her fingers over the boiling veins and the hot skin while I moaned at her touch. 
 
    I leaned toward her. After all, there was no longer any doubt in my mind. As unreal as the situation was, it was happening. But as I tried to take her in my arms, Emma frowned. Removing her hand from my cock, she grabbed my wrists and pushed my arms away. 
 
    "I didn't say you could touch me," she said, smiling again as she stared into my eyes. "That's not how this works. You need to make this up to me, to us, and that means you're going to do exactly what we say." 
 
    "Okay," I said, watching Emma's smile grow wider as Caitlin laughed again. After all, they had seen the video. They knew where my tastes lay. In the submissive depths of my soul, there was nothing I wanted more than for Emma to take control of me. 
 
    "Wait here," Emma said. "Keep an eye on him, Caitlin. I'll be back in a second." Shifting to the edge of the sofa, Emma stood up in one smooth motion. I watched her stride across the small apartment toward the open door of her bedroom and disappear inside. While she was gone, I could barely bring myself even to look at Caitlin, even though I could feel the other woman's eyes on me.  
 
    She said nothing. She just stood there watching, and I sat astonished on the sofa, my erection throbbing visibly in front of her as we both waited for Emma to return. 
 
    It didn’t take long. Almost immediately, Emma stepped back through the door of her apartment. My jaw dropped as I saw what she had in her hands. A pair of leather cuffs, joined together by a short chain. Full of confidence, she stepped toward me, her knee denting the couch cushion as she leaned over me. 
 
    “Come on, put your hands behind your back,” Emma said as she reached for my wrist. “Caitlin, help me. Let’s get him tied up, and then we can have some fun with him.” 
 
    Briskly, Caitlin circled around the couch to stand on my other side. I felt her warm hands on my arms as the two girls maneuvered them behind my back. Not that I was resisting, not exactly. I was reluctant, afraid of what might happen. But there was no denying that this was what I wanted.  
 
    As Emma tightened the cuffs around my wrists, locking my hands together behind my back, I knew this was already the sexiest experience of my life.  
 
    "That's better," Emma said once I was bound. I groaned as she reached forward and wrapped her hand around my cock again, slowly stroking it. "Now you can apologize to us properly." 
 
    

  

 
   
    2. Emma Takes Control 
 
      
 
    "Get on the floor." 
 
    Emma's voice was as soft as ever. But there was no mistaking the seriousness in her voice. She wasn't asking. And just as she had to know it would, being bossed around by her sent a thrill of sexual desire racing through me.  
 
    Still, I hesitated. With my hands tied behind my back and my hard cock sticking out the front of my partially lowered pants, I knew I made a ridiculous spectacle. And if I gave in to this, if I let her boss me around, there was no telling where things might end up.  
 
    Then again, that was the excitement of it all. The wild thrill of giving up control to someone else and not knowing quite what they would do with it. And the strange thrill, too, of knowing that a woman who looked like her wanted to play with me. That she was intrigued enough by my desire that she wanted to explore it. That, too, was a thrill I hadn't expected to feel. 
 
    And without a word, I did what I was told. Sliding off the couch, I lowered myself to the floor. Emma watched, those incredible eyes studying my every movement and glowing with a kind of pride at the power she so obviously had. With one finger, she pointed at the spot in front of her feet. 
 
    “On your knees,” she said, with a wild flash deep in those eyes. 
 
    "Oh my God." Caitlin gasped in disbelief even as she made her way toward the spot on the couch I had just vacated. I watched her settling herself down on the cushion, adjusting the pretty sundress she wore as she crossed her legs. Both women were looking at me, expectation showing on both their faces. That, and the same wild excitement I was feeling. The same deviant thrill of what we were doing, the uncharted waters that we were all setting sail into. 
 
    The cushion I had used to hide my shame when the girls came in lay on the floor, and it gave me something to kneel on as I did what Emma told me to. Shame washed over me as I kneeled at her feet, my cock projecting toward her as though it could somehow reach her across the uncrossable gulf that lay between us. 
 
    "That's a good boy," Emma said, causing Caitlin to laugh again. "That's how it should always be. Kneeling at the feet of your superiors. Especially when you're begging us for forgiveness." 
 
    For a moment, silence reigned. Caught up as I was in lust and shame, I wasn't particularly quick on the uptake. Emma had to raise her eyebrows to prompt me into giving her the response she wanted. Once I realized what I had to do, I did it. 
 
    “Please, Emma,” I said, forced to raise my voice over Caitlin’s wild shrieks of laughter as she watched me debase myself. “Please forgive me.” 
 
    "Hmm, I'm not sure," Emma said. "Maybe I should just kick you out right now for being a dirty little pervert. Get some other guy in here who can control himself around me and my friends." 
 
    "No, please, Emma," I said, cringing on my knees as I humbly begged. "Please don't do that. I'll never do it again, I promise." 
 
    “I wish I could believe you,” Emma said. “You’re just a man. You can’t help yourself. I mean, look at you. Look how hard you are even now, even while I’m humiliating you. You love it, don’t you?” 
 
    "Yes," I growled between gritted teeth as Emma raised one foot and ran the toe of her shoe along the underside of my shaft. My cock bobbed and surged in response, aching for her touch. Beside her friend, Caitlin dissolved into another chorus of wild giggles. 
 
    "Is this how you treat them?" she asked, and I frowned in confusion as I wondered what she meant. 
 
    "Yep," Emma said, turning with a grin to her friend. "I don't know why I seem to attract these submissive boys. But I do. Then again, they're not always naturally submissive. Sometimes, I make them that way myself." 
 
    "I've always wondered how you do it," Caitlin said. For now, the women were chatting as though I wasn't even there. I wasn't exactly in a hurry to remind them. I could hardly believe what I was hearing, any more than I could believe what I was doing. But it didn't seem my place to interrupt. 
 
    "It's pretty easy," Emma explained. "Especially with a guy who's naturally submissive like this one." With that, she turned those eyes on me again. Beautiful as she was, I almost wilted under her stare. I felt completely defenseless against her, and it had little to do with the fact my hands were tied behind my back. As I gazed up at my beautiful roommate from my knees, I knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that she could do almost anything she liked with me. 
 
    "You know, if I wanted to, I bet I could make you into my slave," she said, her voice dripping with honey and poison, each word carefully shaped by her soft lips to lodge like bullets in my brain. "I bet you'd like that, wouldn't you? Or at least, you think you would. But fantasy and reality are two different things. The guy who used to sleep in your bedroom learned that the hard way." 
 
    “Trent?” I gasped. Emma smiled dangerously. 
 
    "Exactly," she said. "When you're conventionally attractive like I am, you get used to guys throwing themselves at you. Saying they'll do anything to have you. But they usually don't mean it. Once they've had their fun, the promises dry up. I learned early on how to keep that from happening. How to keep boys like you to their word. But a lot of guys think they can handle it, and then find out that submitting to a woman is nothing like how they thought it would be." 
 
    “That’s why she always has male roommates,” Caitlin said. It was the first words she had said directly to me, and again, I could barely bring myself to meet her gaze as she stared at me. “She dominates them all.” 
 
    "Well, not all of them," Emma corrected, turning for a moment toward Caitlin. "Sometimes they're not into it, and I'm not into making a guy do anything he doesn't want. I'm not a psycho. But most of them are into it. Or I can usually talk them into it, anyway." Both women laughed at that, their mutual amusement harmonizing as they threw back their blonde heads and giggled. 
 
    “You, though, seem like you’d be pretty easy,” Emma said as she turned her eyes back to me. “I mean, look at that video you’re watching. Have you always wanted to submit to a beautiful woman?” 
 
    "Yes," I growled, as the girls exchanged another pleased look above me. As embarrassing as it was to admit, there didn't seem to be much point denying it. They had seen what they seen. And they had seen how easy it was for Emma to boss me around. When you're kneeling at a woman's feet with your cock throbbing in front of you, it's pretty hard to lie about what makes you tick. 
 
    “Have you ever done it?” 
 
    “No,” I said. 
 
    “Why not? Never had the balls?” 
 
    “Never found the right woman,” I replied. 
 
    "Well, this could be your lucky day," Emma said. "We were talking about you earlier. About how cute you are. About how lonely you must be. About how you're nice and quiet, and how you stick religiously to the chore schedule. A guy who can follow orders. For a woman like me, that's the perfect roommate." 
 
    Again, hope surged in my heart. I looked from Emma to Caitlin and back again, hardly able to believe my luck. Yes, I was nervous. I was scared of embarrassing myself, of admitting my deviant desires to these women and exposing the darker parts of myself. But Emma's smile was encouraging. And after months of trying to ignore my attraction to her, of trying not to be that guy that hits on his roommate, she was coming to me. Not just with an offer of sex, but with an offer of a life I had barely dared to allow myself to dream of. Change is always scary. But even as I kneeled down there on the living room floor, there was no denying that a large part of me wanted exactly this. 
 
    "And Caitlin has been curious," Emma went on. "Don't lie. You've always wondered what it would be like to dominate a guy. I can teach you. I can teach you to dominate and him to submit. Seems like the perfect arrangement to me." 
 
    Caitlin's eyes shone as she stared at her friend. The look of disbelief on her face echoed my own feelings of astonishment. But I noticed the way she bit her lip in excitement, the way her hands fidgeted with the hem of her dress. Caitlin was excited. That much was obvious. 
 
    "Look at him kneeling there," Emma said, and both women's heads swiveled to face me again. "They always look so cute when they're tied up and needy like this. What do you think, John? Want to be me and Caitlin's sex toy for the afternoon?" 
 
    Caitlin shrieked with outraged laughter at her friend's words. And her laughter only got louder at my eager reply. 
 
    “God, yes,” I groaned. 
 
    "Good. You can start by learning your place. Which is on your knees, groveling at our feet and worshiping the ground we walk on." Abruptly, Emma stood. My eyes followed her across the apartment and back through the open door of her bedroom. When she reappeared, she had a weapon in her hand. A short whip; a riding crop, in fact. The flexible shaft bent in a threatening arc between her hands she carried it back toward the sofa. 
 
      
 
    "Kiss Caitlin's foot," Emma ordered, pointing with the riding crop toward her friend's legs. "Show her the proper respect. She's a woman, which means she's vastly superior to a boy like you. I want you to show you acknowledge that by worshiping her feet." 
 
    “Oh my God, Em,” Caitlin said in astonishment. 
 
    "Don't worry, you'll love it," Emily grinned at her friend over my head. "And it really helps to teach boys their place. Go ahead, horny boy. Kiss my friend's feet and beg her to forgive you for exposing your disgusting masturbation habit to her." 
 
    For a moment, only a moment, I hesitated. After all, it wasn't like she was asking me to do the dishes. There would be no going back from this. No matter what else happened between us, none of us would ever forget what Emily had made me do. But it didn't seem like I had much choice. And frankly, I didn't want any choice. A long day of sexual frustration still raged inside me, and I wanted to submit to it, and to her. As I had watched the video, I had mentally put myself in the place of the humiliated slave, forced to cater to every whim of a beautiful dominatrix. Now, it was happening for real. Why would I ever resist? 
 
    And so, I crawled forward on my knees. Caitlin watched me in meaningful silence, and even though Emma was behind me, I could feel her watching too. Watching my cock sway embarrassingly with my movements. Watching as I positioned myself on the floor at the feet of her friend. Watching as I bent at the waist, carefully lowering my lips down to her toes. 
 
    Caitlin was wearing wedges, tall sandals that bared her pedicured feet. His skin was warm as I pressed my lips against it. 
 
    "Please forgive me, Caitlin," I mumbled into her toes. Up above me, I heard the women giggle again. 
 
    "Doesn't he look pathetic down there?" Emma said behind me. "And doesn't it make you feel like an absolute goddess having him kiss your feet? Keep kissing, slave boy." Caitlin laughed, and I winched. But I did as I was told. The smacking sound of my lips against her foot filled the room as I degraded myself for their amusement. 
 
    "I mean, I don't hate it," Caitlin murmured thoughtfully. "I thought the stuff you did was all whips and chains. I can't believe he just does what you say like this." 
 
    "Well, it can be whips and chains if you want," Emma said. "That's the beauty of it. It can be whatever we wanted to be. We have the pussy, so we make the rules. It's that simple. And that's what he wants too. To be used in whatever way we decide. The more cruel and selfish we are, the more he'll love us for it. Isn't that right, slave?" 
 
    "Yes," I mumbled into Caitlin's toes, cringing even as I did it. Having her call me that made my humiliation so much worse. But I wasn't about to argue with her. And while I kept kissing Caitlin's feet, rising slowly up from her toes toward her ankle and the strap of her sandal, I found myself warming to the task. Feet never interested me in and of themselves. It was more the symbolism of what they represented. The fact that I was kissing the lowest part of a woman, the most insignificant part of her body as though it was sacred to me. It was an unignorable sign of my reduced status, or their elevated one.  
 
    I couldn't forget Emma's words about how their gender made them superior to me. And as I kneeled down on the living room floor, it was hard to argue with her conclusion. 
 
    While my cock throbbed embarrassingly, Emma moved behind me. I felt her hands on my hips, and in one smooth move, she pulled down my pants to my knees. Caitlin chuckled as she watched, my bare ass exposed as I crouched over her feet. Emily stood behind me, and I froze in fear as I felt the tip of her riding crop tapping against my ass. 
 
    "No one told you to stop kissing, slave boy," I heard Emma say behind me. "And we still haven't forgiven you yet." 
 
    “Please,” I said, fear lending urgency to my voice as I grumbled and begged. “Please forgive me, Caitlin.” 
 
    "Oh no," said Emma. "You don't get to address us like that anymore. You need to show us respect at all times. From now on, this is Mistress Caitlin, and I'm Mistress Emma. Got that, slave?" 
 
    "Yes," I groaned, and instantly, I heard the high whine of the riding crop slashing through the air. I jumped at the loud crack that echoed in the small room as Emma struck my ass. Immediately, a bright burning pain crawled across the surface of my skin, and I moaned at the feeling as I trembled on the floor. Fantasies of dominance and submission are one thing. Reality, I was quickly learning, was something else entirely. Pain was never part of my pleasure, and the idea of coercion was very different to this. But the riding crop slashed through the air as Emma struck me again, bringing more pain to a different part of my ass. 
 
    "What do you call me, bitch? Say it!" 
 
    “Mistress Emma,” I howled. “I’m sorry, Mistress Emma!” 
 
    "You'd better be." I didn't dare raise my head to look at her. But I could hear a new edge in my roommate's voice. An angry edge that made me afraid. Again the riding crop whistled through the air, and again she whipped me, making me howl as I kneeled beneath her. 
 
    “Please, Mistress Emma,” I sobbed, “please stop hitting me!” 
 
    "You see how quickly they learn when you make it painful for them?" Emma was talking to Caitlin now. But Caitlin didn't reply. Instead, she just sat there above me, looking at her friend in utter astonishment. Clearly, she had known about Emma's dominant tendencies. But I could only imagine that seeing them in action was very different to hearing them described. Certainly, I was colliding head-on with the difference between reality and fantasy myself. 
 
    "Not much of a pain slut, are you?" Emma said. I felt the vibration of her footsteps through the floor as she stepped closer to me. Reaching down, she seized a fistful of my hair and pulled my head upward. I straightened up on my knees, looking up at her as she stood above me, one hand still holding my hair and the other holding the riding crop slanted across her shoulder. But as scared and humiliated as I felt, I was at least glad the punishment had stopped. For now. 
 
    “No, Mistress Emma,” I said while Caitlin giggled again. 
 
    "That's okay," Emma said consolingly. "Some guys really get off on being hurt, but they're very exhausting to play with. I prefer a boy like you. One who learns his place quickly and knows that he can avoid punishment by doing what he's told. You know that, don't you? That if you just do as your mistresses say, we won't have to hurt you. Unless we want to, of course." Emma giggled as she spoke. Lifting the riding crop, she reached forward to run its tip carefully up and down my boiling shaft. I had no idea how long I had been erect for now, but it felt as though it would never subside. Certainly not while I was in the presence of these two beauties, anyway. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Emma,” I said as meekly as I could. Emma looked absolutely triumphant as she stood above me, thrilled with how quickly she had turned me into this. 
 
    “Good. Now, admit what you are. Admit that you’re my bitch boy.” 
 
    "I'm — I'm your bitch boy, Mistress Emma," I said, speaking through the lump of shame in my throat while the women laughed at me. There wasn't much point denying the truth. That didn't make it easy to admit. And the delighted response of the women certainly didn't make it any easier. 
 
    "This is amazing," Caitlin said. "I can't believe how fast you turned him into… this." 
 
    “Our bitch boy? It’s easy when they’re naturally submissive,” Emma explained. I found myself wondering how she had become such an expert. Since moving in, I had learned that she was a few years older than me, but only a few. Only in her mid-twenties, Emma had the poise and confidence of a much older woman. Especially now. Now, it seemed she was in her element. Completely in charge, completely in control. She had never looked more beautiful to me. 
 
    Releasing her grip on my hair, Emily walked around me. Still holding the riding crop, she sat down on the sofa again, crossing her legs. The tip of the crop slapped against one hand as she lightly tapped her palm with it, and my eyes followed its movements, the stinging pain in my ass reminding me just how dangerous this woman could be. 
 
    "We should establish some rules," Emma said. "From now on, the only choice you get is yes or no. You can say yes to us and agree to be our submissive slave. Or you can say no, and we'll stop. But I don't think you want that, do you, bitch boy?" 
 
    "No, Mistress Emily." 
 
    "Well, we haven't really started yet. It's not going to be all fun and games. But this is rule number one. We use a traffic light system. If I'm ever doing something that you don't like, you can say, 'yellow', and I'll switch to something else so that we can keep the scene going. If it's a hard limit, you can say 'red,' and I'll stop. And anytime you want to, you can end this whole arrangement just by telling me you don't want to be my slave anymore. I'm not interested in playing with guys who don't want to." 
 
    "Okay, Mistress Emma," I said. Her words reassured me a little. The truth was, I already knew I had no power to resist her. I really felt that she and her friend could do just about anything they wanted with me or to me. Hearing her reaffirm the importance of consent set my mind at ease. But only a little. Especially when Emily uncrossed her legs and leaned forward in her seat, fixing those incredible eyes on me again. 
 
    “That’s the only power you get,” she said, speaking slowly again as though to impress her words into my brain. “Yes, or no. Yes means total submission, to me and to Caitlin. It means you have to do what we say. Even if you don’t want to. It means we own you completely. So what do you say?” 
 
    The air seemed to crackle. Both Caitlin and Emma sat stiffly in their seats, waiting for my response. Their eyes were glowing, locked on me as I kneeled humiliatingly at their feet. 
 
    But for all the importance of the moment, I barely hesitated. I already knew what I wanted. And the wild desire bubbling in my brain wouldn't let me even contemplate anything else. I had dreamed of a situation like this for years, yet never believed it would ever truly happen. Now, it was. And despite my nervousness, despite my fears, despite my deep shame that this was what I wanted, I couldn't pretend otherwise. I couldn't pass up an opportunity like this. No matter how much it scared me. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emma," I said, my voice as firm as it had been at any point since the women walked through the door and found me in the middle of my humiliating act. The smile that spread across Emma's face as I spoke was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen. 
 
    "Good," she grinned. "Things are really going to change around here now. For instance, you can forget about the chore schedule. All the chores are yours now. It will be your job to keep this place perfectly clean at all times. And if you do a bad job, you know what will happen." 
 
    I winced as Emma tapped the tip of the riding crop against the sensitive head of my cock. She only touched it lightly, but the message was clear. A thrill of arousal mixed with fear swept through me as I trembled in front of her. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emma," I said without hesitation. Desire was bubbling inside me, and no promise seemed too much if it got me what I said. 
 
    “You’re amazing,” Caitlin said, shaking her head. “You haven’t even had sex with him, and he’s already willing to do whatever you say.” 
 
    "That's exactly it," Emma said. As she spoke, she dragged the tip of the riding crop up and down the underside of my shaft from balls to tip, making me groan and tremble with frustrated desire. "They are at their most obedient when they want you more than anything. Keeping them horny and frustrated makes them much easier to control. Plus, it's just good fun." 
 
    With that, Emma turned back to me. I watched her eyes do a little dance over me, traveling up and down my body as she took in the sight of me kneeling hard and helpless in front of her. 
 
    "You have other duties too," she said with a smile. "Some you may enjoy. Some you probably won't. But that doesn't matter. All that matters is that I'm having fun. And Caitlin. Things just got real simple for you, bitch boy. From now on, the whole point of your life is keeping your mistresses happy." 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Emma.” 
 
    "Here. Hold this." I watched Emma hold out the riding crop toward Caitlin, who took it carefully in her hands. Meanwhile, Emma moved. Suddenly seized by an unignorable excitement, she reached for the front of her pants. My cock rose along with my surging heart as I watched her unfasten her jeans and pull them down, kicking them off her feet. Her panties followed. Beside her, Caitlin gasped in amazement as she watched her friend frantically pull off her clothes. But Emma didn't seem to care. Her pussy shone in front of me, and I trembled at the sight of what I had never thought I would see. 
 
    "Get over here, slave," Emma growled. One finger pointed at her sex as she spoke. "Let's see if you know how to please a woman. That's male slave 101. You better hope you make me cum if you ever want to play with me again." 
 
    Beside her, Caitlin gasped. But I hardly noticed. My hard cock swayed from side to side as I shuffled forward on my knees, eager to perform this new task. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Emma,” I said. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    3. Serving His Roommate 
 
      
 
    Life is all about new adventures, right? I was certainly having one of those. In fact, I could barely believe what was happening to me as I kneeled on the floor before my sexy roommate and her pretty friend. It seemed unreal. It seemed like something straight out of a dirty movie. But it was really happening.  
 
    And while I would be lying if I said I had never thought about being with Emma, as though I had never noticed her outrageous sex appeal, I had never once imagined a situation like this. To be honest, I had thought it wasn't really my thing. It's not like I was unaware of the kinkier side of sex, but the regular variety had always seem enough for me. Especially with a really beautiful woman, which Emma undoubtedly was. Regular sex with her would've been more than enough for me. As I kneeled there on the floor in front of her, doing as I was told, I was all too aware that Emma was undoubtedly the most attractive woman I had ever been with. But the sheer deviant delight of the way this was all happening took it to another level of desire and excitement. 
 
    I ran my tongue over Emma's pussy enthusiastically. She sighed as the taste of her body filled my mouth. The slick softness of her wet lips against mine was intoxicating, and I warmed to my task, moving my head as I pressed my tongue more firmly against her. She moaned a little louder. Past the rounded shape of her thigh, I couldn't see Caitlin watching. But I hadn't forgotten about her, not even for a moment. No one had ever watched me having sex before. Again, it wasn't something I had ever particularly wanted. But now that it was happening, I couldn't deny that it added an extra thrill to what we were doing, I had never imagined it would happen, but the shame I felt at being dominated like this, being bound and ordered to serve as the sexual plaything of my roommate, was unbelievably thrilling. And having her friend witness the whole thing made it even more exciting. 
 
    Add all that together, and you have a recipe for something truly special. As I kneeled there in front of Emma, tonguing her pussy with growing desire, I had to acknowledge that it was already the best day of my life. 
 
    Emma's moans grew louder by the second. I was getting to her. It wasn't my first time with my face between a woman's thighs, even if it was the first time it had happened like this. And I was using every trick I knew to please my demanding and beautiful new mistress. I slid my tongue between the tender folds of her sex, feeling them tremble and tighten around my organ. I rubbed my face against her, her juices smeared over my skin as she thrust her hips against me. Lifting my chin, I sought and found the swollen bud of her clitoris, teasing it with my tongue before wrapping my lips around it and gently sucking.  
 
    Emma howled in pleasure, throwing back her head as her long blonde hair trailed over the couch. She gripped my head in both her hands, her fingertips pressing against my scalp through my short hair. The cuffs locked onto my wrists made my shoulders feel tight as I instinctively tried to reach out to her and was reminded that I couldn't. That constriction only made my cock surge even more. It felt good to be used like this. It felt good to be Emma's sex toy. It felt more exciting than I could possibly have imagined to submit to my roommate like this.  
 
    And even though sexual frustration haunted me, even though shame and humiliation at what they had done to me filled my whole being, I didn't want it to stop. I wanted to drink down this wild excitement forever, to serve and obey and be a vehicle for female pleasure. Though of course, I also wanted to fuck her. Wanted it so badly, in fact, that I could barely think of anything else. 
 
    Emma gasped. For a moment, her whole body stiffened. Up above me, so high above me, she cried out in a deep roar of passion and lust. At the same time, I felt her streaming pussy spasm against my mouth. Even in the depths of my shame at how I was letting these women treat me, how I was enjoying submitting to them, I felt a faint glow of pride and accomplishment. I had made Emma cum. There was no doubt about that. She held nothing back, and not for the first time, I found myself wondering about her past. She was so uninhibited, so sexually free that she had no problem experiencing an orgasm in front of her friend. And clearly no problem using me to get there. She was unbelievable. As strange as it may sound, as I kneeled there between her shaking thighs, feeling her grip on my head abruptly relax as her climax came and went, I found myself deeply impressed by my new mistress. A feeling almost of admiration for her, along with the desperate and so far unfulfilled lust I was feeling. 
 
    Abruptly, Emma pushed my head away. I sat back on my knees, my face shining with her juices, gazing up at her with that same sense of astonishment. She sat back on the couch, her breasts rising and falling beneath her T-shirt her cheeks flushed pink with pleasure. Her legs were still spread in front of me, her shining pussy fully exposed and still erratically twitching and spasming with the pleasure I had given it. Her taste haunted my mouth, the unmistakeable souvenir of what had just happened. As though I could ever forget. I knew I never would. Even as it happened, I could feel that afternoon burning itself onto the surface of my brain, writing itself indelibly in my memories as something I would revisit again and again. But it wasn't over yet. To my despair and delight, Emma's sexy game was far from over. 
 
    "Not bad," she said, her deep blue eyes glowing with pleasure as she looked me up and down. "There's room for improvement. You'll learn. I'm going to train you to be the perfect pussylicking slave boy, just like I trained all my other roommates. Would you like that?"  
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emma." I didn't even hesitate to answer. And on the sofa above me, both women laughed. 
 
    “Be careful what you wish for,” Emma giggled. “keeping a bitch like me happy isn't as easy as you think. Eating my pussy helps. But don't think I won't make things hard for you when I feel like it." 
 
    "He just… gives into you," Caitlin said, a familiar sense of wonder in her voice as she spoke to her friend. "I knew you dominated these boys. But I never understood why they let you. You mkae it look so easy." 
 
    "It is easy," Emma grinned in reply. "Especially when you find the right boy for the job. I mean, look at him. Look at his cock. He wants this. He loves being used and abused like this." 
 
    As she spoke, Emma raised one foot from the floor. I groaned as she ran her foot along my throbbing cock, gently teasing my member while I shook and shuddered on my knees in front of her. Both women laughed again, the feminine laughter that was becoming the repetitive soundtrack to my humiliation and desire. Caitlin's eyes were shining just as Emma's were as she looked at me, traveling up and down my body before fastening on my teased manhood. I knew how ridiculous I must look to them, how pathetic and helpless. And I was. The thing that stung the most about Emma's words was that they were the truth. She was absolutely right. I wanted her too badly to resist her. I wanted to give into her. The idea that these kinky games turned her on made my own desire soar. My throbbing cock was the outward manifestation of the inner turmoil I felt as I looked up at them both from my knees. They were both so beautiful, so in control, so powerful. I cringed with shame at submitting to them, but deep in my heart, I felt like it somehow made sense. Like kneeling on the floor at their feet, a slave to their pleasure, was exactly where I should be. 
 
    "You should try it yourself," Emma said to Caitlin with a smile. "I mean, you're holding that riding crop. Give him an order. Make him do something. I bet he'll do it. And if he doesn't…" Emma's gorgeous eyes strayed to me again she spoke, and I couldn't possibly miss the significance of her stare, "… he'll be very, very sorry." 
 
    My breath caught in my chest as I looked up at her. My ass was still burning from the blows of the riding crop, and I had no reason to doubt that Emma meant what she said. I was only just discovering this dominant side of her, but already, I could see how sexually powerful this beautiful woman could be. Angering her didn't seem like a good idea. 
 
    For a moment, Caitlin said nothing. She sat where she was on the sofa, her lips slightly parted in concentration as she thought. She was still looking at me, and I could almost see the change come over her as she reached some conclusion. After all, I couldn't have made much more of a pathetic spectacle than I already did. Another bolt of burning shame swept through me as I remembered how I had been made to kiss Caitlin's feet. It wasn't as though either of us were going to forget that. 
 
    "Come here," Caitlin said at last. Beside her, Emma beamed as she watched her friend take control. Caitlin's voice was quiet and slightly hesitant. Unlike Emma, she wasn't used to ordering horny men around. But a smile spread across her face as I did what she said. I inched forward on my knees, my stiff cock swaying embarrassingly side to side with every move I made. With every inch I came closer to her, Caitlin's confidence seemed to grow. It was as though she was sitting up taller in her seat, still holding the riding crop Emma had given her. I couldn't miss the significance of that, like a mark of her female authority over me. And my whipped ass throbbed anew as though in recognition of what these women could do to me. 
 
    “Do you think I’m pretty?” 
 
    The question caught me by surprise. It took me a moment to mentally shift gears. Its girlish innocence was completely at odds with the situation we found ourselves in. But somehow, that only seemed to further emphasize the delicious excitement of the moment. 
 
    "You're gorgeous, Mistress," I said, and Caitlin laughed. I watched her mouth move, the tip of her tongue showing between her teeth as though she was about to thank me for the compliment, and then thought better of it. She might lack Emma's experience in domination, but already, Caitlin seemed to intuit that it would be out of character to show gratitude to me. Still, a pink glow seemed to show in her cheeks as she smiled down at me, and Emma smiled beside her, both women delighted with what they had done to me so far. 
 
    “Stand up,” Caitlin said. Immediately, I did as I was told. I rose to my feet in one swift motion, my cock bouncing visibly as I stood. Caitlin’s eyes were fastened right on it as she leaned forward, and I groaned as she wrapped her hand around it. I barely knew this woman. And yet there she was, stroking my cock in my own living room, toying with my body like it belonged to her. It felt incredible. If this was what it felt like to be used by these girls, I never wanted it to stop. 
 
    "You're a naughty boy, aren't you?" Caitlin said. Again, I could hear that hesitation in her voice, a slight trace of self-consciousness that Emma seemed to completely lack. But it didn't matter. I was in her hands both metaphorically and literally, trembling with desire as she easily manipulated me. I racked my frantic brain, wondering what she wanted to hear. 
 
    “No, Mistress Caitlin,” I groaned. 
 
    “Yes you are,” Caitlin said. “Of course you are. Look at you, getting hard while we dominate you. That’s very kinky. Very naughty. I think we need to teach you a lesson.” 
 
    "Yesssss," Emma hissed at Caitlin's side, those astonishing deep blue eyes locked on me and an almost terrifying grin of excitement showing on her beautiful face. Caitlin giggled at her friend's wild joy, and I gulped nervously. Still stroking my cock, Caitlin lifted the riding crop in her other hand. Uncrossing her legs, she inched forward on the couch. Her eyes glowed as she looked up at me, a deep warm brown flecked with veins of gold. I felt the tip of the riding crop lightly on my exposed ass as she reached around behind me. 
 
    "You can hit him harder than that," Emma said. "After all, he was jerking off in my living room. I'm sorry you had to see that, and he should have to pay for his lack of self control."  
 
    "That's true," Caitlin said. The riding crop slapped my ass again, harder this time. From the position she was sitting in, Caitlin couldn't apply the kind of force Emma had used on me earlier. But my already bruised ass still registered a shock of pain that merged unexpectedly with the pleasure I was feeling as this pretty woman continued to stroke my cock. 
 
    “Do you want me to stop?” 
 
    Caitlin's voice was still soft as she spoke, still looking up at me with that same smile on her pretty face. But her confidence was obviously growing. She was becoming less hesitant by the minute as she slipped into this dominating role. And beside her, Emma was more than happy to encourage her friend. 
 
    “Yes please, Mistress Caitlin,” I groaned. 
 
    “Such good manners,” Emma said mockingly. At the same time, Caitlin sat back on the sofa, recrossing her legs. The riding crop danced in the air as she toyed with it idly. 
 
    "There," she said, a smug little smile on her full lips. "I stopped. Happy now?" 
 
    As I stood humiliated in front of her, my arms bound behind my back and unable to hide my shame as my cock surged in the empty air, I grasped what she was getting at. I missed the feel of her hand around my manhood, and desire boiled over inside me, making me long for the slightest touch. As I hesitated, torn between desire and fear, Caitlin used the tip of the riding crop to stroke my aching manhood. 
 
    "You get both, or neither," she said, looking straight into my eyes as she spoke. "If you want me to touch your cock, you have to take the pain too. I wonder which motivates you more. Both, or neither?" 
 
    "Oh my God, you're evil!" Emma cackled next to Caitlin, her shoulder pressing against the other woman's as she collapsed with laughter. Caitlin's smile grew wider as she turned to her friend before turning her attention back to me. 
 
    "Well?" she demanded. And Emma stared up at me too, a wide-eyed look of surprise and curiosity on her face as she waited for my answer. I struggled. My ass was burning, and even the relatively light blows Caitlin had given me only made it worse. But my desire was at a fever pitch, and I could barely contain it any longer. I needed her to touch me, in any way I could get, and that need superseded everything else as I stood trembling in front of them. 
 
    "Both, please, Mistress Caitlin," I said, and sighed and trembled with shame as the women burst out laughing again. 
 
    "That's what I thought," Caitlin grinned. Emma sat up straight on the sofa again, and Caitlin uncrossed her legs and moved forward, her dress sliding even higher up her gorgeous thighs. I groaned gratefully as she wrapped her hand around my cock again, beginning to pump. And the red pain of the riding crop spread across my ass as she struck me. Alternating between pleasure and pain, I trembled before her, my body bucking as first one, then the other sensation rose to the forefront of my mind. It was an incredible feeling, unlike any I had experienced before. Pain and pleasure merging until I couldn't differentiate one from the other. I had never been interested in pain for its own sake. I had never seen the appeal, even though I knew there were people out there who needed it. But as I stood swaying in front of these two women, I realized that the physical pain they were inflicting was feeding my desire. And more than just the pain itself. The humiliation that came with it, the sensation of being punished and disciplined like an animal. Of being toyed with like this. Of having these pretty girls completely override my body's natural responses. Having them make me into something that could better serve them. 
 
    I cried out. Squeezing my eyes shut, I threw back my head, my stomach tightening as my cock surged in Caitlin's hand. All of a sudden, prompted in part by the thoughts I was having of disgrace and humiliation, my orgasm was rising inside me. What had been supposed to be a quick jerk-off session become an extended and delicious ordeal of denial, and the body has its limits. Overcome by this new and wild fetish, I was primed to explode. 
 
    "Don't let him cum." That was Emma. The couch groaned underneath her as she moved. Suddenly, Caitlin snatched her hand away from my throbbing cock, and I opened my eyes. My manhood was surging, and even though I cried out at the removal of stimulation, I was so close to the brink of pleasure I felt I might achieve it anyway. 
 
    But Emma swooped in. I gasped with relief as she took hold of my cock, but her purpose was not what I expected. Wrapping her hand around the sensitive head, she squeezed it, her grip firm and unrelenting. I moaned again, but she stared up at me, her face serious now, her blue eyes glowing like polished steel as she looked at me. And as she maintained her tight grip, my orgasm subsided. Somehow, Emma seen to strangle my cock back down, pushing the feelings of pleasure that had seemed about to erupt back down to my boiling guts. Panting and gasping, I stared at her in disbelief. And the smile that spread across her face as she released her grip was chilling. My cock had softened, but not all the way. It was still swollen, still throbbing with the hot blood of passion. But I hadn't come. Speechless, I gazed at my roommate in astonishment. Beside her, Caitlin seemed hardly any less surprised. 
 
    "Oh my God, what did you do to him?" she asked. 
 
    “Just a trick I learned,” Emma said as she turned with a smile to her friend. “If you squeeze his head, you can stop him from coming. He stays horny and aroused, but still willing to serve. I mean, you know how lazy men get after they nut. Suddenly, serving their mistress the way they should doesn’t seem nearly as important as it did a minute before. This way, we can keep them nice and obedient and willing to serve us. And the fact that we can control his orgasms means he’ll be extra obedient.” 
 
    "Oh my God," Caitlin said again, pressing her free hand to her open mouth. "You're crazy. This is crazy. I mean, I knew you were kinky. But this is… unreal." 
 
    "I know," Emma said. "But trust me. You'll love having a man serve you like a goddess. Seems like you're already getting into it to me." 
 
    "Well, yeah," Caitlin smiled bashfully, her cheeks coloring again. "It's pretty fun. I guess I just never realized how far you take it. I thought you just tied them up, maybe whipped them a bit, and then had sex with them. Like on TV." 
 
    "You can do that if you want," Emma shrugged. "That's the point. You can do whatever you want, and that's what he wants you to do. We can use him as a sex toy. Or we can use him to do our chores. I bet if we wanted to, we could have him do nothing but paint our toenails and lick our pussies and never get an orgasm of his own. You like the sound of that, bitch boy?" 
 
    "No, Mistress Emma," I managed to gasp from between trembling lips. Her words sent a bolt of terror through me. Because after all, she was right. As I stood there in front of them, completely lost in hopeless desire, I felt as though there really was nothing these women couldn't do to me. 
 
    "Well, it's really not up to you, is it?" Emma went on. "Whether we decide to use you as a sex slave or a houseboy is really up to us. Still, you can probably increase your chances by proving your usefulness to us. What do you say, Caitlin? Want to take him for a spin? He's really not bad with his mouth." 
 
    From moment, Caitlin said nothing. She just looked at Emma, her eyes shining and her teeth showing as she bit her lower lip. She was excited, that much was obvious. Perhaps the more rational part of her brain was telling her that this was crazy, that it was unthinkable, that she shouldn't be doing something so bizarre. I was having a similar experience from my own rapidly fading reasonable side. But it was easily overwhelmed by the wild desire I was still feeling. And as I watched Caitlin sitting on the couch in front of me, the exact same thing seemed to happen to her. 
 
    “Okay,” she grinned, still looking at Emma. 
 
    “Awesome,” Emma said. Reaching toward her friend, she took the riding crop gently from Caitlin’s hand. Then, she stood. Emma didn’t have the slightest trace of self-consciousness about the fact she was naked from the waist down. Instead, she turned to me with an imperious air, the riding crop slanted over her shoulder once again. I moaned in deep frustration as she reached down and wrapped her hand around my cock. Turning, she stepped forward, pulling me behind her. I had no choice but to hurry along after her, entranced by the sight of her bare ass moving with every step she took she led me across the living room. 
 
    "Let's take this to my bedroom," Emma said over her shoulder. And behind me, I heard Caitlin rise from the couch. At the head of the procession, Emma led me to the open door of her bedroom. I shuffled along as best as I could with my pants around my ankles hindering my movements. It was the first time I had ever been in my roommate's bedroom. And I would never have imagined it would happen like this. 
 
    "Get on the bed," Emma ordered as she released my cock. Without waiting, she reached out and placed her hands on my shoulders, pushing me down onto her mattress. I lay back, and Emma crouched for a moment at my feet, pulling my pants all the way off. My cock rose up between my legs, throbbing expectantly as a visible reminder of my deep arousal. Throwing my pants aside, Emma stood again. I winced as the tip of her riding crop slapped a few times against my inner thighs. 
 
    “Remember, your future may depend on how good a job you do here today,” Emma said, staring down at me with mock seriousness. “Make my friend happy, and I might allow you the privilege of eating her pussy again. Let me down, and hers might be the last pussy you ever get near.” 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emma," I panted, trying not to think about whether she truly meant what she said. Beside her, Caitlin looked uncertainly at her friend. 
 
    "What do I do?" she said quietly. Emma's grin never faltered, her eyes never leaving me even as she spoke to her friend. 
 
    "Make him eat you out, of course," she said. "Haven't you ever sat on a man's face before?" Caitlin burst out laughing, and Emma joined her. 
 
    “Not like this,” Caitlin said. 
 
    "There's nothing to it," Emma replied. "Go ahead. Remember, he's here to please us. Just a living sex toy for us to use any way we want. You concentrate on getting what you want, and I'll make sure he stays motivated." 
 
    Emma brandished the riding crop as she spoke. Caitlin laughed, but there was nervousness in her laughter. Still, I watched as she lifted her sundress over her head. Her body was incredible, toned and taut and deeply desirable. Emma smiled encouragingly as her friend pulled down her panties. Then, she climbed onto the bed. 
 
    Smiling at me, Caitlin crawled toward me. Reaching my head, she lifted a leg and straddled my face. Her pussy was right above me, and its fragrant scent filled my nostrils as I breathed in. My cock surged. Never in my life had I gone down on two women in the same day, but evidently, this was a day of firsts. 
 
    Overcome with desire, I lifted my head from the bed, sticking out my tongue to lick Caitlin's pussy. Above me, she sighed. Then, she settled down on my face, pressing her sex against my mouth. I licked it eagerly, my cock throbbing remorselessly the whole time. Soon, I was rewarded with a groan of pleasure from Caitlin. 
 
    My cry of pain was muffled by her weight on my face. The riding crop cracked against my inner thighs, dangerously close to my swollen balls. Emma meant what she said. She wasn't going to let me forget my place, not for a minute. Not even in the midst of pleasure. And as Caitlin's cries of bliss grew louder, my own grunts and groans of pain grew along with them. While one woman rode my face, the other beat me until my skin was on fire. It was a truly unbelievable start to my new life. 
 
    

  

 
   
    4. Teased and Denied 
 
      
 
    "So what do you think?" 
 
    “I think this is crazy.” 
 
    Emma laughed as I spoke, a deep rich sound that seemed to rise up from somewhere in her chest. She threw back her head, her golden hair tumbling over her shoulders as they shook with mirth and delight. 
 
    "Well, you're not wrong there," she said. I watched as she lifted her mug in both hands, taking a slow sip of coffee while her vibrant blue eyes never left mine. "This is fucking crazy. Which is why I want to make sure you're okay with it. I mean, I know I gave you an out yesterday, and you didn't take it. But it's different afterward. Especially for guys. Once you cum, everything changes. So I want to make sure everything's still okay between us." 
 
    It was morning. The morning after the day that changed my life.  
 
    The game had gone on for hours. Caitlin had ridden my face to one orgasm after another, and even as my jaw ached from pleasing her, I had been more than willing to do it. My thighs burned from the blows of Emma's riding crop, and she even used the cruel weapon to punish my cock and balls. But when she finally set it aside, I was as hard and ready as ever. The two beauties traded off on using my face for their pleasure, sitting on top of me while I ate their pussies, then having me kneel at the side of the bed and repeat the process. Practice makes perfect, Emma insisted. I certainly got plenty of that. 
 
    By the time it was all over, we were all exhausted. And I was a trembling mass of frustrated desire. Still, Emma's mercy was only partial. She wouldn't give me what I most wanted. She wouldn't let me have sex with her or with her friend. Instead, she had stroked my cock until I came embarrassingly in front of both women. Then, and only then, had she removed the cuffs that bound me. The shining eyes of Emma and Caitlin haunted me as I all but fled from my roommate's bedroom, retreating to the mostly illusory safety of my own.  
 
    Everything we had done tormented me through the night. The girls left me alone, but my memories wouldn't. And as I lay there in bed, barely able to sleep at the thought of what had happened, not to mention the thought of the two beautiful women sleeping in the room next to mine, I had turned to solitary pleasure again and again. I didn't count how many times I had jerked off while thinking about my two new mistresses. But it was a lot. The morning found me tired and haggard and deeply confused. A confusion that only grew when Emma emerged from her bedroom, made herself coffee and sat down next to me. 
 
    "Yeah, we're still okay," I said. I had had all night to think things through. Maybe I should have been angry at them. Especially Emma, who was the prime instigator in what had happened. Maybe I should hate her. Once or twice in the night, I had wondered whether I shouldn't just move out. Find a new place to live away from this wild woman and her friend. After all, how could I ever look either of them in the eye again after what had happened? But those thoughts never lasted long. Deep down, I knew I would never do it. I knew I was captured. Never before in my life had I had sex of any kind with two women at the same time. Just because I hadn't got to put my cock in either of them didn't change the fact that it was the most exciting night of my life. How could I turn my back on something like that, no matter how painful or humiliating it might be? 
 
    "Good," Emma said, taking another sip of her coffee. "I don't want to have to find another roommate. And I've lost roommates before over this. Some guys just can't handle it. You can, can't you?" 
 
    "Yeah," I growled, staring down at my own cooling coffee without taking a sip. "I can handle it." 
 
    "Great," Emma said with a bright smile. "Because I meant what I said. There's no going back after that. You're mine now. My property. My slave. Your job is to take care of me and serve me however I see fit. This better be the last cup of coffee I make for myself in this apartment."  
 
    As she spoke, Emma tapped her fingernail against her mug. I gulped as she smiled at me. Through the long night, I had wondered what the future held. How would Emma act the next time she saw me? Was this all just a one-time kinky game, or something more? I hadn't forgotten what she had said about my new role in her life. But I hadn't been sure she meant it. Now, there was no doubt. And even as I sat nervously on the sofa beside her, I could feel my cock swelling once again inside my pants. 
 
    “Last night was the best sex of your life, wasn’t it?” 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emma," I said truthfully. And the way her smile deepened as I used her title made my heart stutter in my chest. 
 
    “And I didn’t even let you fuck me,” she said. “See? There’s a lot more to sex than just sticking your dick in a woman and pumping away. You’re going to learn that. You’re going to learn that sex is something we do to make me and my friends cum. And you’re going to enjoy it more than you ever enjoyed the depressing sex you had in the past with those tramps you’ve been dating.” 
 
    She smiled as she spoke. Then again, Emma was always smiling. And why shouldn't she? She was young and beautiful and powerful, and she had me wrapped around her little finger. The thought of what lay ahead terrified me. Having to do what this crazy woman said. Being responsible for all the chores in the apartment we shared. Having to submit to her every whim, no matter how outrageous. But my cock was almost at full mast in my pants just at the sight of her, just at the thought of what she was thinking of. There was no escape, not for me. I already knew that if I were to leave, to turn my back on this wild delight I had just discovered, I would regret it deeply forever. The memory of her and Caitlin and the thought of what might have been would haunt me. It would pursue me to the ends of the earth. No, I had already made up my mind before Emma even asked the question. 
 
    "Caitlin's awake." Emma's striking blue eyes stared deep into mine in that unnerving way they had as she spoke. "Make her some coffee and bring it to her. I think that will be a nice touch." 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Emma.” My sexy roommate watched as I rose to my feet, moving toward the kitchen and the coffee maker. As I poured coffee into a mug, I heard Emma’s voice from the living room. 
 
    "Bring me that chore schedule before you go," she called. Setting aside the cup of coffee I just poured, I moved to the fridge and pulled the chore schedule out from under the magnet that held it. Emily was nothing if not organized, and the chore schedule had been updated the very first day I moved in. I wasn't complaining. It had helped us live a harmonious life in our shared apartment up to that point, and I had been religious about following the dictates of the schedule. Still, I sensed what was coming as I carried the schedule back to Emma. 
 
    Her eyes were shining as I handed her the piece of paper. Still looking at me, she took it in both hands and tore it into two, then into four. I couldn't miss the significance of the act. From now on, all the chores in the apartment were my responsibility. All Emma had to do in return was be as beautiful and sexually dominant as she had proven herself to be. 
 
    Reaching out, she handed the destroyed schedule back to me. As I turned to throw it away, she stopped me with a word. 
 
    "You're not going like that, are you?" she said. Confused, I turned to face her again. 
 
    “Like what, Mistress Emma?” I asked, remembering my manners at the last moment. 
 
    "With your clothes on," Emma said slowly, as though the answer was obvious. "Take them off. Caitlin's never had a naked man bring her coffee in bed before. I think I will be a nice touch. In fact, I don't see why you should wear clothes around the house at all anymore unless otherwise instructed. Take them off and keep them off." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emma." I sighed as I spoke, but my cock surged inside my pants at the thought. Yes, it would be humiliating. That was the whole point. But that excited me. Tossing the ripped-up schedule into the bin, I pulled off my pajama pants and boxer shorts and my T-shirt. Emma watched from the living room as I stripped totally naked. My cock was already rock hard, throbbing in front of me as I looked at her expectantly. 
 
    "Go put those back in your bedroom and bring my friend her coffee," Emma said before taking another sip of her drink. Defeated, I did as she said. I threw my shed clothes carelessly into my bedroom and returned to the kitchen to grab Caitlin's cup. I could feel Emma's eyes on me, tracking my movements all the way across the apartment as I moved to the closed door of her bedroom and tapped on it lightly. 
 
    “It’s me, Mistress Caitlin,” I said through the door. There was a slight pause after I spoke. 
 
    “Come in,” Caitlin said. Pushing aside the door, I stepped inside. 
 
    The bedroom was dark. The blinds were drawn. Just as well, after our adventures the previous night. The building Emma and I lived in was surrounded by other tall buildings, and multiple windows stared at each other across the canyon of the street far below. Living downtown has its perks, but privacy isn't one of them. 
 
    A bedside lamp shed a faint orange glow as Caitlin set up in the bed. Her long blonde hair was a tangle at the back of her head, her makeup smeared. But she didn't look bad. Far from it. She looked incredible. I could hardly meet her eyes as I walked naked across the bedroom, holding a cup of coffee for her in my hands. I felt her eyes moving up and down my body, and a broad grin spreading across her face. She was remembering everything we had done the night before, I knew. Remembering how easily she and her friend had dominated me, had reduced me to their helpless sex toy. And now, she was seeing that the game wasn't over just because the sun had risen. That I still belonged to Emma and to her, ready to serve them both and bow to their beauty. 
 
    It seemed as though Caitlin and Emma had shared Emma's bed the night before. My cock throbbed as I handed Caitlin the cup of coffee and stood at the side of the bed while she took a careful step. 
 
    “You’re so obedient,” she said. “Did Emma send you in here?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Caitlin,” I said. 
 
    "And what am I supposed to do with this?" Caitlin's hand was warm from the mug as she reached out and ran her fingers lightly over my cock. I suppressed a groan of desire at her touch, her brown eyes looking almost black in the gloom as she smiled up at me. 
 
    “Whatever you like, Mistress,” I said, my voice cracking with desire as my lips formed the words. 
 
    "Maybe I don't want to do anything with it," Caitlin teased. "I can't believe she sent you away last night without even fucking you. That was hilarious! You're just here for our pleasure, aren't you?"  
 
    "Yes, Mistress Caitlin." 
 
    Caitlin's smile never wavered as she leaned over toward the side of the bed and set her coffee cup down on the bedside table. Then, with a flourish, she theatrically pulled aside the blanket that covered her. Underneath, she was naked. My cock surged at the sight of her gorgeous young body. Leaning back on the headboard, Caitlin watch my expression as she slowly spread her legs. 
 
    “Well then, you know what to do,” she said. “Get to work and make me cum. Breakfast time.” 
 
      
 
    "How do I look?" 
 
    Serving two dominant women isn't easy. Maybe that's an obvious point, but it was something I wasn't totally prepared for. Once Caitlin got up, her face shining with pleasure from the selfish orgasm she had ordered me to give her, we both moved to the living room where Emma waited. For a while, the girls were content to watch TV, and I was left to my own devices. Still, I wasn't allowed to get dressed. And any time, if Emma or Caitlin wanted a drink or snack, they didn't get off the couch. They just called to me and had me serve them.  
 
    There was no getting away from the obvious pleasure they took in bossing me around. Every time I appeared, naked and submissive, they exploded in another round of excited giggles. It was having a similar effect on me. If my cock wasn't already hard when I answered the summons, it soon got that way again as I did as I was told. 
 
    All through the day, excitement crackled in the air of the apartment. But I waited in vain for a more thrilling game than this. I knew better than to ask. I knew already that these girls would only give me what they wanted to give me. And if it pleased them to keep me horny and frustrated all day, just as they had the previous day, that was what they would do. All I could do was serve them to the best of my ability and hope I might earn their mercy that way. But through the day, mercy seemed in short supply. 
 
    They ordered takeout for dinner. After that, I sensed a new excitement in the apartment. Soon, I realized that they were getting ready to go out. The bathroom was occupied for long stretches by one or the other of them as they prepared themselves. They were both naturally beautiful women, but slowly through the course of the evening, they transformed themselves. And I felt even more helpless as their beauty grew more powerful. 
 
    Emma looked incredible. And she knew it. She stepped out of her bedroom in tall high heels that made her strut and sway in front of me. I was sitting on the living room sofa, trying to watch TV and ignore the fact that I was completely naked. The minute she appeared, she had my full attention.  
 
    She was wearing a tiny black dress that flaunted her gorgeous body more than it covered it. The asymmetrical neckline and hemline showed off her cleavage and a dangerous amount of her toned thigh on alternate sides of her body. Her long blonde hair was pulled back behind her head in a ponytail, exposing the striking features of her beautiful face. Her full lips. Her delicate nose. Those huge and incredible eyes, the blue of the deepest ocean shining between the dark bars of her lashes. She was stunning. And as I looked at her, my cock, never entirely soft anymore, began to harden just at the sight of her. 
 
    "You look beautiful, Mistress Emma," I said truthfully. Delighted with my response and her appearance, Emma stepped further into the living room, turning with one hand on her hip as she struck a pose to show off her ass that the tiny dress barely covered. 
 
    "Thanks, bitch boy," she smirked. "But do I look sexy? Do you think guys will want to fuck me tonight?" 
 
    “Oh yeah,” I nodded fervently. “Any guy would want you, Mistress Emma.” 
 
    “Good. That’s what I was hoping.” 
 
    Turning, Emma strode across the living room in two long-legged steps. Standing in front of me, she quickly raised one foot from the floor and slammed it down on the edge of the couch, right between my legs. Right in front of my exposed cock that surged as I gazed up at her along her smooth leg. The tiny dress barely covered her as she stared down at me, and I could see the black triangle of her skimpy panties between her thighs. My mouth practically watered at the sight. 
 
    "Do you want to fuck me, bitch boy?" Emma asked slowly, her face uncharacteristically serious as she stared into my eyes. I nodded. 
 
    “So badly, Mistress Emma,” I groaned. The sly smile returned to her gorgeous face as she stared down at me. 
 
    "I bet you do," she said. "That's not going to happen. Not yet, anyway. You'll need to be a really, really good boy and really impress me with your behavior if you ever want a privilege like that. I still might not allow it. Don't get confused. Just because we're playing these games, doesn't mean we're dating. You're my slave. That's it. I might never let you fuck me, but I still expect you to serve me the way you have been." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emma." My voice was hoarse as I spoke. I could hardly believe what I was saying. All I knew was that my cock was raging and surging right in front of her foot, and I could barely turn my eyes away from the scrap of her panties I could see under her sexy dress. 
 
    "Good," Emma said. "That's good. I like a man who knows his place. Now, Caitlin and I are going out. Maybe we'll find some real men who we'll actually let fuck us. I might bring them back here. So don't let me catch you jerking off in the living room tonight, or ever again. You keep that to your own room, you little pervert." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emma." My hands twitched at my sides as I spoke. Every nerve of my body was screaming at me to reach out and touch her, to take that incredible body in my hands and do what came naturally. But I resisted. Emma stood above me like an avenging goddess, and the last thing I wanted to do was anger her. Even if the smooth skin of her legs seemed incredibly soft. Even if the smell of her perfume swelled around me in a narcotic cloud, making it almost impossible to focus on anything else. 
 
    "We'll have to do something about that disgusting masturbation habit of yours," Emma said, leaning forward to rest her elbows on her raised knee and showing off her deep cleavage in the top of the dress as she stared at me. "Not right now. I have better things to worry about than you pulling your little prick and thinking about me. You will be thinking about me, won't you?" 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Emma.” 
 
    "Especially if I bring some other guy home and fuck him in the room right next to yours. I won't be quiet about it, either. Not if he's any good. You'll be able to hear everything. And you'll be pulling your little cock and wishing it was you making me scream, won't you?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emma," I gasped. Emma smiled as the toe of her shoe nudged my tender balls. My inner thighs were still faintly red from the blows of her riding crop the day before, and I trembled as she touched me. 
 
    "Good. That'll make it even more fun for me. God, just thinking about it is getting me going. I think I still have some time before Caitlin's ready. Take my panties off, bitch boy." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emma." There were few commands she could give me that I would be more ready to obey. Her tiny dress gave me no trouble as I reached up underneath it. Emma straightened up, her hands on her waist as she watched me do what she said. Taking the delicate fabric of her underwear between my fingers, I pulled it slowly down over the maddening curve of her round ass. She lifted her foot from between my legs and put it on the floor, and I leaned forward on the couch to pull her underwear further down. My cock was throbbing again, pointing up at her as though to identify the object of its desire as I pushed her panties down to the floor. Sliding off the couch, I crouched at her feet as she lifted one foot, then the other, allowing me to remove her underwear completely. 
 
    “Kiss them.” 
 
    Emma seemed to tower above me, a sneering goddess judging her humble slave as I kneeled at her feet. Her severe ponytail and black outfit added to her dominant aura as I stared at her. Slowly, I lifted her underwear to my mouth and kissed the fabric. Her nostrils flared as her smile deepened. 
 
    "Do they smell like pussy?" 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Emma.” 
 
    "Do they smell like the pussy that rules you?"  
 
    “Yes, Mistress Emma.” 
 
    "Fuck," Emma sighed. Reaching forward, she pressed a hand to the back of my head and pulled me toward her. My heart soared. I knew what came next. I hurried forward on my knees, and she spread her feet, thrusting her hips toward me. Lifting her tiny skirt up out of the way, I press my lips to her sex, tenderly kissing it while she sighed happily above me. 
 
    “That’s right, kiss it,” she snarled. “Tell me what rules you.” 
 
    "Your pussy rules me, Mistress Emma," I groaned in between kisses, my cock throbbing and raging but ignored between my legs. "You're so beautiful. So sexy. I'll do anything you say, Mistress Emma." 
 
    "You're goddamn right you will. Now, because I'm so nice, I'm going to let you eat me before we go out. Hurry up and make me cum before Caitlin gets ready. That's it. Get my pussy nice and ready for other men to fuck." 
 
    Even as I winced at her words, I did as I was told. Pressing my face between her warm fragrant thighs, I ran my tongue over her tender folds. She gasped above me as her pleasure grew, and my desire grew with it. I could feel the firm musculature of her thighs under her soft skin as I gripped them, my hands creeping up toward her perfect ass. Emma didn't stop me. She stayed standing with one hand on the back of my head, crushing my face against her, and my fingers sank slightly into the firm cheeks of her ass as I squeezed it. I pulled her against me, as though drinking from the cup of her body, and as I tongued her, her juices flowed more and more copiously from her gorgeous sex. 
 
    Soon, she was gasping and moaning in pleasure. And I was totally devoted to my task. I slid my tongue inside her, feeling the tightness of her wet walls while my nose pressed against her clitoris. Emma's hips bucked as she thrust them against me, hungry for more, and a fresh load of her moisture filled my mouth as I greedily swallowed it. My cock was raging, but I resisted the temptation to touch it, knowing it wasn't what my mistress wanted. Instead, I focused entirely on her pleasure. 
 
    Emma cried out. Again, I felt her whole body go stiff, her pussy spasming wildly as it tightened around my tongue. I moaned in pleasure and frustration as her taste flooded my senses, my face dripping with her ejaculate as she climaxed. Emily howled and screamed in pleasure, abandoning herself to it completely the way she always did, without a trace of self-consciousness or shame. And when she was finished, her bliss exploding in wild sobs of passion, she roughly shoved my head away. 
 
    I sat back on my knees. Emma was still on her feet, legs trembling as she stood above me. As I gazed up at the vision of dominant loveliness towering over me, it took me a moment to even notice that Caitlin had entered the room. She stood by the open doorway of Emma's bedroom, dressed up and ready to go out in skintight jeans that gripped her legs, made longer by the outrageously tall high heels she wore. She looked beautiful too, and my teased cock surged not only at the sight of her, but at the thought of what she had just watched. 
 
    "God, you two are ridiculous," Caitlin said, shaking her head. "Just had to get one last orgasm in before we left, didn't you?" 
 
    "You know me," Emma smiled, turning her flushed face toward her friend over her shoulder without the faintest trace of shame. "I'm a horny girl, and I never turn down the chance to get my pussy eaten. Now, bitch boy. Put my panties back on, then go to your room and jerk off while you think about how fucking sexy we look." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emma." The two women laughed as I picked up Emma's panties from the floor. She raised her foot to let me slip them on, and I reluctantly pulled them up her body, my hands moving under her dress as her pussy shone in front of me. What stung the most about her cruel words wasn't the mocking tone with which she said them, or the laughter they provoked from both her and Caitlin. It was the fact that what she said was true. The minute they were gone, I already knew that I would be touching myself and thinking of them. 
 
    

  

 
   
    5. The Longest Night 
 
      
 
    Emma was right, of course. My head was full of her and Caitlin, and no matter what I tried to do, I couldn’t forget them. She was right, too, that the moment they were out of the apartment, I had all but raced to my bedroom to pleasure myself. The sexual frustration I was feeling was just too powerful to be ignored, and I needed that physical release if I was to have any hope of thinking straight. But even as I sighed in lonely and disappointing orgasm, a short-term fix that could never hope to compare with the real thing, I knew it wasn’t going to be enough. I needed more. I needed the touch of a real woman. I needed Emma. 
 
    But nothing was more sure than that I couldn't have her. And while I tried my best not to think of her, I knew it was futile. I turned on the TV and played with my phone and did everything I could think of to try and distract myself from what was going on. It was hopeless. Almost all I could think about was her and Caitlin, and the wild things my roommate had said about what she would do with me. Because this was far from over. From being Emma's roommate, I had now been demoted to her slave. And even though fear swelled inside me at the thought of the wild power this woman had over me, I couldn't bring myself to wish for anything else. The idea of it was so unbelievably sexy that it almost made me breathless just to think about. And in no time at all, haunted by Emma's words and actions, by the memories of the things she had said and done and anticipation of what she might do in the future, I found myself jerking off again. 
 
    But the night wore on, with no relief in sight. The girls were staying out late. There was no further contact from Emma, and I told myself there shouldn't be. After a, my roommate had made it abundantly clear that we were not dating. This was not a boyfriend-girlfriend type relationship. Emma and her friend were using me for their selfish pleasure just because they could. And that selfishness made them so unbelievably sexy to me that I was more than willing to go along with it.  
 
    But that gave me no claim on them. Emma wasn't my girlfriend, and I had no right to monitor where she was or she was doing. Or who she was doing it with. Still, girlfriend or not, that realization sent another shiver of strange lust racing through me. Thinking about those two with other men tormented me. Jealousy boiled inside me. It was humiliating to be tossed aside like I had been, to be deemed unworthy of them in favor of some strangers. But it was hot. There was no point denying that fundamental truth.  
 
    The thought of the two of them out there, looking as gorgeous as they said, driving other men wild with desire was unbelievably thrilling to me. And when I thought back over the times my sexy roommate had brought guys home, I had to admit to feeling a little trace of jealousy even then. Of course, I had never imagined that Emma would end up doing anything with me. I had told myself I wouldn't even want that, a lame attempt to deal with the frustration of living with this beautiful woman and not being able to have her. But now that everything was out in the open, that Emma was not only encouraging my desire for her but actively using it against me, I couldn't deny the truth any longer. The thought that other men got to have sex with her while I didn't tormented me, pushing every strange button of desire and lust within me. But it also turned me on more than I would ever have imagined possible. 
 
    With nobody else at home but me, there was really no need for me to put clothes on. But I did anyway. Maybe it was some quiet act of defiance, a rebellion against Emma's edicts. With her out of the house, I could do whatever I wanted. The problem was that the only thing I wanted was her. But I couldn't have her, and so I resigned myself to waiting. Waiting and wondering what would happen when the girls finally returned. 
 
    And meanwhile, the relentless pressure kept building up. I was haunted by it, tormented by the thought of them. The memories of how the previous night had gone replayed in my mind for what felt like the thousandth time. It was like an addiction, like I was hooked on her and her beauty. Or more likely, I was hooked on what she was doing to me, the strange feelings of shame and humiliation that I had never imagined could be so pleasurable. I could barely even understand the strange new thoughts that were racing through my mind. But I couldn't free myself of them. 
 
    With a sigh, I stood. Almost in a trance, I walked toward Emma's bedroom. Carefully, I stepped through the open door, as though I half-expected some kind of alarm to sound the minute I crossed the threshold. But it didn't. Emma's room, the one part of our apartment that was hers alone, was as quiet and empty as the rest of the house. A faint trace of perfume hung in the air, Emma's scent and Caitlin's mingling together like a ghost of their beauty. As though pushed by some hidden hand, I stumbled toward the bed. The sheets were still crumpled from where the girls had lain together during the night. I remembered bringing Caitlin her breakfast and submissively going down on her right in that very bedroom. My cock surged and throbbed all over again.  
 
    Climbing sheepishly onto the bed, I pressed my face against a pillow. The smell was stronger now, the feminine scent of shampoo and beauty products that I couldn't ascribe to either one of the girls in particular. My cock throbbed wildly underneath me, pressed between my body and the mattress. I groaned through gritted teeth. The pressure was just too much. The frustration and the constant teasing. Emma and her friend were going to drive me crazy at this rate. And it felt like that was exactly what they wanted to do. 
 
    With a long sigh, I rolled over onto my back and reached for my cock again. Lying there in my roommate's bed, I jerked off once again, my ears ringing with the memory of moans of pleasure I had heard in that very room earlier that day. 
 
    It was a rough night and a disgraceful one. I knew I shouldn't be doing what I was doing, and once I came, my feelings of shame grew ten times stronger. It was pathetic, jerking off in my roommate's bed while she was out having fun. As my lust subsided, temporarily satisfied, the feelings of shame and embarrassment only got stronger. I all but fled out of Emma's bedroom once I was done, running away from the scene of the crime. As though that could possibly alleviate the shame I felt at my inadequacy and lack of self-control. But alone with my feelings, all I could do was wait. 
 
    It was late when I heard voices in the hall. Well after midnight when I heard the unmistakable sound of a key sliding into the door lock. They were back. And from the sound of the laughter outside, they were having a good time.  
 
    The door to the apartment swung open, and I gulped nervously. When she was gone, all I wanted was for them to come back. But now that she had, I was overcome with nervousness. After all, there was no telling what this wild woman might do to me next. And yet this was exactly what I had hoped for. 
 
    "Oh, hi," Emma said as she stepped into the living room. From the way she slurred her words, the way she swayed on her high heels, I could see at once that she had had plenty to drink. And I also saw immediately that they hadn't come home alone. A deep inner growl of jealousy echoed inside me as I saw that Emma was hanging off the arm of some guy. And behind her, Caitlin followed, also accompanied by a stranger. I was hardly surprised. After all, these women were beautiful, and when they had left the house earlier that evening, they left me in no doubt that this was a possibility. That did nothing to calm my jealousy. Dull anger echoed inside me. All the crazy things I had done on Emma and Caitlin's orders, everything I had endured for them, and now some other guys would reap the rewards. But I didn't complain. I didn't protest. I already knew that that could only make things worse. 
 
    "You're still up. Good," Emma went on. Even as she spoke, a note of laughter never seemed far from her words. I cringed as I sat on the sofa, looking at her. Hoping the stranger she had brought home didn't know the truth of our bizarre arrangement. "Caitlin needs to use your room," Emma went on. "You don't mind, do you? You can just sleep on the couch tonight." I opened my mouth without even knowing what I wanted to say. I mean, I wanted to say no. I wanted to defy her, to draw a line and not give up my space to her latest wild idea.  
 
    But somehow, I couldn't bring myself to refuse. As though my lips and larynx wouldn't cooperate and let me refuse her. As though they knew what would happen if I did. Emma simply looked at me, the smile never leaving her face, those deep blue ocean-colored eyes glowing with all the mischief and malevolence I had come to love so much. As though she was daring me to defy her. As though she was trying to remind me, without words, what might happen if I did.  
 
    As I shifted on the sofa, I felt the aftereffects of the blows of her riding crop again, and I knew that Emma was perfectly capable of punishing me for resisting her. Maybe even right there and then. Maybe right in front of these two strangers she had brought home from the bar. What an unbearable humiliation that would've been. Maybe I shouldn't have been so surprised at the way my cock robbed urgently at the thought. 
 
    "Okay," I said, my voice weak and timid even in my own ears. And Emma's beautiful smile grew wider as she watched me give in to her. Behind her, Caitlin smiled too, a little more nervously than her friend, but no less beautifully. Breathless with shame, I sat down on the sofa, not knowing what to do with myself. 
 
    "Okay then," Emma said brightly, the clear ringleader of this strange little circus. "Well, me and Chris here are going to bed. Good night." 
 
    "Good night," Caitlin said shyly, and I mumbled a similar response. Once again, I felt as though I could hardly believe what was happening even as it happened right in front of me. And gloomily, I watched Emma turn, her slender fingers inerlacing with those of the man she was with as she led him toward her bedroom. Even drunk, her body swayed seductively on her high heels with every step she took, her tiny black dress clinging to her dangerous curves and making her look unbelievably sexy as she walked away from me. This Chris didn't know how lucky he was. But clearly, he was about to find out. As he followed her into her bedroom, she shut the door behind her. After a moment, I heard a bright burst of laughter from behind that closed door. 
 
    Still in the living room, Caitlin didn't say a word to me. Lately, she had been overcoming her shyness more and more. Warming to this new sexually dominant role. But she seemed self-conscious again now that Emma wasn't around. Still, she knew exactly what to do. Just as Emma had done, she led her nameless lover toward my bedroom. I cringed as they stepped inside and closed the door, knowing what was about to happen. Knowing that my bed was about to become the scene of something I wanted and was doomed to be denied. 
 
    Soon, it started. I heard the faint notes of pleasure from Emma's room first. To begin with, it was quiet enough that I wondered if that was really what I was hearing. But soon, there was no mistake. My roommate's voice rose in sexual pleasure, a rhythmic panting and squeals of delight telling me just how her lover was fucking her. I turned on the TV, trying to drown out the sound. But Emma grew louder by the minute. Before long, she was howling and screaming in ecstasy, and the closed door between us might as well not have existed for all the difference it made. 
 
    And before long, a similar sound began to rise from my bedroom too. Caitlin was getting nailed on my bed, and judging by the sound she was making, she was thoroughly enjoying herself. Soon, her loud shrieks of desire challenged even Emma's, the two of them moaning and screaming as though each trying to outdo the other in orgasmic bliss. I cringed as I stretched out on the living room sofa, not invited to the party but forced to listen to it anyway.  
 
    With every groan and cry of pleasure, my own inadequacy was driven home with greater force. My inability to do to these women what these strangers so obviously could, to make them scream and shake and cry out with passion. Pushing aside the feelings of shame, I reached for my swollen cock once again. I couldn't help it. I needed to cum. And lying down on the living room sofa, in flagrant defiance of Emma's orders, I jerked off once again while listening to her and her friend fuck other men. 
 
    It went on for a long time. I had no idea where these men got their stamina from, but for a long time, it seemed as though they would go all night. And even if one of them stopped for a while, a pause in the moans of female pleasure emanating from one of the two bedrooms in the apartment, the other would carry on. I was haunted by their ecstasy, tormented by their pleasure that I couldn't touch. And no amount of lonely self-pleasure was going to give me what I wanted. What I wanted was them, the soft yielding warmth of their beautiful bodies. The one thing I couldn't have. The thing it seemed just about anyone could have but me. 
 
    I didn't watch the clock. I didn't want to know what ungodly hour of morning it was. Lying back on the sofa, I closed my eyes, a futile attempt to let sleep take me away. But it wasn't until both women had separately screamed and shuddered in orgasm, until both were completely spent and satisfied, that the teasing noise of their pleasure finally stopped and I could fall into a fractured and uneasy sleep. 
 
      
 
    I woke up early. So early it seemed like I had barely slept at all. What sleep I did get was torn apart by strange dreams and wild fantasies. My cock throbbed through the night, waking me up with its persistent arousal. And the sofa in our apartment wasn't big enough to lie down on fully, making it even harder to get a decent night's sleep. When I woke up, I knew at once that I wasn't the first person in the house awake. Once again, there were quiet sounds rising from Emma's bedroom. Sounds that soon grew louder and more impassioned. I rolled my eyes, growling between gritted teeth as I realized she was having sex again.  
 
    The woman was insatiable. I lived with a beautiful and sexually dominant roommate who couldn't get enough, and yet somehow, I wasn't getting any. Again, the absurdity of my new living situation echoed inside my skull. But there was no amount of thinking or reflection that was going to give me what I wanted. What I so desperately needed. All I could do was listen, and wait. 
 
    I kept my eyes closed. When the door to Emma's bedroom finally opened, I pretended to be asleep. I heard her step carefully out into the living room. I felt as though I could feel her looking at me in silence for a moment, trying to guess whether I was awake or not. I didn't stir. And after a moment, I heard her turn and say something to her lover. He responded, both of them keeping their voices quiet as though they didn't want to wake me up. Even though that hadn't been a concern a moment before when she was screaming out in sexual pleasure. I listened to Emma make her way across the apartment to the kitchen and fill two glasses of water, then return to her bedroom. 
 
    Soon, Caitlin stirred as well. I listened to that door open, and some more furtive voices in the apartment. Emma came out of her bedroom again, and the girls spoke quietly for a while.  
 
    I knew I couldn't lie there forever, pretending to be asleep. Soon, it would become obvious that I wasn't. But I was afraid to face the day. Afraid to face these women and the men who'd fucked them so well last night and this morning. Reluctant to face my own inadequacy all over again, the teasing knowledge that I just wasn't enough for Caitlin and for Emma. I wasn't ready to face that at all. 
 
    To my relief, I realized that Chris and the other man whose name I never got were leaving. They said their goodbyes, and I listened to the door of the apartment open and close behind them. I breathed a quiet sigh of relief. Facing Emma and Caitlin after what had happened would be hard enough. But I had zero desire to deal with strangers. Especially male ones. At least when it was just me and the girls, things would be simple. After all, Emma never left me in any doubt what my place was. 
 
    "Okay, you can get up now." Emma's voice was right above me as she spoke. She shook my shoulder, and I open my eyes slowly, trying to maintain the pretense that had just woken up. She was standing with her foot on my shoulder, pushing me back and forth on the couch. She wore nothing but a T-shirt that fit her like a tiny dress, her bare thighs almost totally exposed under its hem as she stood with one foot on my shoulder. Her long blonde hair was a mess, the heavy makeup of the night before smeared across her face. But she still looked beautiful. Beautiful with the wild and tormenting beauty of a woman whose eyes shone with recent pleasure. Emma was cruel, and I knew that part of her histrionic performance in the bedroom was a desire to tease me. But looking at her, I knew that didn't mean it was fake. The afterglow of orgasm positively radiated off her, making my defeat more bitter as I gazed up at her in disbelief. 
 
    “You can stop pretending,” Emma grinned. “I know you weren’t asleep. How did you like listening to us getting pounded last night?” 
 
    Beside her, Caitlin gasped at the question. But Emma had no shame whatsoever. She just stood there, grinning down at me, savoring every moment of my deep humiliation. I could hardly bring myself to meet her stare as I looked up at her. 
 
    "Fuck, that was a fun night," Emma sighed. Lifting her foot off my shoulder, she turned. I sat up on the couch, shifting to make room for her as she sat down heavily next to me. Caitlin took a seat on the other side of me, and I was pinned between the two of them, our small couch barely big enough for all three of us. I could feel the warmth of both their bodies against my shoulders, and my cock surged uncontrollably in my shorts. 
 
    "I think it was even more fun because you were out here," Emma went on. "Wasn't that hot, Caitlin? Knowing that we were getting fucked and this loser out here was getting nothing?" Both women laughed as I cringed at the cruel words. 
 
    "That was kind of hot," Caitlin said quietly. "In a weird way. I'm not an exhibitionist like you, but it was pretty fun." 
 
    "Of course it was," Emma said. "The only thing better than getting fucked really well is getting fucked really well while knowing there's a man out there who wishes he was doing it to you and can't. There's nothing sexier than being wanted so badly by a guy who'll do anything to please you. Isn't that right, John?" 
 
    “Yes,” I gasped, my words accompanied by another burst of their laughter. “Yes, Mistress Emma. I want you so badly. I’ll do anything you say, I swear.” 
 
    "This is too easy," Emma said, shaking her head to make her tangled blonde hair sway. As she spoke, she reached out, running her fingers idly through my hair. Just that, the faintest touch from her, made me feel as though electricity was running through my whole body. I almost groaned just at the feeling of her playing with my hair. I couldn't remember ever wanting anyone as badly as I wanted Emma. And I had never imagined anyone would do to me what she did. 
 
    "Did you jerk your pathetic loser cock while you listened to us getting fucked by real men? Tell the truth." Emma's eyes stared deep into mine as she spoke, the way they did when she was set on humiliating me. On my other side, Caitlin giggled. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emma." There wasn't much point lying about it. I suspected Emma would never believe me if I tried to pretend she was wrong. 
 
    "Of course you did," Emma said, her hands still sliding through my short hair as she spoke. "You can't help yourself, can you? Just a horny little slave boy for us to use and abuse. But you remember what I told you about jerking off outside of your own room." 
 
    “I couldn’t help it, Mistress Emma,” I wailed, despising the note of desperation that rose in my voice but unable to do anything about it. Once again, both women laughed, delighted with the effect they had on me. 
 
    "No," Emma said softly. "You're right. You can't help it. After all, you're just a man. Well, a boy, really. A horny little boy who lusts after his roommate and jerks off while she gets fucked by a real man. It's not your fault. You're just an inferior specimen." 
 
    Slowly, Emma's hand crept over my body. Down from my head, down over my shoulder, over my chest, over my stomach. Drifting inevitably toward my throbbing manhood. I didn't move. I didn't dare do anything that might jeopardize whatever was about to happen. And on my other side, I could feel Caitlin watching her friend's every move, almost breathless with excitement as she waited to see what happened next. 
 
    Finally, Emma's hand settled between my parted legs. I groaned as she rubbed her fingers over the bulge in my shorts, my erection growing more obvious by the minute. Emma smiled as she skillfully manipulated my cock through the fabric, bringing me almost immediately to a fever pitch of desire. I sat there between the two women, on fire with lust, desperately hoping for release and hardly daring to imagine it would happen. 
 
    And Emma kept on stroking, toying with my cock inside my shorts. I couldn't hold back any longer. I let out a long groan of desire, and both women laughed, entertained by just how easy it was for them to toy with me. 
 
    "Well, I suppose you've been a good boy," Emma said. "It must've been a very frustrating night for you. So I'll tell you what we'll do. I need a shower. You can come help me with that, but no funny business. If you do a good job helping me get clean and doing exactly as I tell you, I'll stroke your worthless cock. Then you can make breakfast for me and Caitlin." 
 
    Caitlin spluttered with laughter. But I was too far gone down the path of pleasure to even contemplate resisting. As humiliating as Emma's plan was, my desperate body screamed at me to go along with it. That any pleasure, no matter how shameful, was better than none. When it came to these women, I knew I had to take what I could get. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Emma. Thank you, Mistress Emma,” I said as humbly as I could, making the women laugh again at my meek acquiescence. 
 
    "Oh, you are going to make such a great slave for me," Emma said, grinning broadly as she continued to toy with my cock through my shorts. "Okay, let's go. Come clean me up after my slutty night with another guy." Lifting her hand away from my surging cock, Emma stood.  
 
    I stood too. I could feel Caitlin's eyes on the prominent bulge of my erection that showed in my shorts, but it didn't matter. Nothing mattered. All that mattered was pleasure, the pleasure my wild and beautiful Mistress was about to give me. With my swollen cock leading the way like the needle of a compass, I followed cruel and beautiful Emma into the bathroom. 
 
    

  

 
   
    6. Owned By Emma 
 
      
 
    “John! Get out here.” 
 
    Setting aside my phone, I rose from my bed. 
 
    When Emma called, I answered. We both still had lives to live, jobs to do, and tasks that didn't involve kinky sex. But since becoming my roommate's slave, I had found that dynamic creeping more and more into other facets of our lives. For one thing, Emma wasn't joking when she said that all the chores in the apartment were now my job. I did everything. And I had never in my life imagined that cleaning a bathroom or vacuuming the floor would be so wildly exciting. Because every time I did it, I couldn't help but remember why. I couldn't help but be reminded of the unequal power dynamic between us, the wild thrill of submission to the will of a beautiful and sexually dominant woman.  
 
    It was genius in its way. Sometimes, I found myself wondering about Emma's past. She was still young, but she seemed so practiced at these games. She had told me before that she had done the same to her other male roommates. It was why she always lived with men. She knew she could make them into her humble servants and never have to lift a finger around the house again. I was no longer surprised at how unbelievably hot that thought was to me. That I wasn't the first. That this was something Emma routinely did, using her beauty as a weapon against men other than me. But at the same time, I felt that strange jealousy. Emma had been perfectly clear about my place in her life. We weren't dating. I had no claims on her. And yet, I was jealous of the men she brought home to torment me with passionate sex. I was even jealous of the men she had played with like this before we met, Trent and the rest of them. I wondered how many of them there had been. But of course, for me, the main thing was that I hoped there would never be another. 
 
    Because that was another hard truth of my new situation. I loved it. I loved it even though it was hard, and I loved it especially when it was hard. Bit by bit, my gorgeous roommate was breaking my will, remaking me into the humble servant she wanted me to be. And it was fantastic. The wildest thrill of my life, by a very wide margin. I never wanted it to end. For all the humiliation and disgrace and sometimes even physical pain Emma put me through, I couldn't bring myself to even wish for anything else. These games, once discovered, were just too exciting to walk away from. 
 
    So when Emma called to me from the living room, her voice stern and demanding, I didn't hesitate. It didn't matter what else I might be doing, what I might be in the middle of. Emma didn't care about any of that. My mistress wanted me, and that was all I had to do. To serve her. To conform to whatever wild whim she had now. As I rolled off my bed and stepped toward the door of my bedroom, my cock was already swelling at the thought of what might be about to happen. 
 
    But I was in no way ready for what awaited me out there. 
 
    As I stepped into the living room, I gasped. I literally gasped at the sight of her. Emma was never anything less than sexy, and that applied whether she was wearing a skimpy dress to go out or lounging around the house in a T-shirt and yoga pants. But the vision of dominant beauty that awaited me now was enough to quite literally take my breath away. 
 
    Emma stood in the center of the living room. Her blue eyes were blazing, fixed on me as I emerged from my own room. She was wearing a black latex catsuit, the shiny fabric clinging to and accentuating every outrageous curve of her gorgeous young body. Tall patent leather boots rose to the middle of her thighs, pulled tight around her lovely legs by long laces that ran up the front. Metallic heels shone on her feet, the outrageous spikes making her several inches taller than she would otherwise have been. Over the catsuit, as though it wasn't sexy enough by itself, Anna wore a black corset that squeezed her naturally narrow waist, making her hourglass figure even more utterly desirable. Above the corset, the zipper of the catsuit was pulled down low, and her large breasts showed in the opening, a deep cleavage that made my mouth water even as my cock throbbed.  
 
    She looked absolutely incredible, the dominant goddess of a million submissive dreams. And even if the last few days hadn't happened, even if Emma hadn't already inducted me into the strange and thrilling world of sexual submission to her, I felt as though I might have fallen to my knees and worshipped her just because of her outrageous beauty. 
 
    Distracted as I was by her outfit, it was a while before I noticed another change in her. She had cut her hair. Her former long blonde locks were gone, replaced with a shorter cut that was still extremely flattering. Her hair was dark now, an almost bluish tinge to the long strands that remained on top, pushed back from her pretty face in an artful wave. In short, Emma looked incredible. Even by her own high standards, my roommate looked completely irresistible. But as I stepped further into the living room toward her, I could see she wasn't smiling. She stood with one hand on her hip, one foot forward, the light bouncing off her reflective outfit as it clung to every tormenting curve. She looked serious. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Emma?” 
 
    "Take your clothes off. Now." 
 
    Emma's face remained stern as I hurried to do as she said. Normally, when she dominated me, Emma was all smiles. Thoroughly enjoying the power her beauty gave her. But this new sterner side of her was deliciously terrifying. Right there in the living room, I quickly shed my clothes, kicking them aside as I stood naked before her. As she watched, my cock swelled to full hardness, rising up unstoppably from my body just at the sight of her. But still, she didn't smile. 
 
    "Follow me." Turning on her high heels, Emma strode toward her bedroom. The rhythmic sound of her heels on the floor matched the wild beating of my heart as I followed along behind her. The way the latex catsuit gripped her round ass, shining on her body as she moved, was enough to make me groan with deep desire. And the zipper that ran from the small of her back down between the cheeks of her ass and over her crotch made my heart flutter with desperate hope. All the things we had done together, and we still had not had actual sex. I still had not been given the honor of penetrating her beautiful body with my cock. Sometimes, I wondered if I ever would. Not that what we had done wasn't the wildest pleasure of my life, because it was. But there was still that goal in front of me, that forlorn hope that kept me showing up, kept me bowing to the will of this wild woman. As badly as I always wanted Emma, I had never wanted her as badly as I did at that moment. 
 
    “Stand there. Put your arms up.” 
 
    Emma spoke in a tone that allowed no room for argument. Whatever had gotten into her that day, it seemed like a powerful impulse. I wasn't about to argue. Still, I felt some trepidation as I saw what my mistress had in mind. There was a large black wooden cross mounted on one wall of her bedroom. Like a giant X, it dominated the room, exuding menace. Leather cuffs were attached to the ends of every arm of the X, and I knew at once what Emma was planning. When she had me tied to that cross, I would be completely helpless. She would be able to do whatever she wanted to me. And even though it had been a wild thrill to have her put me in handcuffs in the past, this felt like a new level of submission. 
 
    But just as Emma knew, I couldn't say no to her. Especially when she looked like this. And maybe that was the idea, the whole reason she had gotten dressed up in this latex outfit. But that didn't stop it from working. Just the thought this goddess was willing to play with me was enough to turn my head, making me dizzy with desire. Emma seemed in no mood to be argued with, and I had no intention of jeopardizing wherever this was going. After only a moment's hesitation, I stepped back until my back was against the cross and raised my arms. 
 
    Emma stepped forward. Her high heels gave her the height she needed to reach up to my outstretched arms and wrap a cuff around one wrist, then the other. I tried to keep my breathing even as I felt the cuffs tighten around me. Emma's body was pressed against mine as she bound me, only a thin layer of clinging latex between her and me. My cock throbbed and ached for its mistress while she went about her business.  
 
    Already, I was almost too excited. Unbelievably, I almost felt ready to cum right there and then. But that, I knew, wouldn't do. That would only displease my mistress, and that was the last thing I wanted to do. I had to try and hold out for as long as I could. With Emma looking the way she did, I knew it wouldn't be easy. But the truth was, I wanted to please my dominant roommate almost as much I wanted her to please me. 
 
    "I like your hair, Mistress Emma," I said as Emma buckled the second cuff in place. 
 
    "Shut up." She barely looked at me as she spoke. More and more, I started to think this wasn't just an act. It seemed that she was actually mad about something, and that thought scared me. Though not enough to resist her. Being tied up helplessly by a dominant mistress on the warpath is a dangerous position to be in, but I wanted her too badly to question it. 
 
    Once my wrists were bound above my head, Emma crouched on the floor. Looking down at her, I could see her breasts straining against the catsuit, pushed high on her chest by the corset she wore and threatening to spill out of the gap of her open zipper. My cock was raging with desire as I watched her tighten the buckles around my ankles too, attaching me to the wooden cross that she must have had bolted to the wall of her bedroom. This was a new development, and my mind raced with the possibilities. If my beautiful roommate was now buying special bondage furniture, it seemed clear to me that she intended to continue these thrilling games. Just like I did. 
 
    Once I was strapped in, Emma stood up. My eyes followed her progress across the bedroom, unstoppably drawn to her and her body that the latex did more to reveal than to cover. I watched the laces of her corset sway in the small of her back as she moved toward her bed.  I groaned again in frustrated desire as she bent over the bed, the skintight latex growing even tighter over her buttocks and tormenting me with her incredible figure.  
 
    Picking up her phone, Emma turned. The glow of the screen was reflected in her beautiful eyes as she pressed a few buttons. Then, she carried the phone over toward me. Standing in front of me, she placed one hand on her hip, the other holding the phone out in front of my face. My blood ran cold as I watched the video she was showing me. 
 
    "You want to explain this to me?" she said. 
 
    My jaw dropped. I saw at once what the video was. The camera it was taken with clearly wasn't the highest quality, and the wide-angle lens made details difficult to pick out. But I could see enough. The video was a bedroom, this very room we were standing in. And I was the star.  
 
    Alone, I crept into the bedroom and lay down on her bed, inhaling the scent of the pillows. Then, rolling over onto my back, I began to touch myself. 
 
    It was the night she and Caitlin had gone out to meet men. Before they came home with their lovers to subject me to a new level of torment. Clearly, Emma had set up a camera in her room, and it had caught me in the middle of this humiliating act. Tied to her cross, I racked my brain to think of some explanation. But there was nothing I could say. The video revealed all. It was obvious what I was doing. 
 
    “I – I’m sorry, Mistress Emma.” 
 
    "That's all you have to say for yourself? That you're sorry?" Emma's stunning eyes blazed with blue fire as she spoke. "You jerk off in my bed, sniffing my pillow like a disgusting pervert, and all you can say is that you're sorry?" 
 
    "I couldn't help it, Mistress Emma," I said. "You turn me on so much, you and Caitlin. I just needed a release, and I – I'm really sorry. It won't happen again." 
 
    “That’s what you said about jerking off in the living room,” Emma said haughtily. Switching off the video, she tossed her phone aside. Now she stood with both hands on her hips, staring right at me, a menacing goddess whose greatest weapon was her incredible beauty. I felt more than ever the helplessness of my position, tied to her cross and unable to free myself. She could do whatever she wanted to me. And judging by the angry look on her face, it wasn’t likely to be anything I would enjoy. 
 
    “Obviously, you can’t control yourself,” Emma went on. “This worthless cock of yours rules you. So I know what I have to do. I have to make sure you can’t do something so disgusting ever again.” 
 
    With that, she turned again. As much as I feared her wrath, I couldn't tear my eyes away from her gorgeous form as she moved across the bedroom again. Pulling open the drawer, she reached inside and produced something. Then she carried it to me. Some device made of black plastic, a kind of tube attached to a small box with a purpose I couldn't begin to guess. As Emma returned to me, holding the device in both hands, I saw at last the first faint flicker of a smile on her full lips. But it wasn't the kind of smile that inspired hope. If anything, it only made me more afraid. 
 
    "You know what this is, slave boy?" Emma said, holding the contraption up in front of me. 
 
    “No, Mistress Emma.” 
 
    "This is a chastity device. Your little cock goes in here," she said, sliding a finger into the short tube of the device, "and then it locks on. Once it's locked, you won't be able to touch yourself. You won't be able to get an erection. You won't be able to disobey my orders by jerking off like pathetic loser you are." 
 
    Emma spoke slowly. She seemed to be savoring every word. And I could barely believe what I was hearing as she spoke. I was hardly sexually inexperienced, butt I had realized a long time ago that I had nothing like her knowledge of the deviant side of human sexuality. Still, this new development seemed insane. Emma had tied me up. She had whipped me. She had made me call her and her friend Mistress and grovel at their feet. But all of that was something I had heard about before, even if I had never imagined doing it myself. This was completely new. 
 
    "It's state-of-the-art," Emma went on. "There's no key. It's controlled by an app on my phone. I can set it up to have different zones. So when you're in your bedroom, the tube will open and you'll be able to access your cock. But anywhere else in the house, it will be locked away. It's the only way I can know for certain you're not having any unauthorized orgasms." 
 
    "This - Mistress Emma, this is crazy," I said feebly. But Emma's smile just grew. Not for the first time, I felt almost as though she could see right through me. As though she could see through all my lame protests to the awful truth beneath them. After all, what she was proposing might well be crazy. But it also sounded unbelievably exciting. The thought of handing over that kind of control over my body thrilled me in a way I couldn't explain. The feeling of desire merging with nervousness and fear was hardly new to me. It was a feeling Emma made me feel over and over again. 
 
    "What's crazy is that you can't control yourself," Emma said. "Even after I've been so good to you. Even after I've given you hand jobs and let you eat my pussy. You should be more grateful. You know how many men would give everything they have to be in your position right now?" 
 
    "I'm sure they would, Mistress Emma," I said. "But… I've never done anything like this before." 
 
    "You've never done lots of things before," Emma said. The smile was firmly back on her face now as she teased me. "But I don't really see how you can object. You'll be free to do what you want in your own room. You just won't be able to access your cock outside of it. It's really not that big a thing to ask. Especially since you've proven to me that you can't keep your hands off yourself. This way, I decide when you get let out. If you can't control your cock, then I will." 
 
    I couldn't help it. I shuddered at her words. I actually groaned, and Emma's smile deepened as she watched my reaction. What she was saying might be crazy. But it was also incredibly hot. In a way, my roommate already did control my manhood. She could make it grow hard with just a look, just a word. But this would be another level of submission to her and her beauty. And it turned me on to think about it. 
 
    "We'll just try it. For a week," Emma said at last. "If you really can't live with not jerking off in the shared space of my apartment, I'll take it off. But I am going to wonder if I want to live with a guy who would do that. I don't want to find jizz stains in my bed or on my couch or anywhere else in this house, and I don't think it's too much to ask that you keep it to your bedroom." 
 
    “It’s not, Mistress Emma,” I said. “It’s just… It’s scary.” 
 
    "Giving me control over your cock?" Emma smiled. "Of course it is. No doubt it's very emasculating for you. But you've proven you can't be trusted. Besides, don't act like it doesn't turn you on. I mean, look how hard you are right now." 
 
    I groaned again as Emma wrapped her hand around my cock. Slowly, she began to stroke, and my eyes rolled in my head at the feelings of pleasure that swelled inside me. This was what I wanted, or something close to what I wanted, anyway. Emma knew exactly how to manipulate me, and I knew that that was what she was doing. But that didn't make me immune to it by any means.  
 
    In no time at all, I was gasping with desire, my cock surging and throbbing inside her teasing hand as she smiled at me. 
 
    "I can't put it on you while you're hard," Emma said. "So I guess the easiest way to get you soft is to let you cum. I'm going to give you an orgasm now, and then once I do, I'm going to lock that cock away. What do you say to that, bitch boy?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emma," I panted, hanging from the cross I was tied to as I thrust my hips toward her. "Please, Mistress Emma, please let me cum!" 
 
    "Too easy," Emma giggled. Her hand moved faster up and down my shaft, making me cry out as pleasure swelled through me. 
 
    “Go ahead, then,” Emma said, raising her voice to make sure I could hear her over my cries of passion and the roaring of the blood in my ears. “Cum for me. Cum and give me control over your cock. I own it now. It’s my cock, not yours. And I’m going to use it to make sure you serve me even better than you already do. Just think about how humiliating that will be. To have your cock owned by your roommate. That makes you want to cum, doesn’t it?” 
 
    "Yes, Mistress," I moaned, trembling and shaking in the bounds that held me. Pleasure tore through me, and I instinctively closed my eyes. But I forced myself to open them again and look at her. In her latex outfit, Emma was far sexier than any fantasy I had ever conjured in my life, and I wanted to look at her forever. I wanted to burn the image of her manipulating me into my brain so that I could revisit it again and again, to lose myself in submission to her each and every time. 
 
    "Go on then," Emma grinned, tightening her grip on my shaft to make me cry out in bliss. "Shoot your little load and become my property, slave boy." 
 
    "Oh my God!" My head thumped against the wood of the cross as I threw it backward, but I hardly noticed. My whole body stiffened, hanging in the leather cuffs that held me in place. My cock spurted in Emma's hand, over and over again, a powerful orgasm taking over my body completely as I spurted my cum wildly. It splashed against her thigh and hip, my white seed showing against the black latex, and Emma laughed. While I trembled and moaned, she went on stroking me, milking my cock of everything I had to give. When the spurting finally subsided, I felt thoroughly drained, hanging limp from the cuffs that held my arms above my head as I gazed at her. 
 
    She let go of my cock. Momentarily sated, it grew soft. But Emma was just as beautiful as ever, and my desire for her hardly diminished. Still, she got what she wanted. Emma grinned with delight as she watched my cock grow limp. And now, my fear was greater than ever as she stepped close to me and began to fuss with the device. I winced as she handled my balls, sliding a bar behind them. Then, she slid the tube over my cock. The black box whirred, and I grunted as a mechanism clicked. Just like that, my cock was locked away and under Emma's control.  
 
    I looked down at the device, barely able to believe what I was seeing. The shiny black plastic echoed the dark luster of her catsuit, reinforcing the fact that the cock that used to be mine was now hers. 
 
    Smiling, Emma turned away. Once again, she picked up her phone and held it in her hand. She pressed the button, and I cried out as a strange feeling swept through me. My whole body stiffened and began to shake, and I realize that I was experiencing an electrical shock. Emma laughed, and as she lifted her finger from the screen of her phone, the shock went away as abruptly as it had arrived. 
 
    "I forgot to tell you," she smirked. "I can use my phone to shock your balls too. It's going to help me to train you to serve me better. Like those shock collars you put on dogs. Any time you do anything I don't like, you get a shock." She touched her phone screen again, and I cried out at the sudden pain in my balls. It didn't last long, but it was more than enough to show me what she could do. 
 
    "Now, let's try this out," Emma said. She pressed another button, and the mechanism clicked. Slowly, the tube part lifted itself with some tiny motor, and my cock slid out of it. Stepping forward, Emma took hold of my cock in one hand and pressed her phone screen again with the other. The tube moved back down, and she guided my manhood inside it. 
 
    “That will happen automatically when you’re in your room,” she explained as the device locked itself around me again. “Otherwise, I can do it manually. But you’ll need to serve me very well if you want me to do that.” 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emma," I said. There wasn't much else I could say. I was totally defeated, and we both knew it. Emma already had more than enough ammunition to control me, to make me into her humble servant. But now, her power seemed completely beyond challenge. With just the press of a button, she could give me pleasure or pain, and I could do nothing about it. I winced as my cock swelled and found the limits of the hard plastic device. Emma hadn't been lying when she said it would be impossible to get an erection inside it. 
 
    "This is going to be so much fun," Emma said. "For me, anyway." Tucking her phone into the open front of her catsuit, she crouched at my feet and unfastened the cuffs around my ankles. Then she stood and reached above my head to unfasten the ones around my wrists. Free now, I stood in front of the cross, uncertain of what to do next. Stretching triumphantly, Emma swayed her way over to the bed, the light bouncing off every latex-covered curve of her body. Turning, she sat on the bed, crossing her long legs in her creaking leather boots. 
 
    "Now, I think it's time for you to show me some respect," she said, grinning at me. "Crawl over here on your hands and knees and grovel at my feet. Beg for my forgiveness for jerking off in my bed." 
 
    With a sigh, I dropped to the floor. Emma’s eyes watched me as I crawled like a dog toward her. After all, we both knew I wasn’t going to say no to her. 
 
      
 
    

  

  
  
              
                
             
    Submitting To His Roommate: Parts 7 to 12 
 
    7. Emma’s Houseboy 
 
      
 
    "What are you doing?" 
 
    I wasn't ready to be interrogated. I had just stepped out of my room, fumbling with the chastity device inside my pants as I did so. I was still learning to navigate life this new restriction, and it wasn't easy. Just as Emma had said, the device would unlock when I was in the confines of my own room, the motorized tube rising up and out of the way to free my cock. But it didn't come off, and as soon as I tried to step out of the bedroom, the tube would descend again. Slowly, but unstoppably. I had learned the hard way that if I didn't take care to slide my cock inside, it would squash me painfully. 
 
    To say it was a weird situation to be in would be a grotesque understatement. Not only was it unlike anything I had ever imagined, but it was unlike anything I had ever heard of before. Yet it worked. That was the truly strange thing. Being locked up by Emma was wildly arousing, and having the device locked onto me meant I was never able to forget it. 
 
    And of course, she would never let me forget it either. Between holding down my job and keeping up with all the chores around the apartment, I was kept busy. And all my work freed Emma's time up to find new ways to torment me. It made her happy.  
 
    I got used to the look of delight in those glowing eyes, the sheer thrill this woman got out of dominating me. But Emma wasn't the type to get complacent. She seemed to have a need to keep pushing things forward, to keep pushing my boundaries and exploring just what this all meant. Just how far I would go for her. And as we were both discovering together, there weren't many lines I wouldn't let her cross. 
 
    But as I stepped out into the living room that day, I didn't know what she meant. Emma was sprawled on the couch, looking casual yet typically desirable in a T-shirt and yoga pants that clung tightly to her legs and ass. I could never look at her without feeling a surge of arousal. I felt the tightness of the chastity device as my cock tried uselessly to harden inside it. That, at least, was something I had learned quickly. The unyielding plastic barely had enough room for me to get an erection, and any time I tried, I felt the pain of the restrictive device. I felt that pain a lot. It fed on itself, the reminder of Emma's power serving to torment me even more. And, of course, having her around was a surefire way to keep me bubbling over with desire. She didn't have to dress up like the dominant mistress of my wildest dreams, as much as I enjoyed that. She could sit around the house with no makeup and her hair tied back watching TV, and I still needed her badly. 
 
    She knew it. She relied on it. 
 
    “Just going to the bathroom, Mistress Emma.” 
 
    "Not like that you're not." A slow smile spread across Emma's face as she spoke. Pleased by my acquiescence, my humility in using her proper title. Every day contained a thousand reminders of the difference in status between us. And every time, they seem to please her. 
 
    "Take your clothes off," she ordered, looking at me over her shoulder where she sat on the couch. "You don't wear clothes around the house anymore. I need to be able to see the device at all times." 
 
    Standing in the open doorway of my bedroom, I paused. Compared to some of the things this woman made me do, this latest request was relatively mild. Still, it was just one more example of my loss of status. My submission to her. And that, of course, made the chastity device feel even tighter around my manhood as it tried pointlessly to harden. 
 
    I stripped off. Under Emma's watchful eye, I shed the T shirt and pants I had just put on and tossed them back into the bedroom behind me. As I stood there naked in front of her, Emma's eyes traveled up and down my body, her sly smile transforming into a wide grin at the sight of me. There was no missing the black device hanging between my legs. I knew that neither of us would forget what it meant. Her total control of my body and my desire, the ultimate tool to make me do her bidding. The air crackled with sexual tension the way it always did these days when the two of us were together. 
 
    "That's better," Emma chuckled. "I like to see it. I like to know you're wearing it properly. Now, go fix me a sandwich." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emma." She chuckled under her breath as I headed toward the kitchen, the device dangling between my thighs. I felt the cold air sweep over my bare skin as I opened the door of the fridge. My cock ached inside its plastic prison as I did as I was told, spreading mayonnaise on bread and humbly making a sandwich for the goddess in the next room. Emma had made it clear that service to her wouldn't be all kinky sex and exciting outfits. When she said she wanted me to serve her, she meant it. And I did, to the best of my abilities. A potent cocktail of fear and desire kept me doing what she said. After all, she was the only person on earth now who could give me what I most wanted. And if she chose to, the shock device built into my chastity was fully capable of delivering considerable pain, too. 
 
    Humbly, I brought the completed sandwich into the living room and handed it to my mistress. She grinned as she took the plate from me, gazing up at me with an expression I'd seen before on her face. A kind of quiet surprise at her own power. She shouldn't have been. After all, she had done this before. She knew how it worked. She knew, down to the last atom, just how much power her beauty gave her. Just how much she could get away with.  
 
    But not for the first time, I found myself wondering how far she had gone with other men. Did they submit to her as fully and as easily as I did? Did they put up more of a fight? Did she lock them away in this crazy device and take control of their cocks, too? I tried to push the thoughts out of my mind. Emma gave me plenty to be jealous of without me looking for more. But I couldn't help wondering about her past, even though I knew I could never ask. Emma had no interest in explaining herself to me. All she wanted was for me to do as I was told. 
 
    Emma said nothing as she took a slow bite of her sandwich. With a nod, I turned. I could feel her eyes following me across the apartment as I made my way to the bathroom. Clearly, I was dismissed. For now. 
 
    Another minor humiliation waited in the bathroom. The toilet seat was down. That had always been the case in this house, even before this all started. Now, there was no point ever lifting it. The chastity device forced me to pee sitting down, robbing me of another aspect of manhood that no one but me ever saw.  
 
    Once I was finished, I washed my hands, trying not to look at myself in the mirror. I didn't need to be reminded of what had become of me. I didn't need to be reminded how far I had fallen. 
 
    Besides, I had tasks to get on with. Finishing up in the bathroom, I grabbed the laundry hamper from where it lay by the door and carried it outside. 
 
    Our laundry machines were hidden in a closet in the short hallway that led to the front door from the living room. As I opened the doors, I could feel Emma watching me. Whatever she had on TV clearly wasn't half as interesting as the sight of a humiliated slave humbly doing her chores. Once again, my cock ached in its tiny prison at the thought of what was happening.  
 
    Under Emma's watchful eye, I sorted through her clothing. My hands trembled slightly as I picked her delicate underwear out of the bundle of clothes. To think these scraps of fabric had once been pressed against the pussy I so desperately desired, the pussy I was so intimately acquainted with and yet at the same time constantly denied. It was enough to make me dizzy. 
 
    And Emma noticed. I cried out as a sudden shock tour through me, my balls aching as an electric current passed through them, making me clench my thighs together uselessly as though I could possibly do anything to stop it. In the living room, Emma laughed and lifted her finger from the screen of her phone. The pain vanished, leaving behind only a dull ache in my genitals to remind me of who controlled them. 
 
    “You better not be sniffing my panties over there, bitch boy,” she said. 
 
    “No, Mistress Emma.”  
 
    "No? Bring them to me." 
 
    Of course, I had no idea what she wanted. With Emma, there was no way of guessing. She seemed to get wilder almost by the day, her imagination fueled as her power over me grew. I loved that about her. But it also terrified me. As I carried the pair of panties I was holding in my hands toward the living room, I all but trembled as I wondered what she would do next. 
 
    Wordlessly, Emma held out her hand. Carefully, I handed the panties to her. They were black, thin and lacy, and delicate enough to feel fragile. Emma's eyes shone as she looked up at me. 
 
    “Go get the machine started,” she ordered. “Then come back here.” 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emma." I did as I was told, feeling her beautiful eyes following me every step of the way. Completing my task, I switched on the washing machine and returned to where Emma waited, my heart rising in my chest as I approached. I could already tell from the look on her face that she was planning something. All I could do was wait to find out what it might be. 
 
    “Do you think these are sexy?” 
 
    Emma's tone was conversational, sounding for a moment as though the massive power imbalance between us didn't exist. As she spoke, she held the black panties out in both hands, stretching them slightly so that I could see their shape. The material was thin enough to be almost transparent. I couldn't keep myself from imagining how she would look in them and nothing else, her beautiful body displayed and exposed for my pleasure. I tried not to wince as my cock once again pressed against the inside of the chastity device. 
 
    "Very, Mistress Emma." Emma chuckled as I spoke, but my answer had never really been in any doubt. Now that she was my only outlet of sexual pleasure, anything and everything Emma did was wildly sexy to me. I was practically obsessed with her, unable to stop thinking about her at any moment of the day. That's what happens when a woman takes ownership of your cock. And we both knew there was nothing I could do about it. Nothing but serve and submit and hope this cruel dominatrix took pity on me. 
 
    "Of course you do," Emma grinned. "You think everything your mistress wears is sexy, don't you?" 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Emma,” I admitted, provoking more delighted laughter from her. 
 
    “I’m surprised these aren’t damaged,” Emma said, rolling her eyes over the material in her hands again. “A guy ripped them off me a couple of nights ago. I thought he’d torn them for sure. He wanted me so bad, and he fucked me so good. You must’ve heard that?” 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." Of course I had. Lying there in the painful isolation of my bedroom, I had had no choice but to listen while Emma fucked another guy she brought home from who knew where. Not the same guy that she had brought home from the bar that memorable night with Caitlin. Some other man she barely knew. Looking the way she did, Emma had no problem finding willing sex partners. And she seemed to have no shame in getting what she wanted. Especially now that it helped her humiliate me even more. 
 
    "Did you jerk off and imagine what it would be like to fuck me?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emma." Emma laughed wildly at my words. But there was no point denying it. My bedroom was the only place where I was free to indulge my desires, and with her sex as a soundtrack, it was impossible to think of anything else, even if I had wanted to. Which I didn't. Emma filled my head to the exclusion of almost everything else, and every other woman, real or imaginary, paled in comparison to her. She was too beautiful, too wild, too sexy to be believed. Lately, she was all I wanted. And everything I couldn't have. 
 
    "That's so funny," Emma said. "You want me so bad, and you can't have me. Who knows? Maybe I'll never let you fuck me. Maybe you'll never get to have sex again. I'll just keep you locked up, and you'll eat my pussy and jerk off while you listen to me fuck other men." 
 
    "Please, Mistress Emma." But Emma just laughed. That same wild laughter that haunted my dreams, that drove home my humiliation every single day I lived with her. It was terrifying and intoxicating. The soundtrack of my utter disgrace. 
 
    "Put these on." Stretching out her arm, Emma held out the panties, letting them dangle from her fingers as she looked up at me. My heart hammered inside my chest, my cheeks burning at her words. Maybe it was too late for me to worry about being humiliated and emasculated. After all, this woman had already locked my cock away and decided where I could and couldn't touch myself. But this was another layer in her control, another chipping away at my manhood. My head was spinning as I stared at her in disbelief. 
 
    And slowly, still holding the feminine underwear in one hand, she reached with the other for her phone. I knew exactly what that meant. Reaching out, I snatched the underwear from her hand. Better to get it over with. And as I struggled into her panties, pulling them with some difficulty up over my thighs, Emma's mocking laughter rang in my ears. 
 
    "Oh my God, you look so pathetic," she laughed as I pulled the panties on. They barely fit over the bulky chastity device, the black fabric clinging tightly to the complex machine. The elastic of the panties bit into my hips as the device pushed them forward, making me shift uncomfortably from foot to foot. My discomfort only grew as Emma picked up her phone in both hands. I braced myself for a shock, but instead, I heard the camera click. My cheeks burned even more with shame and humiliation as Emma giggled under her breath. 
 
    "This is awesome," she said, her eyes shining with their customary delight. "You know what? I think I'm going to have you wear panties around the house all the time from now on. After all, let's face it. You're not a real man. You're my bitch, and you should dress accordingly. Maybe it will help when I bring guys back home to know you're no threat. Then again, they probably already know that." 
 
    I stood there speechless as Emma mocked me. It was nothing new; the girl loved humiliating me and using her words to reinforce my lowly position. But it never seemed to get any easier. Once again, I found myself amazed at how far I had fallen. How much I let her get away with. Sure, she was beautiful. But there had to be something wrong with me to let her treat me like this. 
 
    And yet, I let it happen. Because the twist in her soul corresponded so perfectly with the one in mind. Sometimes, I couldn't decide who loved these games of dominance and submission more, me or her. The only sure thing was that neither of us wanted to give them up. 
 
    “You’ll be a good panty boy for me, won’t you?” Emma cooed as she stared up at me. “You’ll wear whatever mistress tells you to wear. Maybe I’ll have you hand wash them just to tease you. Make you clean out my underwear after I’ve just been fucked. How would you like that?” 
 
    “I — I don’t know, Mistress Emma.” I was telling the truth. As was so often the case with her ideas, I wasn’t sure how I felt about them. My feelings were a mess of contradictions, excitement and desire warring with humiliation and reluctance. Between her and me, nothing was ever clear. 
 
    "Well, that doesn't really matter, does it?" Emma gloated. "It's what I want that matters. And I think it will be funny. So it's decided. Unless otherwise instructed, you wear nothing but girl's panties over that cock I own." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emma."  
 
    Emma laughed loudly at my instant capitulation. I could see that her cheeks were glowing too, but not with shame in her case. With excitement. Her eyes had taken on that burning look they did when she was in the mood for fun, and my cock surged predictably in its plastic prison. By now, I had next to no hope that she would let me fuck her, at least that day. But the thought that maybe one day I might earn that privilege kept me going, kept me serving her even as she made it harder by the day. She had gotten under my skin in a way no woman ever had before, and I had never wanted anything as badly as I wanted her. The proof of that was in the lengths I would go to to be with her. 
 
    "Kneel." Emma pointed theatrically at the living room floor as she spoke. And I didn't hesitate. At once, I dropped to my knees, and now my mistress loomed above me where she sat on the sofa, enjoying my obedience. She slid forward on the couch, her teeth showing as she gently bit her lower lip. I watched her straighten one leg, pointing her toes toward me. 
 
    "Kiss," she ordered. And again, I did as I was told without complaint. Gently cradling her soft foot in my hands, I bent over it, planting my lips against her toes while she sighed in pleasure above me. The air in the room had already been tight with desire, but I could feel the tension growing by the minute. Emma was in the mood for fun, and I was more than happy to be her toy. It was my only reward for putting up with everything else she put me through. 
 
    “Take my pants off.” 
 
    Emma swung her foot out of my hands as she spoke, letting it rest on the floor. Still on my knees, I inched forward. Her skin was maddeningly soft against my fingers as I reached toward her waist, struggling with her tight yoga pants that didn't seem to want to let go. I could hardly blame them. But with some difficulty, I pulled them down, finally sliding them over her feet while she watched. As I set the pants aside on the living room floor, Emma reached for the hem of her T-shirt and in one smooth movement, pulled it off over her head. The way her breasts bounced in her bra with every movement she made was enough to make me dizzy with desire. And when she unhooked her bra and dropped it to the floor, I felt suddenly breathless. Her full breasts swelled from her chest, her pink nipples already swollen with lust, and my mouth practically watered at the sight. But I stayed on my knees, awaiting further instruction. I knew the rules of the game. And Emma's phone lay on the sofa cushion beside her, ready to be used as a weapon against me at any moment. 
 
    "Get your face between my legs, bitch boy," Emma sneered. "But don't take my panties off. See if you can make me cum while I'm wearing them." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emma." Even as I hurried forward to do her bidding, I couldn't keep the smile off my face. And Emma was smiling too, pleased with my obvious enthusiasm. Eating her pussy was the closest I had ever gotten to having sex with my goddess, and as far as consolation prizes went, it was a good one. I didn't know if I was capable of giving her what she wanted, but I was more than willing to try.  
 
    The skin of her thighs was warm and soft against my cheeks as I dived right in, plunging my face between her legs. Emma sighed happily above me as I began to rub my face up and down her slit. 
 
    Emma's hand rested on the back of my head, kneading my scalp and occasionally gripping my short hair. Through it, I could feel her excitement growing. That, and the rising series of moans that rose from her throat as she threw back her head against the cushions of the sofa. I gazed up at her, unable to take my eyes away from this goddess, taking advantage of the fact her eyes were closed to let my own eyes wander all over her body.  
 
    Her breasts bounced and swayed as she bucked on the sofa, her breath coming in short gasps. It wasn't easy to please her with her panties in the way, restricting what I could do with my tongue and lips. Instead, I ground my face against her, using my nose like a dildo to tease her clit through the thin fabric. I ignored the heat and friction that I could feel turning my face red, concentrating on pleasing her. My hands lay on her thighs, and soon, I could feel them trembling with need. 
 
    Emma bucked her hips. Gripping the back of my head, she pressed her panty-covered pussy more firmly against me. Soon, she was fucking my face, her cries of passion sounding almost angry as they rang out in the small space of our living room. I held on, uncomplaining as she used me in this humiliating way. She had said before, many times, that I was nothing but a toy for her pleasure. I never felt the truth of that more keenly than in moments like this, when my cock surged and ached, locked away in a device she controlled. But it turned me on like nothing else. 
 
    Emma cried out. For once, she seemed like the one who was getting an electric shock as her whole body stiffened. Her thighs clenched around my head, and I groaned into her panties as she held me tight. Then, with a loud shriek, she immediately relaxed. She flopped back on the sofa, her body spent with pleasure. Still kneeling between her thighs, I could smell the delicious aroma of her pleasure. As I pressed my lips against her panties, delivering a tender kiss to her sex, I could feel the wetness of her juices soaking into the fabric. 
 
    "Back off." Emma smiled as she spoke, but that didn't mean her words weren't serious. I shuffled backward on my knees, and my mistress sat up with a sigh. I watched with growing hope as she hooked her thumbs under the waistband of her underwear and pulled it slowly down her legs. She slid the underwear off her feet and stood. Where I kneeled, her pussy shone in front of me, its soft pink lips wet and swollen with the pleasure I had given her, the whole room ringing with the echoes of her bliss. 
 
    Holding the panties in one hand, Emma stepped toward me. The look on her pretty face was one I knew well, an expression of satiated desire that nevertheless seemed to have done nothing to calm her lust. Slave to a wild dominatrix and a truly insatiable woman, I stayed on my knees as she approached, towering above me like the goddess she was. 
 
    "Open up," she said. Without waiting for a response from me, she reached forward and gripped my chin. Meekly, I opened my mouth. Emma smiled sadistically as she stuffed her panties inside, positioning them carefully so that the part that had soaked up most of her juices sat on my tongue. I groaned at the taste of her, my cock aching in its cage as though in recognition of its new owner. And as Emma straightened up again, looking down at me from what seemed like an immense height, she looked thoroughly satisfied with the way things had gone. 
 
    "There," she said joyfully. "That will keep you quiet and keep you horny for me. I think this is how you should do all your chores from now on. One pair of panties on your useless cock, and another in your mouth to remind you what a little bitch you are. Now, get back to work. Next time I need my pussy licked or my feet kissed, I'll be sure to let you know." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emma." The response was automatic, drilled into me by my desire and the threat of pain. But the wet wad of her panties in my mouth softened the edges of the words, turning them into a barely intelligible grunt. Emma laughed out loud, clapping her hands together in girlish glee. Her breasts bounced against her forearms as she all but hopped on the spot.  
 
    It isn't easy serving a woman like Emma. But even after this new humiliation, I couldn't bring myself to wish for anything else. 
 
    

  

  
   
    8. Teased and Tormented 
 
      
 
    Standing at the sink, I could hear Emma's footsteps moving through the apartment. I was always aware of her presence. Like a vibrating fork tuned to exactly her pitch, my whole being vibrating to her movements. The obsession was growing, and I knew it, and I couldn't help it. Emma was feeding it. I wondered if she knew that.  
 
    Of course, she knew exactly what she was doing to me. She knew that it was my desire for her that gave her this fearsome power. But I wondered if she realized just how wrapped up in this I was. Thate day by day, this was becoming more than just some kinky game. That slowly, I was starting to develop feelings I had no names for. 
 
    Behind me, she appeared in the kitchen. I kept washing the dishes, while my eyes swiveled as though of their own accord, trying get a look at her. She walked slowly toward me, and somehow I knew already that she had some mischief in mind. After all, that was usually why she approached me these days. I was her entertainment, another toy for her to play with when she was bored of TV or social media or whatever else she spent her time with. It was humiliating, of course, to be used like that. That was what made it so exciting. 
 
    I shivered as Emma's fingers slid down my bare back. Now, I had a dress code. At home, when she was around, I wore nothing but the chastity device she controlled and a pair of her panties stretched over the strange machine. It never failed to make my mistress smile when she saw me dressed the way she wanted. It never failed to remind me of my humble position in her service, forced to submit to even her wildest whims. 
 
    But that touch. Those fingers traveling over my skin, seeming to draw sparks wherever they went. It haunted me. At once, every glowing wire of lust in my body seemed to ignite, and nothing ever mattered more than the slow path her hand took over my body. 
 
    "My little bitch boy," Emma said, her voice little more than a whisper, her lips close to my ear. "Doing his chores in my panties like the little slut he is." 
 
    I trembled. I could feel the warmth of her body pressed against mine now, and the strange note in her voice fueled my desire. My hands were still buried in the soapy water of the sink, but all my attention was on her. I closed my eyes, but she was there too, in the darkness inside my skull. Her presence permeated everything. 
 
    “You want to fuck me so bad, don’t you?” 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emma," I groaned, my voice quavering as I spoke. "You're so beautiful. So fucking sexy. You're driving me crazy." 
 
    In my ear, Emma chuckled. In the tight prison of the chastity device, my cock ached for release. If she hadn't been there, I would have hurried off to my bedroom to indulge in some lonely pleasure. But she was there, my mistress and tormentress, the woman who owned my cock and used me for her selfish and sadistic pleasure. All she had to do was touch me, to whisper in my ear, and I was ready to worship at her feet all over again. 
 
    "Good," Emma said, her lips now brushing against my ear as she spoke. "That's good. Because you know I get horny sometimes. And when there isn't a real man around to satisfy me, you'll have to do." 
 
    My cheeks burned with embarrassment as she spoke, but that did nothing to keep the surging note of hope in my heart dampened. I was burning for her, and I felt as though I might pass out if I didn't get what I wanted. But her mocking words encouraged me in my hopes. I hardly dared move or breathe a word for fear that I might jeopardize whatever plan she had in mind. 
 
    "Silly little panty boy," Emma said. Her voice was still quiet, but I detected the new edge in it. I jumped as she suddenly slapped my ass hard through the thin fabric of the feminine underwear I wore. I could feel the tips of her fingers digging into my ass as she squeezed what she just spanked, possessively grabbing my body while I stood there in hopeful submission. Ever since this whole adventure started, I had dreamed of one day being allowed to have sex with my gorgeous roommate. I had endured all kinds of frustration and indignities in service of that hope. There were times when it seemed impossible, that Emma got far too much joy out of keeping me denied and frustrated to ever lift the curse. And so I tried to temper my hopes. But as Emma leaned closer, as her teeth closed around my earlobe to gently bite at it, as she dragged her fingernails over my ass and spanked me again, I could feel the sexual aggression in her, and I felt like my heart might explode with wild joy. 
 
    "Come on, panty boy," Emma said as she released my ear lobe at last. "Come with me so I can fuck you." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emma." I didn't try to hide the wild joy in my voice, and it made Emma laugh to hear it. She stepped away from me, and I turned, pulling my dripping hands from the water. Carelessly, I grabbed a towel and dried them off, barely thinking of anything beside the promise of pleasure that seemed to glow in front of me.  
 
    Emma turned, and I happily followed her out of the kitchen. Once again, she was dressed casually, in a T-shirt and yoga pants that were ideal for lounging around the house. Still, as always, she looked incredible to me. A beautiful sex goddess whose kinky power kept me in thrall to her. The chastity device had never felt tighter around my throbbing cock as I followed her across the apartment. 
 
    Emma led me to my own room. As I followed her over the threshold, the mechanism of the chastity device whirred. Reaching for the skimpy panties I wore, I pulled them down so that the tube of the machine could rise up against my body. I groaned in gratitude as my cock slid out, already swelling at its newfound freedom. Standing at the side of my bed, Emma smiled. She looked me up and down, her bright blue eyes lingering on my swollen manhood as it strained toward her. Her new dark hair fell over one side of her scalp, parted on the other. Just looking at her was enough to make me breathless. 
 
    “Get on the bed,” Emma said, pointing toward my mattress. “Lie down on your back. And stay there until I come back. No jerking off.” 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emma." I never argued with my goddess of a roommate. But I was even less inclined to do that now than I normally was. Everything I wanted hovered in front of me, and nothing mattered more than that I get it.  
 
    Emma watched with that same seductive smile on her pretty face as I stepped past her and climbed onto the mattress. I lay down, my cock rising into the air above me, exposed by the device still locked on to me. The urge to grab hold of it and bring myself to pleasure was powerful, but not nearly as powerful as the desperate desire I felt for my mistress. Without another word, Emma turned and stepped out of the bedroom. I lay in silence, wondering what she was up to. But I knew better than to ask. My chest rose and fell as I slowly breathed, trying to stay calm as I waited for her to return. 
 
    It took a long time. Of course, in the state of desperate arousal I was in, a moment would have seemed too long. But Emma's absence dragged on and on. Still, I had no doubt it would be worth the wait. Especially when I heard her returning, marked by the steady thump of her high heels on the floor outside my room. She had got dressed up. When she appeared in the doorway, I didn't even try to hold back a gasp. She was wearing that outfit again, the black latex catsuit that clung to every curve of her body and shone in the light when she moved. The matching black corset that emphasized her incredible hourglass shape, shrinking down her waist and exaggerating the generous swell of her boobs and her hips. The tall high-heeled boots that rose to the middle of her mouthwatering thighs. My beautiful goddess had returned, and my cock throbbed at the sight of its owner as she stood for a moment in the doorway, letting me look at her, letting my arousal build. 
 
    Then, she stepped forward. It was only as she approached the bed, the light bouncing off her beautiful body as she swayed with every step, that I saw the cuffs that hung from her hands. My heart clenched. I should've expected something like this. It would hardly be the first time Emma had decided to tie me up. Still, there was always a thrill of nervousness when she pushed my limits like this. But she wasn't a woman to take no for an answer. 
 
    "Roll over onto your belly," she ordered, her voice as soft as ever even when she was giving inarguable orders. "Put your hands behind your back."  
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emma." I did what she said. I rolled onto my stomach, grunting as the chastity device I still wore dug into my body, my cock trapped beneath me. But I didn't complain. I placed my hands behind my back, and felt another spike of desire as Emma buckled the leather cuffs around my wrists. Then, she reached for my shoulder and rolled me back over onto my back. 
 
    Emma stood. Reaching for the second set of cuffs, she moved to the end of my bed. I watched her already skintight catsuit grow even more mercilessly tight around her as she bent over my feet. Calmly, she locked my ankles together. I lay there helpless, trembling with excitement, reduced to nothing but a cock that longed to be used by her. And Emma stood above me, smiling as she looked down at her handiwork, a needy and submissive man helpless and ready to be used. 
 
    "When was the last time you had an orgasm?" she asked, standing with her hands on her hips at the side of my bed. 
 
    "This morning, Mistress Emma." 
 
    "Were you thinking of me?" 
 
    "Of course, Mistress Emma." Emma smiled at that. Her blue eyes shone with delight. But I was telling the truth. My masturbatory fantasies didn't require anyone but her, and she filled my head to the exclusion of all others. As she said herself, she owned my cock. Not just in the physical sense of the chastity device that was locked on to me through the day, but in the sense that I only came while thinking of her. No one else compared. 
 
    "How many times have you thought about fucking me?" 
 
    "Too many to count, Mistress Emma." That was true too. Before we started playing this game, I tried not to think about my roommate when I jerked off, fearing it would just make things between us awkward. That's not to say it never happened. But in the last little while, ever since she had begun training me to serve her, I had thought of her so many times it was unreal. She had me in a constant state of sexual excitement, and I needed to find release somehow. So many lonely orgasms had been devoted to her that I couldn't even begin to count them. 
 
    "You're probably going to cum really quickly, aren't you?" 
 
    "I don't know, Mistress Emma." 
 
    “I bet you will. Look how badly you want me.” 
 
    Emma's catsuit creaked as she bent over the bed again. I moaned as she wrapped her hand around my shaft and slowly began to stroke. At once, my cock throbbed in her hand, and she giggled as she felt my desire in her palm. 
 
    "Oh God, Mistress Emma, that feels so good," I groaned, and Emma's beautiful eyes sparkled as she grinned at me. 
 
    "I bet it does," she said. "You know you're not worthy of this, right? You know you're not worthy of even a handjob from a woman like me." 
 
    "I know, Mistress Emma," I groaned, raising my hips off the mattress as I tried to get more contact between my cock in her hand. "I'm not worthy of you, Mistress. Thank you for teaching me." 
 
    "So pathetic," Emma said, shaking her head slowly. "I'll tell you what we are going to do. I'm going to make you cum. I want to get that first orgasm out of the way. Maybe that way you'll be able to possibly satisfy me later. So I think for your first orgasm, I'm going to make you cum on my feet." 
 
    While I gazed up at her in astonishment, Emma moved. Releasing her grip on my cock, she climbed onto the bed next to me. The creaking sound of her sexy outfit was louder now as she moved on the bed beside me. As I gazed over at her, she turned, bending her body over me. Her beautiful round ass filled my vision, the black latex glistening and shining above me. I could see her smiling face watching over her shoulder before she lowered her ass down onto my face and blocked out all vision. 
 
    "You can kiss my ass while I do it," she said. The weight of her body pressed my head back onto the pillow, but I wouldn't have complained even if it were possible. I pressed my lips to her ass, feeling the firm muscle of her body through the thin coat of latex that covered it. I kissed her ass again and again, and Emma giggled as she felt it, another demonstration of my inferiority to her. She leaned back, placing her hands on the mattress for balance on either side of my head.  
 
    I groaned as I felt the slick patent leather of her boots against the shaft of my cock. The sharp heels scratched my inner thighs, but I didn't care. Emma had trapped my cock between her feet and was lifting her legs up and down, rubbing my cock with her boots. It was a feeling unlike anything I had experienced before. The combination of shame and pleasure I felt made my heart flutter, and it took an effort to remember to keep kissing her ass while she toyed with me. 
 
    Emma was right. Soon, I felt an orgasm swelling inside me. It was coming, and I didn't try to hold anything back. As my cock spurted between her feet, I heard Emma laughing. Laughing at me in my moment of sexual bliss.  
 
    Once I had climaxed, she lifted her feet away. Turning on the mattress, she climbed onto my face, and I gasped for air. My drained cock lay against one thigh, still throbbing faintly with the aftershocks of orgasm. As I gazed up at my goddess, I felt no less desire for her than I had moments before. She was incredible. And she kneeled on the mattress at my side, her hands on her hips again, her thighs parted, my eyes were drawn inevitably to the zipper that covered her pussy. Through the black latex, I could see the shape of her lips, and my mouth watered at the thought of what lay inside. 
 
    “That’s that out of the way,” Emma said brightly. “What do you say?” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress Emma,” I panted it once, making her laugh again. 
 
    "Well, as you know, everything has to be paid for," she said. "You can't have pleasure without a little bit of pain. Take it like a man. Or as close to a man as you can get, anyway.' 
 
    As she spoke, Anna reached into the top of one boot. With a rising panic, I saw that she had her cell phone tucked beneath the leather. Fishing it out, she pressed the screen, and I cried out as she shocked my balls painfully. Emma's sadistic laughter merged with my cries of distress as I trembled on the bed in front of her. She lifted her finger from the screen, and the shock abruptly stopped. She kept her phone in her hand, and I knew what that meant. 
 
    "Tell me again who owns that cock," Emma said, grinning down at me. 
 
    "You do, Mistress Emma," I said, panting with a mixture of orgasm and pain as I stared up at her. "It's your cock, Mistress. You own it completely." 
 
    "I never get tired of hearing that," Emma grinned. Once again, she shocked me, making me howl as I trembled on the bed in front of her. 
 
    "I think this is going to be a very interesting experience for you," she said. "I can give you the greatest pleasure you've ever had in your life, or I can torture you completely. Honestly, I kind of feel like doing both. I'm going to fuck with your head today, just because I can. Just because it's fun for me." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emma." No reply was required from me, I knew. Emma wasn't asking my permission. We were well past that stage. Once again, I growled in pain as she shocked me again. 
 
    "Time to please your mistress," Emma said. She began to move on her knees across the bed, the cell phone still in her hand as she crawled toward me. I felt her hands on my chest as she lifted her leg and straddled my helpless body. Moving up toward my face, she reached back behind herself and began to pull down the zipper that started just above her ass. Slowly, its tiny teeth parted. Reaching between her legs, Emma changed her grip and began to pull the zipper up. Inch by inch, it revealed her beautiful pussy. I almost moaned aloud at the sight as her wet and swollen lips appeared in the open catsuit. 
 
    "Make me come, bitch boy," Emma said, pointing at her pussy with her free hand. 
 
    "Yes, Mistr — aaaahh!" My words turned to a cry of pain as Emma shocked me again, giggling all the while. I barely had time to recover before she had settled that delicious pussy down on my face. Eagerly, I kissed it, running my tongue over her lips and feeling her thighs tremble on either side of my head. Emma settled down on my face, and I slid my tongue inside her, feeling the tight wet warmth of her slit. I did my best to please her, using every trick I had to make her happy.  
 
    And soon, the unforgettable sound of her pleasure rang out in my bedroom. Soon, she was rocking on top of me, grinding her sex against my mouth as she gave in to pleasure. Peering up at her from between her thighs, I saw her begin to moan in ecstasy, her eyes closing, her body shining in the latex suit as she rode my face. It was the most beautiful sight I had ever seen. 
 
    Emma's orgasm took much longer than mine. But it was worth waiting for. Her cries grew more and more frantic, one following rapidly on the heels of another as she rose to the peak of pleasure. I felt her pussy spasm around my tongue, a hot jet of her juices anointed my face as she screamed in pleasure. She slumped forward, pressing her hands against the wall above me for balance, and I drank down the flood of her juices desperately. 
 
    As her climax slowly subsided, Emma sighed. She swung her leg over my face to sit down on the bed beside me, and I sucked in the air that tasted of her fragrant pussy while I lay trembling at her side. I felt completely used and objectified, and it was wonderful. What more could I hope for in life than be the sex toy of a beautiful goddess like this? 
 
    "You love my pussy, don't you?" 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Emma.” 
 
    “I can tell. Look how hard you are again.” 
 
    Emma wasn't lying. My cock was raging again, as erect and throbbing as though I hadn't had an orgasm minutes ago. I braced myself as Emma reached for her phone and delivered another painful electrical shock. She laughed as my cock swung in the air while my body trembled, refusing to soften. 
 
    "I wonder how many times I can make you cum?" Emma said thoughtfully. 
 
    “As many as you like, Mistress,” I panted. 
 
    "Maybe. I guess we'll see. I think I'll allow you to have your next orgasm… on my ass." 
 
    "Thank you, Mistress Emma," I panted. But Emma didn't seem to pay any attention. Instead, she crawled down the bed, her cell phone still in her hand. She straddled me again, this time sitting on my stomach. I watched her reach behind her body and felt a hand on my cock. Carefully, she maneuvered it, shifting her own body slightly backwards until my erection was pressed against her ass. Pulling her buttocks just a little apart, she trapped my cock in the crack of her ass. Then she turned back to me, smiling all the while. I gazed at her, her incredible hourglass figure tormenting me with wild desire. She still held her phone in her hand. And slowly, she began to rock up and down. The light shone on her beautiful thighs as she gripped them for balance, biting her lower lip as she stared at me. 
 
    "Look at me, bitch boy," she ordered as she moved. "Look at the woman who owns your cock. Watch me make you cum with nothing but my beautiful ass." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emma. God, yes, Mistress Emma!" 
 
    Pleasure was swelling inside me again. The skin of Emma's buttocks was unbelievably soft. I groaned at the feel of the hard muscle underneath them as she clenched her cheeks around my shaft. She seemed content to tease me like this all day, rubbing her ass up and down my manhood while I trembled and moaned. 
 
    "You'll do anything I say to cum, won't you slave boy?" Emma teased. "I can make you do anything I want, can't I?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emma." My voice was hoarse as I spoke, cracking with wild desire. 
 
    “Did you enjoy kissing my ass earlier?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Emma.” 
 
    "Good. I liked it too. My own personal ass kisser. I feel like you'll be doing that a lot in the future." 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress Emma.” 
 
    "You're so welcome. Now, I have an idea. I'll let you cum on my ass right now. But you know what you need to do for me afterward? You need to lick it." 
 
    I gasped. Emma's smile never wavered as she stared down at me. Her body never stopped moving, the latex catsuit glowing as she slid her ass up and down. What she was suggesting was outrageous. But my mistress had picked her time well. She knew I was in no position to refuse anything.  
 
    Internally, I wavered. What she was proposing sounded disgusting to me, not to mention deeply humiliating. But lust filled me to the exclusion of all else, demanding that I do whatever it took to get the pleasure I needed. The contest wasn't fair. If I had been able to resist Emma, I never would have found myself in that situation in the first place. 
 
    "Okay, Mistress Emma," I moaned. And Emma threw back her head, laughing out loud at me as she gripped her thighs. Laughter that turned to a low moan of satisfaction, and she began to move more quickly, clenching her ass around my cock and sliding it up and down more vigorously. 
 
    "Cum for me then, bitch boy," she growled. "Cum on my ass so I can make you clean up your mess." 
 
    "Oh my God," I groaned. My locked arms were helplessly trapped beneath me, but still I struggled. Not necessarily to free myself, but just with the rising force of the orgasm within me. I was panting with pleasure, ready to lose my mind with the power of the sensations that were flowing through me. And with a great shout, I came again. Emma cried out in triumph as she felt me explode over her ass and back, my fluids clinging to her as she drained my cock thoroughly. Then, while pleasure was still glowing through me, she made me howl with another electric shock to my captive balls. 
 
    "Now for the fun part," Emma said with a sadistic smile. Slowly, she began to crawl forward. Reaching my head, she turned. On hands and knees, she crouched above me, her beautiful pussy hovering once again over my face, just out of reach. Then, she kneeled up. As she straightened, her ass came into view. I could see my cum splattered across her skin and across the black latex that covered her, my powerful orgasm anointing her exposed cheeks and the small of her back. 
 
    "You know what you have to do," Emma said. I could see her grinning down at me over her shoulder, enjoying my total degradation. Disgust rose inside me as she spread her legs and lowered herself further down. As though to encourage me, she delivered another shock to my balls. I knew there was no way out. A promise is a promise. And I was completely at her mercy. There was no way out of this but to do what she wanted. 
 
    I closed my eyes. Emma lowered her ass down onto my face, and I raised my head to meet her. My tongue found the smooth skin of her ass, and tasted my ow cum as I began to lick her. Up above me, my beautiful and sadistic goddess exploded with laughter. Emma was having the time of her life. 
 
    

  

 
   
    9. From Mistress to Goddess 
 
      
 
    Emma's eyes were shining. They always were at times like this, and sometimes, I occupy my mind with wondering exactly what name I would give to the color of those eyes. I can see them perfectly before me anytime I want. Any time I close my eyes. They're blue, but they're not just blue. The color of the deep sea, deep enough to drown a mountain. The kind of blue that goes on forever.  
 
    And it's not just that, either. Whenever I think of her — and sometimes, it seems that the only thing I think of is her — I'm reminded that with Emma, it's never just one thing. It's everything, altogether and all at once. It's the color of those eyes, but also the way they shine. The way they show the pure delight in being who she is, so beautiful and so deadly. The pure joy she takes in being in control. In owning me. In tormenting and torturing me and pushing me beyond any limits I might once have thought I had.  
 
    I know as I say all that that it makes her sound like a bitch. Which she is. Or at least can be. But it's more than that. It's deeper than that. Because none of this would've happened, none of this would still be happening if I didn't want it to. Somehow, those eyes of hers saw right through me. They saw things about me that I didn't see about myself. Facets of my personality that weren't so much hidden as they were completely invisible. She saw it all. And in seeing me, so clearly and so brightly, she made me who I am today. 
 
    Whatever that is. 
 
    And yet all of that is not what this story is about. It's something else, something deeper and darker that I don't even have a name for. Yes, it's about sex. But it's about something more than that, something beyond that. The way that sex has a way of clawing at reality, of sinking in its teeth and never letting go until the weight of desire pulls you down into the underworld. Or something. I don't know. All I know is that my experience of submitting to my roommate transformed me forever. And maybe, in some way, the games we played together transformed her too. Or maybe that's just wishful thinking. 
 
    Emma was in heaven. That much was clear. To say she was turned on would be an understatement. The latex catsuit was unzipped between her thighs, exposing her dripping pussy, and there was no way to hide the pleasure she was feeling. I could feel her juices pooling on my chest, trickling over my skin with every breath I talk. And I longed for that pussy, haunted by it. Tormented by it. But it was Emma's to give or withhold as she saw fit. All pleasure belonged to her. And she seemed drunk with her own power as she towered above me, making me degrade myself. 
 
    I swallowed my own cum. Lick by lick, I wiped the fluid of my orgasm from her gorgeous ass. I grimaced as I did it, feeling my defeat and emasculation with every taste of hurriedly swallowed cum. But I couldn't ignore the wild and pure eroticism of the moment. The unbelievable desire I felt as I lay beneath her, bound hand and foot, forced to do the bidding of this spectacularly cruel and unbelievably beautiful woman. I was happy to lick her ass. I would have given a lot for the privilege. The fact it was coated in my own cum was an unfortunate detail that I did my best to ignore, even as I tasted my ejaculate mixed with the softness of her skin. 
 
    But everything comes to an end eventually. Before long, I had cleaned Emma's ass of every trace of my orgasm. The latex outfit shone with the same luster as before, reflecting the light as it darkly glittered. She turned her head to look at me over her shoulder again, raking back her steel-colored hair from her beautiful face. Her eyes were half shut as she looked down at me, that deep blue barely visible under the dark bars of her painted eyelashes. Her lopsided grin was as intoxicating as everything else about her. She was absolutely gorgeous. And in its own strange way, that beauty acted as a salve to my damaged ego. She had made me do something unspeakable, something so wildly humiliating that I wondered if I would ever fully recover. But as I looked up at her towering above me, I could console myself with the fact that she was truly irresistible. Maybe any man in my position would have done what she wanted. Maybe not. But there was some consolation in acknowledging just how irresistible she was. 
 
    "Fuck, that was hot." 
 
    Emma moved above me. Her skintight latex catsuit creaked, and the corset she wore over it creaked, and the patent leather of her thigh-high boots creaked as she moved. Everything drawn in tight and shining in front of me. How long was this going to go on? As long as Emma wanted. That was the truth. She had made me cum twice, and still I wanted her. Still I needed her. In the afterglow of orgasm, the edge of my lust for Emma might be temporarily dulled. But it never lasted long. Especially when she looked like this. Especially when she acted like this, the outrageous dominant goddess of my wildest fantasies. She could get a dead man hard. And already, I could feel my cock coming back to life. Already, my manhood was beginning to swell, free at last from the high-tech chastity she had imposed on me. She had disgraced me utterly. And still, I only wanted her more. 
 
    "Where should I let you cum next, bitch boy?" Emma turned around as she spoke. Swinging her leg over me, she shifted her position so that she was sitting on my chest facing me. I could feel the warmth of her pussy against my chest, her thighs against my ribs. Her hands were warm as she placed them on my shoulders, pinning me to the bed. She smiled down at me like a summer sun, utterly delighted with her position of total power. Just like I was. 
 
    “Wherever you want, Mistress Emma.” 
 
    She heaved a deep breath as I spoke. Her large breasts rose on her chest, straining against the front of the catsuit that was unzipped down to the corset that contained her torso. Her cleavage was mesmerizing. I wanted nothing more than to bury my face in it, to lick and kiss those magnificent breasts. To worship her femininity the way she deserved. My magnificent mistress, only growing more desirable with each passing moment of this unbelievable day. 
 
    "Well obviously," Emma giggled. "I can do whatever I want with you. That's what it means to own a man. God, I wish Caitlin was here to see this. She would get such a kick out of this." 
 
    I didn't doubt it. Emma's friend Caitlin didn't have my roommate's experience at being a dominatrix. But she had certainly warmed to the task. There was no question that she had come to enjoy her power over me. And at the reminder of my disgrace, my cock throbbed all the more. The things this woman had done to me were beyond belief. And they were beyond exciting. 
 
    "Okay," Emma said, heaving another sigh that pressed her boobs against the catsuit she wore. "I think I'm going to give you a very special treat after that. I'm going to let you cum on my boobs." 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress Emma,” I groaned, but my beautiful goddess held up a single finger to silence me. 
 
    "I'm going to let you cum on my boobs," she said slowly, "and then you know what you have to do, don't you? You have to lick it all off again." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emma." I knew what she was doing. She was training me like a dog. Normalizing something completely outrageous. Getting me to associate eating my own cum with the pleasure of orgasm. I knew all that, but it didn't change a thing. I might've had two orgasms, but it didn't seem to matter. I needed another just as badly as I had needed the first. And I was ready to do anything to get it. Just as Emma knew I would be. 
 
    "This is unbelievable," she said, shaking her head so that her dark hair swayed against her cheek.  
 
    I watched as she began to crawl backward over my body. Still facing me, those incredible eyes still studying my face as she crawled lower down my body. Still straddling me, she crouched over my legs now, grinning up at me past my throbbing cock. I gasped as she wrapped her hand around it, beginning to stroke. When she raised her cell phone in her other hand, I knew what was coming. I cried out as she delivered another electric shock to my tender balls, making my restrained body stiffen and shake. 
 
    "Oh, that's good," she growled, staring right at me as she continued to toy with my manhood. "I love the way your cock jumps when I shock you. Pleasure and pain, remember? That's what you get. You know how many men have cum on these tits?" 
 
    “No, Mistress Emma.” 
 
    "Not that many. Considering how many men I've fucked. I always thought it was a little degrading, which I guess is the point. I mean, I let a few guys do it. The ones who really made me want them. But this isn't degrading at all. Not for me. This is about degrading you." 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Emma.” 
 
    I was a taut bundle of nerves, a desperate man willing to say or do anything as her maddening hand continued its maddening journey up and down my shaft. I would have given her the world if it were mine to give. I had already given her everything. And now, she was using the cock she owned to torment me further, to force me further and further into submission to her. It was working. Emma leaned forward, pressing her boobs together in the front of her catsuit with her arms. I moaned in pleasure as her deep cleavage engulfed my cock. She moved them up and down, squeezing the soft flesh around my shaft, and I was a helpless mess as she toyed with me. A different sensation again to having my cock buried in the crack of her ass, or having it trapped between her leather boots. But just as exciting. Just as intoxicating. Emma was driving me wild. I groaned again as she spat on my cock, her spit acting as lubricant as she continued to rub her breasts up and down the shaft. 
 
    "Okay, bitch boy," she giggled. "You can cum whenever you're ready. Come on my tits like the little loser that you are, and then you get to clean them up again." 
 
    "Oh my God," I groaned, the words quavering on my lips as I trembled at the very point of orgasm. And Emma just laughed. Her boobs rubbed my cock over and over, engulfing it completely, and I cried out as pleasure swelled inside me. 
 
    I came. I had no choice, my body surrendering to my deepest impulses as I bucked and moaned beneath her. Emma howled with laughter as she watched my manhood erupt, spurting my cum all over her chest. She kept rubbing, fondling her own breasts and squeezing my cock tighter as she milked it of every last drop the way she always did. As I panted and moaned, I looked at her and saw the expression of delight on her beautiful face, the obvious triumph she took in making my body react. 
 
    Then she sat up. Glowing with the aftereffects of my orgasm, I watched speechless as she crawled slowly over my body. She kept coming, her gorgeous eyes locked on mine, peering deep into them as she approached. Shame and humiliation bloomed inside me all over again, the way they had earlier when she forced me to lick her ass. But her cleavage hung in front of me, anointed by my cum, and even though I had just had an orgasm, I couldn't tear my eyes away. 
 
    “Be a good boy and lick it all up,” Emma said as she crept closer to me, her heavy breasts filling my vision now. “It’s the least you can do to thank me for letting you have so many orgasms.” 
 
    "Yes, Mistress Emma." I was meek and humble, worn down by humiliation and desire. Emma's fat breasts engulfed my face, and I closed my eyes as she smothered me with her cleavage. My blind tongue traveled over her skin, finding the unappealing residue of my pleasure. I licked it up. I licked it all up. Emma kept her breasts pressed against my face, rocking her body back and forward slightly to rub her boobs all over me. And I licked them and kissed them and worshiped them even as I drank down my own orgasm. A humiliating spectacle that only turned me on more. 
 
    "Isn't this fun?" Emma asked. When she finally lifted her boobs from my face between the open zipper of the catsuit, her breasts shone with my saliva, every trace of my orgasm finally vanished. She still looked beautiful to me. She still looked unutterably sexy. Somehow, miraculously, I felt my cock swelling again. Looking at her, I felt like I would never be satisfied, or at least not for long. She was sexy enough to raise the dead. In no time at all, my surging cock was back at full erection. 
 
    "Yes, Goddess Emma." I didn't even realize my mistake until I saw her eyebrows climbing her face. And a wild smile spread across her pink lips at the same time. Her shining breasts heaved in the open zipper of the catsuit as laughter bubbled out of my stunning mistress. 
 
    "What did you just call me, bitch boy?" 
 
    “Goddess,” I said, my voice cracking as I spoke. “You’re an absolute goddess. I worship you.” 
 
    "As you should," Emma grinned. "I like that. Okay, from now on, I'm Goddess Emma." 
 
    "Yes, Goddess." 
 
    "This is fucking amazing. Okay, bitch boy. You've had enough fun for now. You know what time it is. Time to make your goddess happy." 
 
    Once again, Emma crawled up my body. I knew what was coming. I welcomed it. Her pussy was still exposed between the open zipper of her catsuit beneath the lower edge of her corset. Once again, her knees dented the mattress on either side of my head as she sat on my face, and I kissed and licked her pussy with desperate desire, worshiping her just like I had promised I would. Tasting her pussy on my tongue like the nectar of heaven and feeling my body respond. Feeling her body respond too, her wet sex trembling and quivering against my mouth. Hearing her moan and groan as I slid my tongue inside her, chasing her hot juices back to their source. I was intoxicated with her, pussy-drunk and desperate for more.  
 
    And Emma screamed like a banshee as she rode my phase, her hands pressed against the wall above me again as she rocked her hips back and forth. I knew what my mistress liked. I had learned how to please her. And I deployed every trick I knew to make her cum until her hot juices were gushing all over my face again, anointing me with her wild pleasure as she sobbed with bliss above me. 
 
    "Oh my God." Swinging her leg over my head, Emma flopped down on the bed beside me. For a moment, she turned away from me, lying on her side and facing the bedroom door. I turned my head to look at her, admiring the swell of her latex-covered hip and the dark glow of the skintight catsuit she wore. Admiring the zigzag of the laces of her corset that gave her such an unbelievably narrow waist, that made her even more darkly desirable than she already was. I watched her breathe, her ribs swelling and shrinking in the tight confines of the corset as she tried to recover herself. 
 
    She still looked magnificent. 
 
    And I couldn't help myself. It didn't matter how many times she had milked my cock, how many times she had drained my balls dry. It never mattered. I still wanted her more than I had ever wanted anything. My heart pounded in my chest as I rolled over onto my side too. I knew I was breaking all the rules. And the cuffs around my wrists and ankles made any movement a challenge. But I hoped I would get away with it. I hoped my goddess might take pity on me, her humble servant. I rolled over onto my side, and my hard cock pressed against Emma's ass, the damp patch of skin exposed by her partially unzipped catsuit. At the same time, I lowered my head and kissed her shoulder, feeling the flawless surface of the latex against my lips. 
 
    Emma froze. For a moment, she didn't even breathe. And nervousness fluttered even more strongly in the pit of my stomach. But I kissed her shoulder again, and again, nuzzling my face against her with overflowing affection. I kissed whatever part of her I could reach, completely overcome by her wild beauty and sadistic majesty. And for a long time, she just lay there, on her side, her face turned away from me, allowing me to kiss her shoulders and back without saying a word. 
 
    Finally, she rolled over. I rolled with her, flopping onto my back as she turned. Her hand was on my shoulder, pinning me down on the bed again. I grunted as she placed one knee on my chest, the warm leather of her boot creaking as she climbed on top of me. There was that glow in her eyes again, that look of sheer excitement on her beautiful face. 
 
    "What are you doing, bitch boy?" she said slowly. 
 
    "Worshiping you, Goddess," I said. Emma snorted with laughter. 
 
    "Are you falling in love with me?" 
 
    "I — I don't know, Goddess," I said truthfully, shaking my head. "I adore you. I worship you. I think you're the best thing that ever happened to me. I think you're the sexiest woman in the world, and I don't ever want to stop serving you. I don't know what that means." 
 
    There was a pause. My mind whirred as I tried to form my distracted thoughts into words. Emma seemed content to wait. She stayed crouching above me with one knee on my chest, her beautiful eyes studying my face as I spoke. 
 
    "You're all I think about," I said. "I can't get you out of my head. And I don't want to. Thinking about anything that isn't you seems like a waste of time. And the fact that I can't have you, or can only have what you're willing to give me… Well, it drives me crazy. But it only makes me want you more. It only makes me feel more strongly. I don't know what to call it. If this is love, it's a really fucked up version of it. But it's real all the same. I don't know what else to say." 
 
    There was another pause. For a moment, Emma didn't move. She just stayed on top of me, staring deep into my eyes with that same strange smile on her face. There was nothing more to say. Strange as it may sound, I was willing to hang in that moment forever. Too painful and too perfect to wish for anything else. 
 
    "You don't have to say anything else," Emma said softly. Finally, she lifted her knee off my chest. She sat for a moment like a queen on her throne, her hands on her hips as she looked me up and down. Conquered territory. Her latest possession. Then, she stood up. Rolling back onto her feet, she rose with surprising grace to tower above me, her tall heels sinking into the mattress on either side of my hips. She took a step back and raised one foot, pressing her sharp heel against my inner thigh and making me grunt. 
 
    "I'm not sure I could love a guy who's cock is shorter than my heels," Emma said, grinding her high heel into my leg and making me wince in pain. "But I do love having you as a roommate. And a sex toy. I mean, I've made lots of my guy roommates into submissive little bitches in the past. But none of them took to it like you. You were born for this, John. Born to serve a woman like me.' 
 
    "Yes, Goddess," I panted. In that moment of desperate desire, I believed it. I believed whatever she said. I believed that Emma deserved to rule the world, and I felt genuinely lucky to belong to her. 
 
    "Well, I said I would fuck you," Emma said. Once again, she dropped to her knees above me. Now she was straddling my hips, and I moaned in desperate desire as her pussy pressed lightly against the tip of my cock. Giggling, Emma pressed the screen of her cell phone again, and another electric shock tore through me. I grunted and gasped beneath her as she tortured me, her hot sex just out of reach and my balls on fire for her amusement. Then the shock stopped. Reaching down, she took hold of my shaft. Spreading her legs, she sank down on top of it. I heard her sigh with pleasure as my cock sank inside her, buried at last between her wet walls. 
 
    "How is that, slave boy?" she smirked. "How does it feel to be inside a goddess? Is it everything you hoped?" 
 
    "More," I said in a strained voice that made her laugh again. "Oh my God, Goddess Emma, I fucking love you." 
 
    "That's what I thought." Emma's voice dripped with sarcasm she spoke. I winced as her pussy clenched around me, tightening on my shaft and making me moan. Emma's thighs shone as she began to rock on top of me, bouncing slowly up and down, picking up the pace steadily. After all the teasing, after all the humiliation, I was finally having sex with my gorgeous roommate. In my darker moments, I had thought this day would never come. And I had certainly never imagined it being anything like this. But as I watched her riding my cock, I knew that I had meant what I said. It was the most thrilling experience of my life. 
 
    And as I watched Emma riding me, I had to admire her genius. She had pulled three orgasms from my body already. I wanted her as badly as ever, wanted her more than I had ever wanted anything, but I wasn't going to cum anytime soon. The body has its limits. And so she was free to ride my cock, to moan and sigh on top of me as she used my manhood as her personal toy. I cried out along with her as I felt her pussy tighten around me, but still, I was nowhere near coming. My sexy roommate had reduced me to a dildo for her pleasure, and I absolutely loved it. 
 
    Emma came and carried on riding. The catsuit glistened, and beads of sweat began to show on her smooth forehead. She cried out over and over, her mouth a perfect round O as she raked her dark hair back from her face. Her eyes were closed now, her body shining as it convulsed rhythmically about me. Another orgasm swept through her, and another. She was wild with excitement, overcome with ecstasy. And lying beneath her, so was I. I never wanted the moment to end, even though I craved another orgasm of my own. Watching her cum on my cock was more than enough. 
 
    After her third orgasm, Emma opened her eyes. She stopped bouncing up and down on top of me. Her trembling thighs gripped my hips, her hands on my stomach as she leaned forward. 
 
    "You don't get to cum inside me," she said slowly, licking her lips as though savoring the taste of the words. "You've been a very good boy, but you haven't been that good. That's something only real men get to do." 
 
    "Please, Goddess Emma," I begged. But it was useless. Her pussy was still spasming around me, and I felt agonizingly close to the release I desperately needed. But not close enough. Emma was no longer riding my cock, and even as it throbbed inside the tight confines of her pussy, I remained just this side of ecstasy. 
 
    "No," Emma said firmly. "I like having you cum on me, not in me. Come on. Get up. I'm going to let you have another orgasm now. But it's going to cum at a price." 
 
    I groaned as she climbed off me. My cock slid easily out of her wet and dripping pussy. Placing her hand on my shoulder, Emma rolled me over on the bed. She unfastened the cuffs that held my wrists together, releasing one and letting the cuffs hang from the other. Then she sat up, positioning herself on the edge of the mattress. Imperiously, she pointed down to the floor at her feet. 
 
    "On your knees, bitch boy," she ordered. 
 
    I did as I was told. I climbed off the mattress, my cock swaying ludicrously as I kneeled down in front of her. She crossed her long legs, her black boots shining in the bedroom light. 
 
    "You may jerk off and cum on my foot," she ordered, her face serious for a moment. "But you know what you'll have to do afterward, don't you?" 
 
    "Lick it up, Goddess Emma," I mumbled. 
 
    "Such a clever boy," Emma smirked. "Or, you could just not do it and not have an orgasm. It's up to you." 
 
    "Yes, Goddess Emma." 
 
    Emma howled with laughter as she watched me reach for my cock. I couldn't help myself. She looked so majestic, so beautiful, and I immediately began pumping my cock while staring at her. Soon, I was panting. And Emma watched me, studying every moment of this new humiliation as though trying to memorize it. 
 
    I came. I spurted my seed all over her boots. My orgasm had hardly subsided, my body still trembling with exertion, as Emma pointed to my spilled seed. 
 
    "Lick it all up, bitch boy," she said. And of course, I did. Lowering my face to her glossy boot, I began to lick. I grimaced with disgust, with shame. But I did what she wanted. I didn't stop licking her boot until every last trace of my semen was gone. 
 
    “Wow. What a little pervert you are.” 
 
    "Yes, Goddess." 
 
    “Stand up.” 
 
    Breathless with pleasure, I did as she said. Emma rose to her feet too, circling around behind me. I didn't resist as she took hold of my wrists, pulling them back behind my back and locking them together again. Then she steered me toward the bed. 
 
    "Get back in there, bitch boy," she smirked as she pushed me down onto the mattress. "This is far from over. We are just getting started. Your goddess is going to drive you absolutely crazy today." 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    10. Worshiping His Mistress 
 
      
 
    I lay astonished in my bed. I had no idea what time it was. I had never had a clock in my room, and the blinds were drawn to block out the light from outside. In fact, for me, the outside world seemed to have disappeared completely. I didn't give it a moment's thought. The only thing that mattered was what was happening in that bedroom, between my gorgeous tormentress and me. 
 
    Emma kept me going for hours. I had never had sex anything like this. I'd never had this many orgasms in an entire day, let alone in the short period of time Emma had drawn them out of me. Her hold on my body seemed more than merely mechanical. She was playing me like an instrument, and with every note, I fell more deeply under her spell. What she was doing to me was unbelievable. But it was happening. And every orgasm she took from me, telling me how and where she would allow me to cum and claiming each one like some kind of trophy, only served to make her power grow. 
 
    But for a while, I was left alone. I needed it. I needed a moment to gather my thoughts, to recover from what was unquestionably the wildest experience of my life. Once she had had me debase myself by jerking off at her feet, once she had made me lick her shiny leather boots clean, Emma had ordered me back onto the bed and then left me alone. I could hear her high heels thumping on the floor of the apartment outside as she moved back and forth. I had no idea what she was up to. But I had no doubt that I would find out. And that whatever she decided to do next would be for her pleasure and entertainment, not mine. The fact that I was having unbelievable pleasure from what she was doing to me was incidental. Just my good luck that I happen to get off on being treated badly. At least, that was how Emma played it. 
 
    When I heard her voice in the living room, I opened my mouth to respond. But soon, I realized she wasn't talking to me. She was on the phone. Still dressed in her incredible dominatrix outfits, the skintight leather catsuit and corset and high-heeled boots that made her unbelievably desirable, she strode back and forth across the living room as she chatted on the phone. Through the open door of my bedroom, I caught glimpses of her as she paced, and every time, I felt another stab of jealous desire. Unquestionably, Emma was the sexiest woman I had ever been with. In fact, as far as I was concerned, she was the sexiest woman I had ever seen. And all my past girlfriends paled into forgettable phantoms in the radiance of my mistress's presence.  
 
    And yet she wasn't even my girlfriend. Emma made that abundantly clear. She enjoyed it, in fact, keen to remind me that I had no claims on her. That our relationship was not about affection, but about sex. About her using me for selfish pleasure and me enjoying the experience of being used. Just like all her other roommates. And again, I felt that strange stab of jealousy at the thought of her dominating other men.  
 
    I knew I was expendable, just a toy for this goddess to use. Emma went to great lengths to remind me of that fact. But still, it hurt to recall it. No matter how much I tried to tell myself it was stupid to feel that way, that did nothing to dampen the feelings. And in turn, that feeling of jealousy did nothing to dampen my desire for my goddess. Quite the opposite, in fact. It only made me want her more. 
 
    "Yeah, I'm fucking with him," I heard Emma say. As she spoke, she reappeared in the open door of my bedroom. It was only minutes since I had seen her last, but in my state of agitation, it felt like forever. And every fresh glimpse of her felt like the first time, the same physical shock at her unbelievable sexiness. The same faint disbelief that any human could be this flawless. The same surprise at my reaction to her beauty, how willing I was to abandon all dignity and self-control to worship her feet. At just how much I enjoyed doing it. 
 
    “You know what he’s like,” Emma said, stepping further into the bedroom with the phone held to her ear. “Of course he does what I say. I mean, it’s not like he has any choice. Here, let me put you on screen.” 
 
    Holding the phone out in front of her, Emma ran a hand through her dark hair, sweeping it back from her face. Then she pressed the screen of her phone and smiled. Holding the phone out in front of herself, she walked toward me. I felt her weight as she climbed onto the mattress next to me. 
 
    "Say hi to Mistress Caitlin," Emma said, her deep blue eyes flashing as she looked at me.  
 
    Her fetish outfit creaked as she climbed on top of me, straddling my body to sit on my stomach. As she did so, she held her phone up high above her. I saw Caitlin's face on the screen. I cringed as I watched her expression light up, her eyes growing wide and her jaw dropping as she saw me lying tied up in my own bed, naked and exposed with Emma fully dressed in her dominatrix gear on top of me. 
 
    “Oh my God. Hi, slave boy,” Caitlin said, giggling as she spoke the way she so often did in these moments. Ridiculously, I felt a blush of shame rising to my cheeks. In some way, I almost felt I should be immune to all that by now. But I shouldn’t have any illusions of maintaining my dignity in front of these two women anymore. They had seen me do unbelievably embarrassing things. Especially Emma. But still, I couldn’t help feeling just a little bit more ashamed to have Caitlin brought in to our latest adventure. Still, I knew how I was supposed to act. 
 
    "Hi, Mistress Caitlin," I said. 
 
    “Are you being a good boy for Emma?” 
 
    "I hope so, Mistress Caitlin." Both women giggled at that. 
 
    "He's definitely getting a workout," Emma said, her eyes still on me as she spoke to her friend. "Tell Caitlin how many times I've made you come today, bitch boy." 
 
    "Three, Mistress Caitlin," I said. 
 
    "Three?" 
 
    "Three" Emma confirmed. "And he still wants me so bad. Don't you, bitch boy?" 
 
    "Yes, Goddess Emma." On the screen, Caitlin gasped. 
 
    “What did he just call you?” 
 
    "Goddess," Emma said with a shrug. "That's what he calls me now. Because he worships me like a goddess. I didn't even make him do it. It was his idea. Right,  
 
    bitch?" 
 
    "Yes, Goddess Emma." All over my body, my skin was prickling with shame, blushing from head to toe. And the laughter of these women only made it worse. I cringed with embarrassment under Caitlin's digitized eyes just as I did under Emma's real ones. But there was no escape. There wasn't even any real desire to escape. My beautiful goddess was sitting on top of me, her body only separated from mine by the thin layer of latex that clung to her. And between her legs, not even that. Emma still hadn't zipped up her catsuit, and I could feel the warmth and wetness of her pussy against my skin as she sat on top of me, her knees pressing into my sides.  
 
    Emma wasn't finished with me, far from it. She only wanted to show off to her friend what she had reduced me to. The power her beauty and sex appeal gave her. Even if I could have stopped her, I don't think I would have. But the fact that I couldn't sent another wave of wild desire rushing through me. 
 
    "I wish you could come over," Emma said. "I mean, I'm having a blast as it is. But you know it would blow his mind having to serve us both." 
 
    "I wish I could too," Caitlin said. "We'll have to gang up on him some other time. I fucking love your outfit, by the way." 
 
    "I know, right?" Emma giggled. Her arm moved as she swung the phone over herself, revealing more of her costume to Caitlin. "It's a bitch to get on, but it makes me feel like a fucking queen. And it has a pretty interesting effect on all the guys that see it, too." 
 
    "I bet it does," Caitlin laughed. "You look fucking sexy. I'm not even gay, and I want you right now." 
 
    Both women laughed at that. And Emma's eyes shone. Switching the phone to her other hand, she began to crawl up my body. Once her knees rested beside my shoulders, she tapped the screen of her phone again. Rising up on her knees, she inched further forward, and once again, her pussy shone and glistened above my face. With that as a distraction, I barely even noticed that the camera on the back of her phone was pointing right at me. 
 
    "Well, since you're not here, this loser will have to do," Emma said. "I guess he's just going to have to give me yet another orgasm with his mouth." 
 
    "Oh my God," Caitlin's voice said as it rose from the phone's speaker. I could no longer see her, the screen facing up toward Emma now. But as Emma shuffled into position, I raised my head from the mattress and did what she wanted me to do. What I wanted to do. Desperately, I ran my tongue along the trembling lips of her pussy, tasting all over again the intoxicating flavor of her arousal. She sighed happily as my tongue slid between her tender folds, my jaw working as I pleasured her. Slowly, her weight sank down on top of me, pushing my head back onto the mattress. And the camera captured it all. My cock began to surge again at the thought that Caitlin was watching me eat her friend out. 
 
    "Look up at the camera," Emma said in a soft voice dripped with sexual pleasure. "That's it. Nice eye contact. That's what a good oral slave should do." 
 
    "Oh my God," Caitlin said again, with the breathlessness of disbelief in her voice. "You have him so pussy whipped, it's unbelievable." 
 
    “Well, you know how easy it is with these boys,” Emma said, her voice getting thicker as her pleasure grew. “I’m just giving him what he wants, really. What he needs. To serve a superior woman. Deep down, they all know where they belong. Underneath us.” 
 
    Caitlin laughed, and Emma bucked her hips, thrusting them forward to rub her pussy over my mouth. I groaned in desire and despair, trapped underneath her and once again forced to pleasure that incredible body with no regard for my own feelings. Just another day in the life of a submissive sex slave, I suppose. But Emma had kept me in such a state of blissful arousal for so long that I felt like I was losing my mind. That kinky sex was becoming my only reality, and everything else in life was steadily vanishing. The thought of her keeping me here forever, serving her over and over, forced to cum when she chose, forced to eat her pussy whenever she liked, filled me to the exclusion of all else.  
 
    Suddenly, anything seemed possible. She was a goddess. I stood by my claim. Only a goddess could do this to me, could make me happy to be reduced to a mere object to be used. Could make me hope that this was all my life would be from now on. 
 
    "Oh fuck, this is so hot," Emma said. Closing her eyes for a moment, she leaned forward, supporting herself with her free hand on the wall above my head. But she kept her phone as steady as she could, pointing right at me. I kept looking up at it, doing my best to please my mistress and knowing her friend was watching. 
 
    "That's it, fuck his face," Caitlin said. I wondered if I was only imagining the pleasure I heard in her voice too. Or was she getting off on this? Between my legs, my cock surged again. As though trying to make up for all the time it had spent in chastity recently, unable to harden, now the stubborn thing seemed unwilling to ever go down. And as long as I was around, I knew it wouldn't. How one woman managed to fulfill every desire I had, including ones I had never known about, I couldn't understand. But it was true. Staring up her as she rocked her pussy back-and-forth on my face, her latex outfit shining in the dim light, I was utterly bewitched. 
 
    "Oh fuck," Emma gasped, and I felt her thighs tighten around my head, her pussy spasming as I slid my tongue in and out. I knew what was coming, and my mouth watered at the thought. My mistress's juices rolled out of her gorgeous body thicker and faster, and her panting breath grew louder and louder, turning to moans and cries of pleasure as her peak approached. "Oh my fucking God, I'm going to cum! I'm going to cum! Eat that fucking pussy, bitch!" 
 
    "Yeah, eat that pussy," Caitlin said down the phone, spluttering with wild laughter. And as I groaned beneath her, Emma came. A hot spurt of her juices filled my mouth as I licked and lapped, gulping it down and immediately tasting another on my tongue. Emma's pussy clenched against my mouth, squirting her passion down my throat while I lay conquered beneath her. Her ragged gasps tore the air as she trembled above me, riding the wild waves of orgasm. Finally, as her climax peaked and passed, she sighed. Sliding her dripping sex over my face, she sat down on my heaving chest. She turned her attention back to the phone screen; her eyes were shining like twin blue jewels in her gorgeous face. 
 
    "That's the kind of day we've been having," Emma said, tossing her head as she spoke so that the long hair on her scalp fell over her cheek. "I'm telling you, you need to get one of these for yourself." 
 
    “Yeah, I do,” Caitlin said down the line. “You can help me with that.” 
 
    "You know I can," Emma grinned. "But until then, you're welcome to borrow my personal bitch anytime you like. Well, I should go. There's lots more things I want to do to torture this poor boy today." 
 
    “Have fun,” Caitlin laughed. 
 
    “Bye.” 
 
    Emma hung up the phone. I watched as she slid it into the top of one of her boots. Her tight latex catsuit creaked as she drew a deep breath, her big breasts straining against the open zipper that barely held them in. She looked as completely in control as ever as she sat on top of me, reveling in her total power. Deciding what she would do with me with next with no thought for how I felt about her. She looked absolutely incredible, as always. As always, I knew I couldn't resist her. 
 
    “Have you enjoyed having your cock free for me to play with?” Emma finally asked. 
 
    "Yes, Goddess." 
 
    “Good. I’m glad. I hope you remember this day after I’ve locked you up again and taken away your masturbation privileges. Because you know what I think I’m going to do?” 
 
    "No, Goddess." 
 
    "I think I'm going to change the rules. From now on, you don't get to touch yourself even in your bedroom. From now on, the chastity device stays locked permanently unless I decide otherwise. After all, your cock belongs to me. Only I should get to decide when it gets used."  
 
    "Oh my God," I groaned, gazing up at her while she smiled down at me. I couldn't possibly miss the implication of her words. Serving Emma while locked into her high-tech chastity device was an unbelievable mind fuck, a constant tease that had me trembling with desire all day long. But at least I had had the relief of masturbation. It might not be what I wanted — what I wanted was her — but at least I could have some lonely pleasure to take the edge of my desperate desire. Now, my cruel goddess wanted to take even that away.  
 
    And I knew already that it would only serve to increase the power she held over me. Once she was my only outlet for sexual pleasure, she would control me completely. Then again, I thought to myself, in what way didn't she already completely control me? If that day was proof of anything, it was proof of that. I couldn't deny her a single thing. Not even this.  
 
    And my treacherous cock surged at her words, as though happy to be owned by her. Happy to be imprisoned and used only by my gorgeous goddess. 
 
    "That's right," Emma smirked. "And we both know I can make you do it. All I need to do is offer you something you really want. If I said I'll let you fuck me in return for locking your cock away forever, would you do it?" 
 
    "Yes, Goddess," I panted, while Emma laughed aboveme. 
 
    "I bet you would, you horny little loser," she said. I watched frantically as Emma reached down between her spread thighs and ran two fingers over her pussy. Slowly, teasingly, wiping up some of her moisture as she touched herself right in front of my face. 
 
    "This pussy owns you, doesn't it?"  
 
    "Yes, Goddess Emma." 
 
    "And you've never even gotten to cum inside it. That's the best part, I think. My pussy is for real men to have orgasms in, not Bitch boys like you. So I'm not going to fuck you. Not for a long time. Maybe not ever again. You don't deserve that, do you?" 
 
    "No, Goddess Emma." I groaned as she lifted her fingers from her sex and held them out to me. She laughed as I licked them, eager for more of the taste that still clung to my lips and tongue. Cocking her head to one side, she slid her fingers deep into my mouth. 
 
    "That's right, suck it," she said, a faint sneer appearing on her soft lips. "Suck it the way you wish I would suck your cock. As if that will ever happen." 
 
    Emma giggled again as I wrapped my lips around her fingers and began to suck. Inside my mouth, I rubbed my tongue against them, scooping up every trace of her flavor. And Emma kept sliding her fingers in and out of my mouth, fucking my face while I gazed up at her in desperation. Of course, her words stung me. They terrified me. But as usual, they only made her more incredibly desirable to me. They only increased the power she had over me, and my pathetic desire to submit. 
 
    Emma slid her fingers out of my mouth with a wet sound. 
 
    "I'm not a complete bitch, though," she said. "I'm going to let you cum one more time before I lock you up forever. Not inside me, of course. But in my presence. That's all you deserve, don't you think?"  
 
    "Yes, Goddess Emma." 
 
    I would have said anything to gain her favor, and my beautiful roommate knew that. She knew all too well the outrageous power she held. 
 
    "Good. I'm glad you know your place. Now, be quiet. I want to tease you a little bit more first, and I need some help with that. I don't want you scaring my friends away." 
 
    With that, she swung her leg off my chest and sat down on the edge of the bed. Again, she slid her phone out of the top of her boot. Dialing a number, she held it to her ear. A rising sense of fear clutched my heart as I listened to her brief conversation. 
 
    "Hey. It's me. What are you doing? Oh yeah? Well, I was wondering if you can come over. Yeah, of course. I think you'll like what I'm wearing. Sure, I can send you a picture." 
 
    Holding the phone out in front of herself, Emma twisted her body so that I wasn’t in the shot. I heard the camera click, and she sent a message to whoever was on the other end of the line. After a brief pause, I heard a laugh. 
 
    "Yeah, it's pretty hot, right?" she said. "So you'll come over? Awesome! See you in ten minutes." 
 
    With a sigh, Emma hung up the phone. Before sliding it back into her boot, she smiled and tapped the screen. I yelped as a quick but powerful electric shock spread out from my tortured balls again. 
 
    "Now, you need to be on your very best behavior," Emma said, turning to me. "You know you'll be severely punished if you don't. Let me down now, and I may never let that cock out ever again. I may take away all your orgasms forever. You want that?"  
 
    "No, Goddess," I said, the fear obvious in my voice. 
 
    "I didn't think so." Emma grinned sadistically as she looked down at me. "A friend of mine is coming over now. A real man. He's going to fuck me. And you're going to lie there and watch. I want you to see what you can't have. See what happens when a real man fucks your goddess. After that, I'm going to lock your worthless cock away forever." 
 
    "Please, Goddess Emma!" I begged. Emma's eyebrows climbed her smooth forehead as she stared at me in surprise. 
 
    "Please what?" she asked. "Please don't? Please stop? Or please, goddess, keep dominating me like this? Keep making me your bitch, because it's all I deserve. It's the only way a worm like me could hope to please a goddess like you. Please take my orgasms away, Goddess, and show me how a real man treats a woman. Is that what you meant to say?" 
 
    I gazed up at her. She looked down at me. For a while, neither of us said a word. Inside, I was a churning mass of emotions. What Emma said, the words she put in my mouth, were completely outrageous. The kind of thing no self-respecting man would ever say. But what struck me dumb was how accurate she was. That there was a voice inside my head pleading for her to do exactly that, to humiliate and own me entirely. It was right there along with the voice that screamed at me that this was madness, that I couldn't give a woman like her this kind of power. And as I lay looking up at her, panting with deep desire for this unbelievable woman, I couldn't decide which voice was screaming louder. 
 
    "I — I'm scared, Goddess," I said finally. Unexpectedly, Emma's brow crinkled with furrows of concern. The corset creaked as she leaned toward me, her deep cleavage threatening to spill out of the zipper of the catsuit as she ran a soft hand along my cheek. 
 
    "I know you are, bitch boy," she said in a soft voice. "And honestly, you kind of should be. You know the kind of depraved things I'm going to make you do. You can't help it, can you? You're born to serve a woman like me. It just took you years to find her. Well, now I'm here. Now I'm taking ownership of that cock, and I'm going to use it to make you into the perfect little slave. That's what you really want, isn't it? To give in to me and admit your inferiority and let me control you completely." 
 
    "Yes, Goddess," I groaned. I spoke before I could even realize it, the words all but torn out of me. Emma cackled with laughter, and I stared at her in surprise. As though the submissive part of my soul had spoken directly to her, volunteering for this outrageous new life she promised. 
 
    "Good," Emma smiled. "That's what I thought. But it's not all bad. You'll get to continue serving me. You'll get to stay here and be my live-in servant and take care of all my needs. If you're lucky, I'll let you help me get dressed up all sexy like this for other men. If you're really good, I'll let you watch them fuck me. And every now and then, as a special treat if you've been really, really good, I'll let you have an orgasm. And you'll be so fucking grateful to your goddess." 
 
    "Yes, goddess," I wheezed, trembling on the bed beside her as she smiled down at me. Once again, Emma had won. As though there was ever any doubt. Once again, this dominant goddess had conquered me completely. 
 
    

  

 
   
    11. Watching His Goddess 
 
      
 
    My roommate was gifted. There was no denying that. Emma seemed to have a natural aptitude for these kinky games. And she was a master of anticipation, too. She seemed to intuitively know that waiting was all part of it, that my uncertainty and growing nervousness only fueled my desperate desire. As though she could read the turbulent emotions in my heart on my face. Her gorgeous blue eyes studied my features, capturing every micro-expression while I stared up at her in a mixture of longing and nervousness and disbelief. 
 
    "I have to be careful how I play this," she said slowly. As she spoke, her fingers moved gently over my chest. Everywhere she touched me seemed to strike sparks, my body responding to her in the full knowledge that she owned me. "I don't want to scare him away. And Matt isn't really into this kinky shit. I mean, he's open-minded. If he wasn't, I would've called someone else. And he certainly seemed to like my outfit. But he would never let a woman treat him like this. He would never let me do to him what I do to you. That's why it's nice to have so many guys in my roster. Each one is good for something else. Matt is good for a fuck, and you're good for teasing and dominating and serving me like a slave." 
 
    Emma spoke calmly, as though what she was saying was completely normal. And in the strange new world we had entered, I suppose it was. Still, every word she said seem to echo in the dark cavern of my head as a reminder of just how much life changed. Of just how far the two of us had gone down this wild road. I could never believe any of the things she did to me. And this latest development was the most outrageous of all.  
 
    Yet it seemed not to even occur to me to try and stop her. After all, there was nothing I could do. Besides, there was that faint doubt hovering inside me, just like there always was. That doubt that I really wanted this to stop. The doubt that I could live any other way now, that I could live without these wild and exciting games. As Emma continued to drive me deeper into submission to her, I found my ability to resist her shrinking day by day. This was just another expression of that. 
 
    “Should I gag you? I have gags in my room.” Emma spoke brightly, her eyes shining excitedly as she looked at me. 
 
    "No, Goddess Emma," I said. Emma's teeth showed in a broad grin as she peered down at me, her dark hair hanging over one side of her head as she rested her hands on my chest. 
 
    "I think I'm going to gag you," she said. "I mean, who cares what you have to say anyway? Your mouth is just for making Goddess cum, and I don't need that from you right now. I definitely don't want you complaining while I'm entertaining my guest. Yeah, I think it will be better if I gag you." 
 
    Lifting her hands off my chest, Emma stood. I turned my head to watch as she strode toward the open door of my bedroom, her body swaying provocatively in her high-heeled boots. The latex that covered her ass shone, drawing my eyes irresistibly to her incredibly feminine form until it disappeared from my view. Then, I lay in silence and listened as she went to her own bedroom. I already knew Emma had an impressive range of kinky sex toys in there. As she went to great lengths to remind me, I was hardly the first man she had enslaved. In short order, my goddess returned, a few implements in her hands as she moved toward me. One was a black leather ball gag. I watched nervously as she stood at the edge of the bed, holding it in her hands. 
 
    "Ever worn a gag before?" she asked.  
 
    "No, Goddess Emma." 
 
    "Well, you'll figure out. Here, I'll give you a little treat first. Something to remember me by." I watched as Emma reached down between her legs to the open crotch of her black latex catsuit. Her eyelids fluttered momentarily as she rubbed the ball of the gag against her wet pussy, her juices shining against the dark material. Then she lifted it up again. Stepping toward me, she bent over the bed, her breasts hanging over the top of her corset as she moved the gag toward my face. 
 
    "Open up," she ordered. And as though I was no longer capable even of considering disobeying her, I did as I was told. Emma pushed the ball of the gag into my mouth, and I tasted her pussy on my tongue. I lifted my head from the mattress as Emma wrapped the straps of the gag around my head, buckling them into place behind me.  
 
    When she was done, the ball filled my mouth completely, making speech impossible. All I could manage was wordless grunts and groans. And Emma looked delighted as she stood at the edge of the bed, gazing down at her handiwork. 
 
    But she wasn't done yet. The ball gag wasn't the only thing she had brought from her bedroom to mine. I watched as she picked up the other items she had laid on the bed beside me, and I saw at once what it was. A black leather dog collar with a chain leash attached. For a moment, Emma looked thoughtful as she held the leash in her hand, the unfastened collar dangling from it. 
 
    "You know, being collared by me is kind of a big deal," she said. "I know some mistresses make a whole ceremony of it. Maybe one day I'll do that for you. But for now, I need something that's going to keep you in place." 
 
    I said nothing, of course. I couldn't say anything. All I could do was lie there, completely immobilized and ashamed as Emma wrapped the collar around my throat and buckled it in place. She pulled it tight, though not tight enough to obstruct my breathing. Just tight enough so that I could feel it around me like it was her hand on my throat, another unnecessary reminder of her outrageous power. 
 
    Once the collar was fastened, Emma pulled the leash over my head. Crouching at the head of my bed, she pulled the leash down behind the mattress I lay on. I heard metal touch metal, and I realized she was tying the loose end to the metal frame of my bed. As always, Emma meant what she said. She wanted to immobilize me, and so that was exactly what she did. 
 
    "That's better," Emma said brightly as she stood up, raking her dark hair back from her face again. "Now, you can't speak. You can't touch yourself. You can't move. You're just going to have to lie there and let Goddess do whatever she wants to you." 
 
    I winced as I saw her reach for the top of her boot. Emma's movements were slow, controlled, taunting me with the knowledge that she could take her time. She had total power over me. The light from her phone screen lit up her smiling face as she held it in front of her, one finger poised above it. I braced myself for what I knew was coming. And Emma took obvious joy in prolonging the agony, slowly lowering her finger to the screen of the phone until at once, the long-awaited electric shock raced through me from the device locked onto my balls. 
 
    "You know what I'll do if you piss me off," Emma said. She might still be smiling, but I didn't for a second doubt the seriousness of her warning. "Don't ruin this for me. Otherwise, I'll fry those useless slave balls completely." 
 
    "Yes, Goddess," I tried to say, more from habit than anything else. With the ball gag in my mouth, all that emerged was a wordless grunt. But Emma knew what I meant. Lifting a finger from the screen of the phone, she slid it back into the top of her boots. 
 
    "He'll be here any minute," she said. "You just lie there and be a good boy, and we'll see where the day goes." 
 
    Again, she turned. And again, I turned my head to watch her go, drinking in every glimpse of her I could get no matter how much it tormented me. Once again, my cock was raging, desperate for her despite the pain she had just delivered me.  
 
    Or because of it. I barely knew anymore. All I knew was that the woman I wanted most in the world wasn't going to let me have her. That she was going to give what I so desperately craved to another man. And there was absolutely nothing I could do to stop it. 
 
    I lay in my bed panting with pain and fear. Emma waited outside. She wasn't waiting long. Before long, her phone rang, and she let her visitor into the building. Anticipation crackled in the air. I listened to her make her way to the door of the apartment. She opened it, and I heard a man's voice greeting her. 
 
    "Come in," she said, and he followed her inside. I cringed where I lay in the bed, imagining how it would feel to be this stranger. To open the door on the unbelievable beauty of my mistress and know that she wanted him to fuck her. I wondered if she had bothered to zip up the crotch of her catsuit, or whether she answered the door with her pussy exposed and dripping for him. I wouldn't put anything past Emma at this point. She was unlike any other woman I had met. 
 
    “You look amazing,” Matt said. 
 
    "Mmmm, thank you," Emma said. She was in full-on seduction mode, her every word dripping with flirtation. The door of my bedroom still lay open, but I couldn't see them. From the sound, I judged that they were in the living room. I closed my eyes, but I couldn't close my ears. I couldn't forget what was going on out there. I couldn't keep myself from listening, from trying my best to hear every minute of this latest torture. 
 
    They were kissing. In amidst the creak of Emma's latex outfit, I heard the wet sound of her lips on his, the faint moan of pleasure in her throat as she embraced him. Unbidden, I imagined him grabbing her ass, his fingertips sinking slightly into latex covered flesh underneath, and I longed for what he had. To be kissed by her. To hold her. To be seen as an equal by this incredible creature, instead of a hopeless inferior. My cock throbbed as it rose from my body as I wished she was pressing herself against me instead of him. 
 
    "We should take this to the bedroom," I heard Emma say. She sounded breathless from the kissing, and breathless with excitement too. 
 
    "Okay." I could hear the grin in Matt's voice as he spoke, and I hated him for it. I hated him for being so easily given what I couldn't even hope to earn. I knew that was the point. The whole reason behind this kinky game my goddess was playing. That didn't mean it didn't work. 
 
    In a kind of voyeuristic agony, I listened to them walk into Emma's bedroom. The springs of her bed creaked. I knew what was coming. I had lain there before, on lonely nights, listening to my beautiful roommate get nailed. But never quite like this. I had never been so helpless and so turned on, so desperate for her and so unable to do anything about it. I listen to them kissing again. Steadily, Emma's little sounds of pleasure grew louder. I could imagine with a clarity that seemed barely believable his hands moving over her latex-covered body, squeezing and caressing and petting. 
 
    “No, don’t take it off,” I heard Emma say softly. “It unzips.” 
 
    I cringed as I heard a zipper pulled down, and Matt chuckling. Evidently, he had been trying to undress her until Emma stopped him. She wanted to stay in her dominatrix outfit, and its own strange way, that gave me a faint feeling of hope. Maybe the game wasn't over completely. 
 
    Still, I knew I had a difficult chapter to get through. Soon, I could hear Emma moaning in pleasure. Matt was fucking her. In the room right next to mine, both doors were open so that I wouldn't miss a single sound. Emma shrieked with pleasure, her voice raised in wild cries of passion that only got wilder. My mind raced as I wondered what exactly was going on in her room.  
 
    What position were they in? Was she lying on her back, letting him take her? Or sitting in his lap, her arms wrapped around his shoulders as she rode him? Maybe he was on his back in the bed, and she was on top of him, riding his cock the way she had rode mine earlier that day. Emma was insatiable, and she seemed to feel no shame at all. About demanding her selfish pleasure in whatever way she chose. Nor should she. That was what made her so incredibly desirable, at least to me. And even though I knew that these kinds of thoughts couldn't help, that they could only make my captivity more difficult to endure, I couldn't stop myself from thinking them. 
 
    Emma cried out. Her orgasm rang out in the small space of our shared apartment, bouncing off the walls and ceiling to drive itself deep into the pit of my stomach. She held nothing back, knowing I was listening and enjoying what she was doing to me. She howled as though she had never experienced any pleasure so pure before, tearing the air apart with her screams. 
 
    But that wasn't it. There was no doubt in my mind that my goddess had cum, but clearly, her lover hadn't. Soon, her voice was raised again in rhythmic moans of pleasure. He was still fucking her. Still sliding his unworthy cock in and out of the pussy I had spent the day worshiping, the pussy that, as Emma said, owned me. 
 
    The minutes passed like hours. I felt myself sliding out of reality, losing myself in the strange erotic dream that my life had become. Once again, my focus narrowed until there was nothing but Emma, nothing but her cries of pleasure that thrilled and tormented me. Lying there felt like an eternity, but there was nothing I could do about it. And Emma's sex became the soundtrack of the strange trance-like state I had fallen into as I lay and listened. 
 
    At some point, she screamed again. Another wild peak of orgasm making her body shake. I imagined her tight corset creaking as she arched her back, her high heels catching in the sheets as her leg spasmed. Jealousy bloomed inside me like an angry sun. 
 
    And that jealousy only grew hotter as I heard Matt cum too. I heard his low growl of pleasure as he filled my beautiful goddess with his unworthy seed. He had no idea how lucky he was. He had no idea how badly I wanted to do what he had just done, lying in the room next door and hating him without him knowing I even existed. 
 
    Silently, I lay there, listening to the two of them recover. Their breathing slowed. For a while, nothing happened. I imagined them lying there, both lost in post-orgasmic bliss, both surrendering to the sensations of pleasure flowing through them. I couldn't bring myself to hate Emma, no matter what she did to me. But I could hate him. And I did. I indulged that hatred like it was a drug, like it was something that would sustain me through this outrageous torture. 
 
    "Fuck, that was good," Emma said at last. She spoke loudly, and I wondered if she was thinking of me. If she wanted me to hear. Her bed groaned again, and once again, I listened to the two of them kissing, the happy couple in the afterglow of sex. Something far more normal than what was going on between me and my roommate, that was for sure. 
 
    "You want to see something crazy?" 
 
    My heart froze as Emma spoke again. A certain fear had been playing in the back of my mind ever since I learned she was inviting someone over. The fear of discovery. The fear of further humiliation. And of course, there was nothing I could do about it. The minute she spoke the words, I knew what was about to happen. I knew the next indignity my goddess was going to put me through. 
 
    "Depends," I heard Matt say. "What kind of crazy?"  
 
    "Good crazy. Sexy crazy. Just… don't freak out, okay? Just be open-minded. That's all I ask." 
 
    "I'm not sure I like the sound of this." 
 
    “Oh, come on. You’ll like it, I think. Or at least, I’ll make it worth your while. Put it that way. Come with me and be cool about this, and I promise you won’t regret it.” 
 
    "Well, I can't refuse an offer like that," Matt said. I could hear the smug grin in his voice. My heart raced as I listened to the bed creak underneath them, hearing Emma's high heels thumping on the floor of the apartment as she led her lover out of her bedroom. I squeezed my eyes tightly shut, cringing as though I could possibly stop what was about to happen. As though this was some nightmare I could make myself wake up from through sheer force of will. 
 
    But of course, it wasn't. Emma appeared in the doorway of my bedroom, smiling happily as she stepped inside. Behind her, a young man followed, holding her hand. He was taller than Emma, even in her high heels. A thick crown of brown hair sprouted from the top of his head, matching his designer stubble and his brown eyes. He wore nothing but a pair of boxer shorts, and I could see his chiseled physique, a young Adonis for my mistress's pleasure. And as he saw me lying on the bed, his eyes went wide, and his jaw dropped. I turned my head away, unable to meet his stare. Between us, Emma burst out laughing. 
 
    “I told you not to freak out,” she said, turning toward Matt. Using her grip on his hand, she pulled him close, pulling him reluctantly into my bedroom until he stood beside her at the side of the bed. “What do you think?” 
 
    "What the fuck is this?" Matt said. His eyes traveled over my body, and I could feel his gaze even as I tried not to look at him. My whole body prickled with the heat of shame. For all the wildly embarrassing things I had been made to suffer through recently, nothing compared to this. Being humiliated by Emma's friend Caitlin was one thing, and it was deeply embarrassing when it happened. But it was sexy too. This was just shameful. 
 
    And yet, as I looked at Emma standing at the side of my bed, I could see how much this was turning her on. I could see the excitement that glowed in her body the way the latex glowed on the exterior, her eyes radiant with bliss. Her plan was coming together beautifully, it seemed. And in a way I could barely understand, I felt a strange kind of happiness about that. I realized almost with a shock that I wanted Emma to get what she wanted. Even when it was very much to my disadvantage. 
 
    "He's my slave boy," Emma grinned, looking up at her lover as she still held his hand. "Technically, he's my roommate. But I've decided to turn him into my slave. He cooks and cleans for me and does whatever I say. He wants me so badly. I think he might even be in love with me." 
 
    "You're fucking crazy," Matt said. He pulled back, and I could see that every instinct he had was telling him to make for the door. But he wasn't trying hard. All that held him back was Emma's grip on his hand, but that was enough. And in its own strange way, I could barely blame him. I couldn't imagine what he must feel to see me lying there like that, gagged and bound and naked but for the device open next to my surging cock. I couldn't imagine how I would feel to have just had sex with a beautiful woman like Emma only to find that she was a dominatrix. Actually, I could imagine exactly how it would feel. I could imagine just how badly it would turn me on. After all, it was turning me on as it was. 
 
    "What? Don't tell me you never tried S&M before," she said. 
 
    "Not like this," Matt said. "I mean, I had a girlfriend who liked me to tie her up and spank her. But this is some next-level shit." 
 
    "Yeah, it is," Emma said in a soft voice. Her outfit glowed as she stepped toward Matt, and I watched with silent hatred as she laid a hand on his bare chest. "But it turns me on. Don't worry, I'm not going to ask you to do anything with him. But I want him to watch us. I want him to see what he can't have. I want him to watch a real man fuck me." 
 
    "Are you kidding me?" Matt's expression of shock was turned entirely toward Emma. As though he was as reluctant to look at me as I was to look at him. Neither of us had the slightest interest in the other, and it was only our mutual desire for beautiful Emma that kept us there. Of course, Emma knew that. That was the whole point. To see how far she could take things, to see what her beauty would let her get away with. 
 
    "No, I'm not," Emma said slowly, peering deep into Matt's eyes. "I want him to watch. I told you I'd make it worth your while. Come on. You know you want to." 
 
    As she spoke, Emma stepped even closer than before. Placing her mouth against his chest, she kissed the thick slabs of pectoral muscle. Almost instinctively, Matt reached out and took her latex-covered hips in his hands. She pressed her body against his, and my cock surged as I watched her seduce him. Her mouth moved over his chest, kissing and licking his skin as though she couldn't get enough of his taste. And a slow smile spread across his face. After all, how could it not? There was no doubt in my mind there wasn't a man on earth who could resist Emma, especially when she was trying to be sexy. I was living proof of that. 
 
    Behind the gag I wore, I gasped as I watched Emma move. Abruptly, she sank to her knees on the floor of my bedroom. Her mouth trailed kisses all the way down Matt's body as she moved, her tongue sliding over the deep grooves of his abdominal muscles. When she was kneeling in front of him, she gazed up at him with a smile. Her hands reached out for the front of his boxers, and she pulled them down. As Matt stepped out of his underwear, I could see his cock swelling and rising. Emma took it in her hand, curling her fingers around the shaft as she slowly stroked it. 
 
    For the first time in what felt like a long time, she turned her head to me. She didn't say anything. She didn't have to. The glow in her eyes and the smile on her face were more than enough. And I couldn't look away. I stayed looking at her as her pink tongue extended between her lips, and she turned back to her lover. Slowly, she licked the sensitive head of his cock, making him groan above her. Then, turning her attention back to him, she stared deep into his eyes as she took his cock in her mouth. 
 
    I groaned in despair. The cuffs around my wrists and ankles and the collar around my neck had never felt tighter as I thrashed on the bed. I couldn't believe what I was seeing. But I couldn't look away. My cock surged sympathetically as though it was in her mouth instead of that of another man. And Emma's cheeks hollowed as she wantonly sucked Matt's cock right in front of me. 
 
    Matt groaned. His eyes closed. His fingers showed through the luxuriant strands of Emma's dark hair. She rocked her head back and forth, holding his cock at the base, still gazing up at him the way she had made me gaze up at the camera when I pleasured her. She was putting on a show, and it was unbelievably erotic. A kinky porn movie come to life right in front of me. 
 
    And there was nothing I could do. I couldn’t stop her. I couldn’t complain. I couldn’t even move. All I could do was lie there and watch as my beautiful goddess did for a stranger what I suspected she would never do for me. I lay there in an agony of rejection and humiliation as Emma sucked the cock of another man. 
 
  
 
  
   
    12. Oh My Goddess 
 
      
 
    Matt was moaning. His muscular body grew stiff as he stood above my goddess, his cock buried in her mouth. Clearly, Emma knew what she was doing. I could see the way her lips tightened around his manhood, the way she drew moans out of him with every touch. I cringed, knowing what was about to happen. That my mistress, my goddess, my sexy roommate who owned my cock completely and made me serve her as a live-in slave, was about to let another man cum inside her mouth. 
 
    Except she didn't. Abruptly, Emma lifted her head away. I saw Matt's eyes snap open, looking down at her in astonishment. His mouth opened too, ready to protest. But Emma smiled up at him, her hands still stroking his shaft, lubricated by her saliva. 
 
    "Not yet," she said, shaking her head playfully as she bit her lower lip. "I don't want you to cum yet. I want to make this last. You think you can do that? You think you can fuck me completely while this little bitch watches?" 
 
    "Yeah," Matt panted, nodding his head dumbly just as I would in his situation. Emma could get men to do anything she wanted. That much was obvious. 
 
    She giggled. Her catsuit glistened as she rose easily to her feet, standing in front of him in her tall boots. Her hand slid one last time along his cock from base to tip as if reluctant to let go as she turned toward me. I watched her approach, her hips swinging from side to side with every step, her deep blue eyes glowing with mischief and desire. She was still biting her lip, and desire seemed to radiate off every demonic curve of her body.  
 
    She was having the time of her life. She was in a room with two men who wanted her desperately, and she was in complete control. She knew it. Matt might not have my wild submissive streak, but clearly, he was no more able to resist this goddess than I was. And Emma reveled in the power she held. 
 
    She climbed onto the bed. Her knees dented the side of the mattress close to my head. Her catsuit was still open between her legs, her pussy and part of her ass exposed. But not to me. She bent over me, her corseted waist above my face as she positioned herself on hands and knees. Her body formed a bridge over mine, her knees on one side of my head and her hands on the other. The high heels of her boots pointed back at her lover as she turned to look at him over her shoulder. 
 
    “Come on, Matt,” she said. “Get over here and fuck me with that gorgeous cock of yours.” 
 
    Matt didn't need to be told twice. He stumbled forward, his body moving automatically as though his mind was in the same strange sexual dream Emma was able to induce in me. His cock seemed to point the way to her, sticking straight out from his body toward the woman we both wanted. As she felt his hands on her hips, Emma chuckled to herself. She turned her head, looking down at me between her arms, her beautiful face no less striking for being upside down to me, her dark hair hanging over it. 
 
    "Now watch, bitch," she said, a delicious snarl of sadism in her voice as she spoke. "Watch how a real man fucks your goddess." 
 
    Behind her, Matt steered his cock into her pussy. Big as it was, it slid in easily, lubricated by my roommate's obvious excitement. I watched her eyes close, watch them roll beneath her eyelids as her mouth opened in a gasp of bliss. Already, I could feel her legs tremble through the mattress. And even though I knew it could only cause me further pain, I couldn't help myself. Turning my head, I looked away from her face to between her legs. I watched Matt's cock slide into her streaming pussy, her swollen lips shining with her fragrant juices as they parted to let him inside. The sound of pleasure that caught in her throat as he entered her vibrated inside my skull, driving home my total defeat as I lay helpless beneath her. 
 
    "Oh God, that feels so good," Emma said. Her eyes still closed, she threw back her head. I didn't doubt it. Her pleasure showed in every line of her body, the light bouncing crazily off her glossy catsuit as she trembled with lust and excitement. And as strange as the situation he had found himself in was, Matt seemed able to ignore it in favor of sex. Again, I could hardly blame him for that. I would've taken any opportunity to fuck this woman too, no matter how she wanted to do it. 
 
    "Fuck me, Matt," Emma panted. "Fuck my pussy and show my bitch boy here what a slut his goddess is." 
 
    Behind her, Matt grunted but didn't say a word. Instead, he tightened his grip on Emma's hips. She moaned as he thrust his cock in and out of her, making her body shake with every powerful lunge. In the open zipper of the front of the catsuit, Emma's breasts jiggled, threatening to fall out at any moment. She looked absolutely incredible. She always did. And watching her in the deep throes of passion was almost more than I could take. As I lay helpless beneath her, my cock throbbed and surged in the empty air, ignored and rejected. There was nothing I could do. Nothing I could do but watch. 
 
    "Oh my God! Oh my God, this is so fucking sexy!" Emma was the only one of us who seemed interested in talking. Even if I hadn't been gagged, I wouldn't have known what to say.  
 
    But Emma intended to leave me in no doubt about all the pleasure she was feeling. Her words bounced back from the white walls of my bedroom, making them ring with a pleasure unlike any they had ever heard. As I lay there beneath her, watching her lover fuck her, I realized with another flush of embarrassment that I had never made a woman make the kind of sounds Matt was drawing from her.  
 
    And with a sinking feeling, I suspected I never would. For as long as she wanted to keep me, I belonged to Emma now. She had taken complete control of my sexual pleasure, and I had let her. I had agreed to let her take control of my cock. There was no going back now. She could fuck anyone she wanted in any way she wanted, but I belonged only to her. My cock surged again at that humiliating knowledge. 
 
    "Oh fuck," Emma gasped, her voice high and thin as her pleasure approached. "Oh fuck, I'm going to cum!" 
 
    I turned my head again. Matt was thrusting his cock rapidly in and out of her body now, his hairy balls swaying between his legs as he pounded her. Emma fell forward on the mattress, her head down and her arms underneath it. Her corset pressed against my face, blocking out the view of everything except Matt's cock sliding in and out of her. And I watched her cum, watched her pussy tighten and spasm around his manhood. She howled, and the flood of juices that ran down the inside of her legs, shining on the skintight material of the catsuit, left me in no doubt that she was faking nothing. Her whole body trembled with a powerful orgasm, and I could feel the contractions of her pussy in her stomach, even through the corset that gripped her torso tightly. 
 
    "Stop," Emma suddenly said. Behind her, Matt grunted. He was still thrusting away, still driving his cock in and out of her body. I could only imagine how it felt to have her pussy tighten around him in that moment. I could hardly believe he hadn't exploded himself. 
 
    But Emma was adamant. Raising her head for the mattress, she propped herself up with her arms again as she turned to address him over her shoulder. 
 
    “Stop. Not yet,” she said, more firmly now. Moving on the mattress, she lifted one foot and placed it against Matt’s hip, pushing him away from her. With a surprised expression on his face, Matt stumbled back. Hiscock was twitching in the empty air, Emma’s clear juices dripping from its throbbing tip. A look of anger passed over his face. But Emma was quick to assuage him. 
 
    "I want you to cum in my mouth," she said, rising up on her knees beside me. "I want to taste my orgasm on your cock. Come on. Get up here and let me suck that monster clean." 
 
    As she spoke, Emma turned. Raising one leg, she lifted it over my head, pivoting so that her back was to the wall behind me. Her dripping pussy was directly above my face, and the smell of sex filled the air as I gazed up at her womanhood, my stomach churning. 
 
    Emma's face was stern as she looked down at me. One hand moved on her inner thigh, gently rubbing her dripping lips. 
 
    "And you," she snarled. "You're going to eat my pussy and taste our sex while I suck another man's cock. Otherwise, you know what happens." 
 
    I begged for mercy. The ball gag in my mouth made my words incomprehensible. Not that it would've mattered, I suspected. Emma was lost in her own dominance, and she was going to do whatever she felt like. Fishing her phone out of the top of her boot, she shocked me again. While I groaned in pain, Matt gasped. 
 
    “What did you just do to him?” 
 
    "Shocked his balls," Emma said with a smile as she turned to him. "It's how I keep him in line and submissive. One of the ways, anyway. But the main way is by teasing him with my pussy. He just wants it so bad, don't you?" 
 
    I mumbled incomprehensibly into the gag again. Smiling, Emma slid her phone back into her boot. Then she reached down. I lifted my head as she slid her fingers underneath, finding the buckle of the ball gag. Unfastening it, she lifted it away from my head and dropped it on the bed beside her knee. 
 
    "Yes, Goddess," I said more clearly. 
 
    “Okay. You’re not here to talk. Start looking.” 
 
    "Yes, Goddess." I barely cared any longer that a man I didn't know would hear me addressing Emma like that. After all, that was what she was. And in the position I was in, the way she looked, it was hard to deny. But my words were cut short as Emma spread her knees, lowering her pussy at once down onto my face. I cringed with shame and humiliation, but I did as I was told. Desperately, I ran my tongue over her lips, and she groaned in pleasure above me. She was wetter than I had ever seen her, her juices running unchecked over my face as I caressed her with my mouth. Her taste was different, too. I tried not to think about the reality of what I was doing, try not to think that another man's cock had been buried deep in her velvet organ just moments before. But I couldn't deny the truth. And I couldn't deny that I had no choice either way. Emma was going to make me suffer, and this was how she had chosen to do it. 
 
    While I licked and kissed, Emma encouraged her lover to join us. I felt my bed sink under his weight as he climbed onto the mattress. Following Emma's instructions, he stood above me, his feet on either side of my body. He stepped toward Emma. 
 
    Lying beneath her, smothered by her wet pussy, I could see nothing. But once again, I could hear everything. I could feel Emma's body move as she leaned forward, taking his cock in her hand. I could hear her moan as he slid it into her mouth. I could feel her begin to rock her head back and forth, could hear the way it made Matt moan in pleasure as she sucked him again. 
 
    I tried to concentrate on my task. Emma's free hand rested on my chest for balance, and her nails dug faintly into the skin. Soon, she began to rock her hips back and forth, rubbing her pussy over my face the way she liked to do. I slid my tongue inside, feeling the wet walls spasm around it as her pleasure grew. The sheer kinkiness of the situation was getting to her, I knew. The wild naughtiness of what she had engineered. And soon, the spasming contractions of her sex grew stronger. Soon, I knew she would be ready to explode. Her hot juices ran even more freely into my face, and I drank them down as hungrily as ever. Her cries of passion were muffled by Matt's cock in her mouth, but not silenced completely. There's no doubt that I was getting to her. 
 
    Finally, her body trembled. For a moment, Emma lifted her mouth off Matt's cock, letting a cry of passion ring out in my bedroom. Her pussy tightened around my tongue as though trying to pull it out by the root, as though her body couldn't get enough of me inside her. I liked that thought. And as she exploded, an enormous quantity of her juices poured down my willing throat, filling me with the intoxicating radiance of her beauty. 
 
    Emma's orgasm came and went. But lucky for Matt, she wasn't selfish. Even as she glowed with passion of her own, she returned her mouth to his cock. Soon, he was moaning in pleasure above us both as she continued to suck him. Emma's juices continued to drip over my face as she sat on top of me, sucking him off. Finally, I heard him growl, and heard her splutter. He had cum inside my goddess's mouth. 
 
    And still, Emma wasn’t done. Still, there was more she wanted to do. 
 
    And steadily, Matt stepped back. I felt his weight shift as he sank down onto the mattress close to my feet, suddenly weary with orgasm. Above me, Emma rose. Swinging her legs over my head, she turned. She was smiling, and my heart skipped a beat as I saw that her mouth was full. Turning, she crouched on hands and knees at my side. Matt gasped, and I groaned in utter humiliation as Emma forcefully spat his cum all over my throbbing cock. 
 
    "Now you can feel what a real man's cum is like," Emma said, turning her face toward me. Her lips were shining with the moisture of Matt's orgasm, and I cringed and trembled as I stared up at her. I couldn't believe what she was doing to me. I couldn't believe the wild feelings of humiliation that swept through me. I just lay there, my mouth open as I panted and gasped, overcome by the sheer wildness of the scene my goddess had created. 
 
    "You see that device locked onto his balls?" Emma said, still smiling at me as she addressed her lover. 
 
    “Yeah,” Matt said hesitantly. 
 
    "It's a chastity device. And I control it completely. He has to wear it at all times. Basically, I own his cock. Only I decide when he gets to cum. But I promised him one last orgasm before I lock him away forever. Can you give us a minute? You probably don't want to see this." 
 
    For a moment, Matt sat there in astonishment. I could hardly blame him. I was finding the situation hard to believe, and I had had far longer to get used to it than he did. As persuasive as Emma could be, I found myself wondering if maybe she had gone too far. That now he had cum, he wouldn't be as willing to go along with her plans. 
 
    But I should have known better. After a pause, he slowly stood. Without a word, he began to stumble toward the open door of my bedroom. 
 
    “Go get a glass of water, babe,” Emma called after him. “I want you ready to go again later.” Matt shook his head in disbelief as he disappeared naked into the living room. 
 
    "Fuck, this is amazing," Emma said as she turned her gaze back to me. "Now, I did promise you an orgasm, and you're going to get one. But definitely not inside me. That's for real men like Matt. Now he's here, I don't need you to please me at all. But it's still nice to have you around. Are you going to be a good boy for us? Are you going to help him fuck me. Help him make your goddess cum?" 
 
    Emma knew exactly what she was doing. As she spoke, she raised one hand and bent over my body. I groaned as she wrapped her fingers around my cock, slowly stroking it. I cringed at the thought that another man's semen was lubricating her movements. But that did nothing to make them any less pleasurable. Soon, I was raising my hips off the mattress, desperate for orgasm. All Emma had to do was keep stroking, and she knew I would be putty in her hands. 
 
    "Yes, Goddess," I hissed between gritted teeth. "Please let me cum, please! I'll do whatever you say." 
 
    "That's what I'm counting on," Emma said with a smirk. "I know how boys always say that, but then once they cum, it's a different story. I'm hoping you're better than that. I'm hoping I've trained you better than that. Once you cum, I'll let you clean yourself up. Then I'm going to look that cock away. Only I decide when it gets let out. And that's going to be based entirely on your behavior. Serve me well, help Matt give me lots of lovely orgasms, and you'll be on track to get one of your own. Embarrass me, disobey me, or cop an attitude, and it could be weeks before I let you cum." 
 
    "Please, Goddess Emma," I groaned as her hand continued to move on my shaft. "Please let me cum. I'll be a good boy, I promise." 
 
    Emma threw back her head as laughter exploded out of her. 
 
    "I hope so," she said. "I really hope so, for your sake. Okay, bitch. You can cum now. Have your pathetic orgasm in Goddess's hand so that you can become mine completely." 
 
    “Oh my God!” I cried out as the force of pleasure overwhelmed me. But abruptly, Emma dug her fingernails into the shaft of my cock, squeezing it painfully. Right on the edge of orgasm, I trembled and thrashed in the bed. 
 
    “I think you mean, oh my Goddess,” Emma said with a wicked smile.  
 
    "Yes!" I hissed, completely overwhelmed with wild desire. "Yes, Goddess! Oh my Goddess! Oh my Goddess, please let me cum!" 
 
    "Okay," Emma shrugged. "Go ahead." Wrapping her fingers around my shaft, she began to stroke again. I cried out as a powerful orgasm shook me, my balls drawing tight against my body as my cock exploded in her hand. My cum spurted up into the air, splattering back against my skin while Emma shrieked with laughter. She kept stroking, milking every last drop of semen out of my body while I trembled and moaned. Panting, I lay back on the bed, my body relaxed for the first time in what felt forever. At least as far as the bonds I was in would allow. 
 
    Emma sat up. Dully, I watched her outfit shine as she rose to her feet. Looking around my room, she disdainfully scooped up an old T-shirt and wiped her hand clean. Then she turned to me. Her glowing blue eyes moved up and down my body as she stood with her hands on her hips, deciding my fate. I cringed as she drew her cell phone out of the top of her boot again, but this time, there was no shock. Instead, she seemed to be changing a setting. 
 
    "Time to lock you up," she said, raising her eyes from the screen toward me with a dazzling smile. "I have to admit, I've been looking forward to this part. But first, we need to get you cleaned up. I don't think I can trust you in the shower by yourself. So I'm going to have to wash you myself 
 
    ." 
 
    "Yes, Goddess." There was no defiance left in me. I simply lay there and watched as Emma moved toward my feet and unlocked the cuffs around my ankles. Then she stepped toward the head of the bed. Crouching, she untied the leash from the bedframe and, with some difficulty, pulled it up from underneath the mattress. Her breasts wobbled in front of my face as she did, and I inhaled the smell of her perfume and her sex-glutted body as she moved above me. 
 
    Emma straightened up, the chain leash still in her hand. Gently, she tugged on it. 
 
    "Get up," she said with a smirk. "We'll go like this." 
 
    “Yes, Goddess.” 
 
    Sitting up, I swung my legs off the bed. After so long in bondage, I felt stiff. But Emma had no pity. She turned toward the bedroom door, and I had no choice but to hurry after her as the leash tightened between us. Her ass glowed in the latex catsuit, swaying hypnotically in front of me as she led me out into the living room. 
 
    Matt was sitting on the living room sofa. He was completely naked, and I hurriedly looked away as I saw his spent cock lying against his thigh. Again, an expression of surprise showed on his face as he looked at Emma, unsure what was coming next. 
 
    "He needs to shower," Emma said by way of explanation. "After that, I'm going to lock his cock away. Then, it's going to be all about you and me. He's going to help you fuck me all night long. Isn't that right, bitch?" 
 
    "Yes, Goddess." I looked at the floor as I spoke. Cuffed and leashed, completely naked and abused, I could barely meet Emma's eyes, and certainly not those of the shocked man sitting naked on my sofa. Emma giggled at my response, still delighted by my easy submission. 
 
    "Okay," Matt said uncertainly. Emma's eyes shone as she looked at him. 
 
    "I know this is crazy, babe," she said, tugging playfully on my leash as she spoke. "But I really love this. It's so fucking hot to me. Dominating a man really turns me on, but I don't want to dominate you. I want you to fuck me like a real man should. This way, I can have the best of both worlds. I get to tease and deny my little bitch here, and you get to fuck me however you want." 
 
    As I glanced up from under lowered brows, I could see a rueful smile on Matt's face. What man could resist an offer like that? 
 
    "Okay," he said again. And beaming with joy, Emma turned to me again. "Come on, bitch," she said. "Shower time." 
 
    Disgraced, I followed as she led me toward the bathroom of our apartment. 
 
    Once we were inside, she shut the door. Pushing aside the shower curtain, she ordered me inside. I watched as she tied off her end of the leash around a grab bar that had been in the shower when I moved in. Then she bent her body over the faucet. I winced as she turned the water on, shivering under the cold stream that assaulted my body. But soon, the water grew warmer. 
 
    Emma stood outside the tub. Her high heels clicked on the tiled floor as she moved back and forth. Picking up some body wash, she squirted it into her hand. Streams of water ran over her catsuit, making it shine even more as she reached into the shower and began to clean me. She started with my cock. Carefully, she washed my cock and balls, soapsuds engulfing my manhood as she cleaned it. And unbelievably, I felt myself getting hard again. Even after all the orgasms she had taken from me already that day, I needed more. The touch of her hand, lubricated by soap, was more than enough. Looking at her, watching the water run off her flawless latex outfit, was driving me crazy. 
 
    "Well, this won't do," Emma said, frowning at my cock as it rose throbbing from between my legs. "How am I supposed to get it back into the device now?"  
 
    "I don't know, Goddess," I said. Of course, an idea occurred to me. But I hardly dared ask her for another orgasm. And from the look in Emma's eyes, she didn't seem in the least bit interested in giving me one. 
 
    Instead, her eyes glittered with a new wild idea. Stepping toward me again, she rubbed her hands all over my body, quickly cleaning me off completely. I just stood there, bound and leashed, unable to do anything she didn't want. Then, once I was or less covered in soap, she stuck her hands into the stream of water to wipe the suds way. She reached for the faucet, and before I could protest, savagely twisted it. 
 
    I cried out as the water suddenly turned ice cold. Emma cackled with glee, watching me hop from foot to foot, trying uselessly to avoid it. The icy water raised pimples on my skin as I squirmed and writhed. 
 
    But slowly, my cock began to soften. Chilled by the water, it steadily shrank. Emma watched, standing now with her arms folded under her breasts, willing to wait. 
 
    Once I was fully soft, she turned the water off. Grabbing a towel, she hurriedly dried me. Then, I watched as she pulled out her phone and pressed the button. The tiny motor of the chastity device began to move. Emma reached out and took hold of my now flaccid cock, guiding it into the tube that was descending to imprison it. The lock clicked. I was trapped. 
 
    "There we go," Emma said with a smile. Reaching into the shower, she untied my leash from the grab bar. "Now you're ready to serve me properly. Come on, bitch boy. One of us has a long night of sex ahead." 
 
    

  

 
  
                
            
   
    13. Serving His Goddess 
 
      
 
    Shame. 
 
    It flowed through me, filling me with the white heat of utter embarrassment. Again and again, I told myself I should put a stop to this. That these kinky games had been fun, but that they needed to come to an end. But still, I played along. And through the course of the night, I could see my mistress looking at me, those deep blue eyes she had shining as she studied my face. As if she, too, was waiting for me to say things had gone too far. Waiting for me to grow some backbone and tell her where to stop. 
 
    But I didn't. Even though I told myself all over again with every minute that passed that I should. I couldn't bring myself to do it. It was just too exciting. 
 
    Once the chastity device was locked back onto my cock, Emma uncuffed my hands. As though she no longer needed to worry about what I might do with them. She was right, of course. Having my cock contained in the high-tech device made me impotent in more ways than one. It gave my beautiful goddess all the control over me she could possibly need. She didn't need to worry about me resisting her anymore. The combination of the shock device built in the chastity cage and the fact that she now controlled my orgasms meant I would do exactly what she said. If there had ever been a time when I could resist her, it seemed as though it had passed. 
 
    She left the collar and leash on, and I didn't remove them. Once we had finished in the shower, she led me back to the living room where Matt waited. Once again, I couldn't meet his eyes. It wasn't as though he wanted to look at me, either. In fact, he seemed to be doing his best to ignore me, to pretend that I wasn't even there and focus only on the beautiful woman in front of him, all dressed up in her latex catsuit that made her look like the sexiest dominatrix imaginable. Fine by me. As far as we could, Emma's lover and me were both content to do our best to pretend that each other didn't exist. There wasn't easy when we were in the same room together. 
 
    Emma sat down on the couch beside Matt. She curled her beautiful body up against his, her latex catsuit shining on the mouthwatering curve of her ass as she lifted one leg and draped it over his. Her hand was on his naked chest, and every move of her body seem to suggest she couldn't get enough of this guy. She wanted to be touching him at all times. She was unbelievably horny and ready for sex, no matter how many orgasms she had already had. And it wasn't an act. I knew that much. This adventure was turning Emma on as much as it was turning me on, with the difference being that she could do something about that. 
 
    "Go get me a drink, bitch," Emma ordered, drawing out the words as though to savor their taste. "You want a drink too, babe?" 
 
    "I already got one," Matt mumbled. In this new situation, he was as hesitant and uncertain as I was. But Emma's beauty pulled us both through. He would put up with anything to have her, that much was clear. Just as I would. If I were ever to be granted that favor again. 
 
    “Just one, then,” Emma said, her teeth shining as she smiled at me. 
 
    "Yes, Goddess," I said. Turning, I shuffled toward the kitchen, feeling her burning eyes on my back, watching me as I went. In the kitchen, I poured her a glass of water, my hands trembling slightly as I did it. The chastity device had never felt tighter around my cock as my manhood tried pointlessly to harden against the solid plastic. This was wildly sexy, unbelievably erotic to be ordered around like this. I should have known it would be, but still, the depths of my own submissive nature caught me by surprise. Even a few weeks earlier, if anyone had suggested anything like this, I would have been outraged. I would never have imagined that I would go along with such a thing, let alone that I would find some strange joy in it. But the facts are the facts. As though she had rewired my brain, Emma had found a way to make me enjoy being abused by her. To make me take pleasure in being humiliated for her amusement. It remains as surprising to me now as it was at the time. A side of myself I had never known until she came along. 
 
    I carried the drink back to the living room. As I entered, I saw that Emma was kissing Matt again. Hungrily, passionately, her jaw moving as her lips engulfed his, her tongue sliding into his mouth. Her eyes were closed, and his hand lay on her head, pulling her closer to him. I cringed, knowing what was coming. Knowing that these two couldn't keep their hands off each other, and that I would be forced to be the witness to that passion. Not knowing what to do, I just stood there, the glass of water chilling my fingers while I waited for further instruction. 
 
    "Here." As their kiss finally broke, Emma turned her beautiful face to me. She held out her hand. The chain leash swayed from the collar I wore as I leaned over to hand her the glass of water. She took several long gulps, her eyes fixed on me over the rim of the glass. When she handed it back to me, the glass was almost empty. Clearly, their exertions made them thirsty. 
 
    “Take that back to the kitchen. Then you can come join us in the bedroom.” 
 
    "Yes, Goddess." There was nothing else to say. And nothing to do except to obey her. I carried the glass to the kitchen, my ears tuned all the while to every movement from the living room. I heard the couch squeak as they rose off it, and Emma's high heels thumped on the floor as she led Matt toward her bedroom. Setting down the glass, I turned to follow them. Taking a deep breath, I tried to brace myself before stepping through the door. This was what Emma wanted, I told myself. So this was what was going to happen. And no matter how frustrating it was going to be, no matter how unbelievably humiliating to watch her have sex again, it was also going to be hot. There was no doubt about that. For all the dirty movies I had watched in my lifetime, none of them compared to the sight of watching my goddess dressed in latex taking a cock and howling in pleasure. If only I wasn't trapped inside this cruel chastity device. 
 
    In the bedroom, Matt sat down on the edge of the bed. Emma smiled encouragingly at him as she climbed on top of him, straddling his lap. Her thighs shone on either side of his. Draping her arms around his shoulders, she kissed him again. She had swept her dark hair back from the side of her face that was toward the door. I watched in anguish as she kissed him with ever-growing passion. Then, lifting his lips from hers, Matt began to kiss her neck. Emma moaned joyfully, throwing back her head as his kisses made a trail down to her magnificent boots that swelled out of the open zipper of the latex catsuit.  
 
    At the same time, Emma reached down between her thighs. I heard Matt grunt as she took hold of his cock and began to slowly stroke it. The latex she wore shone and glittered as she clenched her thighs around him. Slowly, eagerly, she guided his stiff cock into her wet pussy, moaning with pleasure as she felt him fill her once again. 
 
    “Oh, that feels so good,” she giggled, turning her face toward me with a sadistic smile. “God, it just feels so good to have sex whenever you want.” 
 
    I didn't answer. There was nothing I could say. Knowing she was deliberately trying to torment me did nothing to take the edge off her words. After all, I knew what she was saying was true. And Matt groaned against her boobs, still kissing and licking the soft flesh just like I wished I could do. Emma's thighs shone as she began to move, bouncing gently up and down as she started to ride his cock. 
 
    "Fuck, yeah," she groaned, still staring right at me. "Your cock feels so good inside me, Matt. It's so nice to fuck a real man for a change." 
 
    Emma's excitement was clearly growing. Soon, her movements got more aggressive. Soon, she was bouncing up and down on top of him vigorously, and her loud cries of passion filled the bedroom as she rode his cock like a pro. Matt moaned along with her, his obvious pleasure fueling the jealousy that raged inside me as I stood helplessly and watched. How could he be so lucky? How could he possibly deserve having a beautiful goddess like Emma riding his cock, taking such great joy in having him inside her? 
 
    Emma howled. Her whole body stiffened as she threw back her head, tendons standing out for a moment in her delicate neck as she screamed. The tips of her fingers sank into Matt's shoulders as she gripped him tight, and the latex of her catsuit shimmered as her body trembled. She had cum, and Matt's low groan of pleasure left me in no doubt about how good it felt to feel her pussy clench around his cock. 
 
    Emma was still howling as Matt abruptly moved. Wrapping his arms around her narrow corseted waist, he threw my goddess down on the bed. Emma shrieked with wild delight, a dominatrix finally ready to surrender. Matt climbed on top of her, and she spread her legs for him, bending her knees back toward her shoulders so that the high heels of her boots pointed like weapons at the wall behind her lover. Supporting himself on his arms, he rose up above her, his hips bucking as he drove his cock deep inside her yielding body. And Emma moaned with desperate pleasure, gripping his shoulders again, wrapping her glossy patent leather boots around his back and clinging to him as though she never wanted to let go. 
 
    "That's it, fuck me," she hissed between gritted teeth. "Fuck me the way I need. The way a real man should. The way only a real man can. Show this bitch what he's missing." 
 
    Matt didn't reply. But he held nothing back. I could hear his breathless grunts and groans as he pounded Emma's gorgeous body into the mattress, desperate to make her cum again. Their bodies bounced together on the bed, rocking to the rhythm of his thrusts. Emma's screams of pleasure became a cacophony of sound as she howled in unbridled passion. I could hear my teeth groaning in my skull as I clenched them together, my heart filling up with bitterness and jealousy and desperate lust. 
 
    But my mistress hadn’t forgotten me. Even in the depths of wild passion, she remembered I was there. She remembered there was more she could do to remind me of my place beneath her. 
 
    "Come here, bitch," she ordered breathlessly, turning her head to one side to look at me through half-closed eyes. Moans of pleasure punctuated her speech, her mouth open and ringing with her cries and gasps. "Come here and hold my leg up so he can fuck me better." 
 
    Above her, Matt groaned. He had heard what she said, and seemed to find it as hard to believe as I did. But he never stopped, his wild rhythm never faltering as he continued to fuck here.  
 
    And Emma unhooked her legs from behind his back, her glowing eyes still fixed on me. I could barely believe what I was doing as I stepped forward. Once again, I had the feeling I was in some strange dream as I wordlessly did what my goddess said. Stepping to the side of the bed, I took her beautiful leg carefully in my hands. Emma threw her head back against the pillow, exploding with laughter that soon turned to sobs of passion as I lifted her legs straight up in the air. Gently but firmly, I pushed it back, and she howled as Matt plunged his cock deep into her. 
 
    "Kiss it," Emma ordered, her eyes closed now. She lay back on the bed, completely ravaged, massaging her own breasts through the latex catsuit as she surrendered completely to sexual pleasure. "Lick my boot while a real man fucks me." 
 
    “Yes, Goddess.” 
 
    I did as I was told. I could feel her leg trembling in my hands as I pressed my lips against the shining patent leather. I kissed it as though it was a sacred relic, sliding my tongue over the slick leather as I worshiped her. And Emma only cried out more, seeming to feel even more sadistic pleasure as one man fucked her and another adored her. My cock surged and throbbed as far as the chastity device would allow, and I had the strange feeling that at least I was part of her sex. It might not be my cock inside her, but I was bringing her pleasure in my own way. The fact that it was so deeply humiliating was all part of the strange spell my goddess wove around me. 
 
    "Oh my fucking God!" Emma screamed and cursed as her whole body shuddered and shook. I could feel it in the leg I held, and I kept on kissing and licking her boot right through another orgasm. I heard Matt moaning as he collapsed on top of her, his cock still pumping away. As close as I was, I could hear the wet sound of it sliding in and out of her, could hear the strain in both their voices as she came on his invading manhood. And almost immediately, he came too. I heard that in the way they both moaned together. I saw it in the way he suddenly flopped on top of her, all the tension abruptly removed from his body. Still holding Emma's shaking leg, I cringed and waited for whatever she would do next. 
 
    "Fuck, that was awesome," Emma said. Her eyes were still closed, her hands still kneading her breasts through the latex of her catsuit. But after a moment, she opened her eyes. I saw her look at Matt lying on top of her, and then at me, standing above them both, frustrated and humiliated and still desperately horny while they basked in post-orgasmic joy. The grin on her face told me that my goddess liked what she saw. 
 
    "That was amazing," Matt said. Raising his head wearily from my mistress's shoulder, he kissed her. She kissed him back eagerly, making tiny noises of pleasure deep inside her throat. Then, lifting his face from hers, he rolled off her. They both moaned for a moment as he slid his cock out of her ravaged pussy. He sprawled naked on the bed beside her, showing no signs of shame at being naked in front of me. I might as well have been a piece of furniture for all the attention they paid me. Emma lifted her leg out of my hands, letting it drop onto the mattress beside her. My hands empty now, I stood at the side of the bed, awaiting further instructions. 
 
    "Go get us some water, slave boy," Emma said. This time, she wasn't even looking at me as she spoke. She rolled over onto her side, grinning at her lover. And he smiled back at her, the two of them lost in the powerful bonding hormones of sexual pleasure. Enjoying every scrap of what I was so ruthlessly denied. 
 
    "Yes Goddess." The leash dangling from my collar, I made my way back to the kitchen. I picked up Emma's glass, seeing the faint trace of her lipstick on it. I refilled it. Then, trying not to think too hard about what I was doing, I made my way to the living room and picked up the glass Matt had been using. Filling that too, I carried them both to the bedroom. 
 
    I stepped inside, and Emma sat up. Her latex catsuit shone as she moved, propping herself up against the headboard. She took one glass from my hand, and I held out the other. But she just grinned at me. 
 
    "Give it to him yourself," she said, watching me over the rim of her glass as she drank. I tried not to sigh. I knew what she was up to. Clever Emma had noticed how I was trying to avoid all interaction with her lover, and she wasn't going to allow it.  
 
    Cringing inwardly with every step, I carried the glass around the bed toward Matt. He sat up too, watching me warily. I couldn't look him in the eye as I held the glass of water out to him. 
 
    "Thanks," he mumbled as he took the glass from me. 
 
    "Don't thank him," Emma said. "That's his job. To serve us and help us have better sex in any way he can. You can't tell me that wasn't good sex." 
 
    “That was amazing,” Matt grinned ruefully as he took a gulp of water. “But this is super fucked up. I’ve never done anything like this before.” 
 
    "Honestly, me neither," Emma said. "I mean, I've dominated guys before. Some guys just beg to be made into slaves. But I've never teased a guy like this before, making him watch me fuck a real man. God, it was so fucking hot. I really did feel like a goddess making him watch you fuck me." 
 
    "You looked like one too," Matt said, and Emma chuckled at the compliment. 
 
    "That was some of the best sex I've ever had," she said. "But I'm still so fucking horny. And since I've got you both here, I feel like I should make the most of it." 
 
    "Yeah, well. I might need a few minutes after that," Matt said. Emma laughed out loud as though he had said something truly hilarious." 
 
    "I'm sure I can find a way to get you ready again," she said as she set the glass down on the bedside table. "But I'm kind of sore myself. And yet I still really want to fuck. Hmmm. I've got an idea." 
 
    The change in Emma’s demeanor was striking as she turned her attention to me. The smile dropped from her face as though it had never existed, and her voice took on a new hard edge as she spoke to me. 
 
    "There's a pharmacy downstairs," she said. "Go get dressed, then go down there and get us some lube. Make yourself useful to your goddess." 
 
    "Yes, Goddess." As I turned toward the open door, Emma's cruel laughter mocked me. Even worse, so did Matt's. I knew I made an unbelievably pathetic spectacle as I submitted to her so easily, ready to do whatever she said no matter how demeaning. But that was the position I was in. My cock ached inside the chastity device, and I knew the pain as well as the pleasure my beautiful roommate was capable of delivering. At least in the privacy of my bedroom, I was spared for a moment their mockery. 
 
    Reaching up to my neck, I unbuckled the collar and tossed it onto my bed. In a kind of trance, I gathered together some clothes and pulled them on. It all felt so unreal, so impossible and unbelievable. And yet it was really happening. Fully dressed, I stepped out of my bedroom and headed toward the door of the apartment. 
 
    "Get us some beer, too," Emma called after me. "Matt wants something to drink." 
 
    "Yes, Goddess." As I stepped out of the door of the apartment into the hallway of our building, their delighted laughter pursued me. 
 
    In a daze, I rode the elevator down to the lobby of the building. I knew the pharmacy she meant, a small store just across the street. I wandered through the aisles like a ghost, picking out some sexual lubricant and trying not to think about why I was doing it. I had the strange feeling the cashier would somehow know that it wasn't for me, that I had been sent on an errand by a demanding dominatrix. But of course, that was impossible. Still, shame burned inside me, shame that pursued me as I walk half a block to the nearest liquor store. Pulling a sixpack from the fridge, I mutely paid for it. Something told me Emma would not reimburse me. And here I was, buying beer for the man who was fucking the woman I wanted more than anything in the world. Somehow, Emma had found a way to make the simple act of buying beer into something darkly sexual. 
 
    Reentering the apartment building, I got into the mercifully empty elevator and rode it up to our floor. Each second that passed brought me closer to them only increased my nervousness and fear.  
 
    Letting myself into the apartment, I headed towards Emma's bedroom. I stepped inside, my purchases in my hands. They both lifted their heads as I entered. Nothing seemed to have changed. Matt was still lying there in Emma's bed completely naked, and she was still dressed in her fetish outfit that revealed more than it hid. I wondered if they had been talking about me, and tried to push the thought away. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “I brought you what you wanted, Goddess,” I said, holding out my purchases like offerings. 
 
    "And you come to me wearing clothes in my bedroom? Go strip and then report to your goddess." 
 
    "Yes, Goddess," I said as meekly as I was able. Chastised, I returned to my own bedroom. Setting aside the beer and lube, I stripped off until I was wearing nothing but the chastity device. Picking up the purchases, I carried them back to Emma's bedroom. 
 
    “That’s better,” Emma said. Her smile was menacing and predatory as she rose up from the mattress, climbing onto her knees. “Give Matt a beer.” 
 
    Wordlessly, I pulled a can from its plastic ring and stepped around the bed, offering it to her lover. Without a word, he took it and cracked it open, taking a gulp. Meanwhile, Emma moved on the bed. Her sexy outfit creaked as she crawled toward the foot of the bed, and her high heel thumped as she stepped on the floor. Soon, she was standing in front of me. Her proximity seemed only to increase the powerful hold she had over me. She always looked like a goddess. But the closer she was to touch me, the more I felt like worshiping her. 
 
    "Undress me," she said sternly. "I fucking love what this outfit does to you boys, but I want to be a bit more comfortable. Take it off me." 
 
    "Yes, Goddess." Setting the lube and beer on the floor, I went about my task. Smiling, Emma turned her back on me. I unfastened the laces of her corset. Slowly, I loosened it until I could remove it completely. Emma heaved a deep sigh while I set it on the floor.  
 
    Then, I got on my knees and began to pull down the zippers of her tall boots. She lifted one foot at a time, and I carefully slid the boots off her feet, setting them down on the floor next to the corset.  
 
    Finally, she turned to face me. The double zipper of her catsuit confused me for a moment, until I realized I needed to pull the one zipper back down between her legs and up over her ass, covering her sex again before pulling down the other zipper that dangled between her breasts. Inch by inch, I slid the cleaning latex of her body, while my cock surged and throbbed desperately in its plastic prison. I was breathless with desire, haunted by her beauty as I stripped her naked. Finally, the catsuit lay in a black pool at her feet, and I slid it off as she stepped out of it. The outfit had made her look wildly sexy, but having her standing naked in front of me was no disappointment. Emma looked absolutely incredible, and she knew it. She stood above me with her hands on her hips, her body finally completely exposed, making every cell of my own body long for her even when such a thing was impossible. 
 
    "Get me ready for him," Emma said, smirking triumphantly down at me. "Lube up my pussy so he can fuck me better." 
 
    Over on the bed, Matt gasped. Or maybe it was my own gasp I was hearing, the expression of deep shock at the latest wild request my goddess was making of me. But Emma never joked about these things. I knew she was serious. And the call of her pussy hovering in front of me was too great to ignore. Numb, I reached slowly for the bottle of lube that sat on the bedroom floor. Popping off the cap, I squirted some into my hands. It never even occurred to me to get off my knees. Somehow, it seemed like exactly where it should be. Kneeling on the floor at her feet as I reached a trembling hand up between her legs, my fingers glistening with lubrication. 
 
    "That's it. Get it right in there," Emma said. And as I slid my shiny hand over her sex, my goddess moaned in pleasure. The moans grew louder as I slid two fingers inside her stretched pussy, smearing the lubricant deep inside her. My cock ached at the feeling of my fingers sliding easily in and out of her dripping sex, and ached even more as she moaned in obvious pleasure. Carefully, I moved my fingers faster, pulling them up inside her, seeking her G spot. I didn't think too carefully about what I was doing. Maybe I had some vague hope that if I pleased her enough, she would give me what I wanted. As unlikely as that seemed, it was all I had to hold onto. 
 
    But just like she always did, Emma quickly dashed my hopes. 
 
    "Enough," she said. Her hand gripped my wrist, and she sighed as she slid my fingers out of her body. "Stay there. I like you on your knees. Now, for being such a good boy, you get to watch your goddess get fucked again. Won't that be fun for you?" 
 
    "Yes, Goddess," I groaned, my voice dripping with lust and desire. Throwing back her head, Emma laughed out loud at my total submission to her will. 
 
    

  

 
  
                
            
   
    14. Tamed By A Goddess 
 
      
 
    "You did what?" 
 
    Caitlin's brown eyes were as round as saucers as she looked at her friend. She sat on our sofa in the living room, her light blue skirt sliding up her silky thighs as she crossed her legs. Emma sat beside her, one leg up on the couch as she turned to face her friend. Her face was shining with delight as she told the full story of my complete humiliation, my pathetic submission to her that had taken place a few days before. 
 
    "I made him watch me get fucked," Emma said, trying to be casual even as joy bubbled in her voice. "Matt fucked me over and over, and chastity boy here had to watch. Sometimes, I'd make him hold up my leg or help me get into some other position so that we could fuck more. But he didn't get to cum. Chastity boys don't get orgasms. That's the whole point." 
 
    "This is unbelievable," Caitlin said, her blonde hair moving on her shoulders as she shook her head. "I can't believe he lets you treat him this way." 
 
    "He doesn't have much of a choice," Emma said, and I felt a thrill of wild desire as she turned her deep blue eyes toward me. "I've taken full control of his orgasms now. If he ever wants to cum, he has to do exactly as he's told. Isn't that right, bitch?"  
 
    "Yes, Goddess." I was standing in the living room in front of them, on display like some kind of weird ornament. As always at home now, I wore nothing except the chastity device and a pair of Emma's panties stretched over it. All done in the service of humiliating me. And it was working. I felt ridiculous as I stood there in front of them, my manhood taken away, reduced to a pathetic servant. And of course, my cock ached desperately in the cage as the women mocked me. Infatuated with Emma as I was, there was no denying that Caitlin was also totally gorgeous. And I was in a heightened state of arousal, more vulnerable than ever to their feminine charms.  
 
    Emma was right. She hadn't let me cum that night. My goddess was near insatiable, but even she had her limits. She had tormented me with orgasm after orgasm until she was drunk with pleasure, her body trembling and shaking with exertion. When she had finally had enough, when she and her lover collapsed on the bed in a pool of their own sweat, their naked bodies shining in the afterglow of pleasure, Emma had dismissed me curtly.  
 
    The next morning, I had been summoned to watch Matt give my goddess a goodbye fuck. And once that was over, once he had left and Emma and I were finally alone together, she had told me to get on with my chores while she ignored me.  
 
    I hadn't had an orgasm since. And the memory of how Emma had looked in the throes of sexual passion tormented me every day, every hour, making me more desperate for sex with each passing moment. But there was no indication that Emma was going to give me what I wanted. 
 
    And as she spoke, Emma lifted the foot that was still on the floor, pointing her painted toes toward me. She was wearing yoga pants and a T-shirt, dressed casually for a day at home. But of course, she still looked incredible. The tight pants clung to her every curve, lifting and accentuating her butt and her thighs. And in the state of frustrated arousal I was in, she would've looked good wearing absolutely anything. 
 
    I got the message. Caitlin giggled, pressing her hand to her mouth as I dropped without a word to my knees on the living room floor. Cradling Emma’s foot gently in my hands, I began to kiss it in respectful worship. 
 
    "You have him so whipped," Caitlin said. "It's awesome. I knew there were guys out there like this, but I never met one." 
 
    "Or you didn't meet one who would admit to it," Emma said. "I mean, bitch boy here is a natural submissive. That much is clear. But he didn't even know that until he met me. Did you?"  
 
    "No, Goddess." 
 
    "See? Sometimes, you just have to bring out of them. Sometimes, I wonder if it's possible to make any man into a slave. That would be a fun challenge, I think. Finding a man who's naturally an alpha male and turning him into a pathetic groveling slave like this." 
 
    "You're so kinky," Caitlin giggled. But of course, she was no slouch herself. Caitlin could play it as though this was all new to her if she wanted, but we all knew the truth. Caitlin got off on treating me badly just as much as Emma did. And when she wanted to be, Caitlin could be quite a formidable dominatrix in her own right. She might not have Emma's natural authority or her kinky creativity. But Caitlin had no problem ordering me around. And the more she did it, the more her confidence seemed to grow.  
 
    Sometimes, I sensed that Emma was using me to create a dominatrix in her own image out of her friend. Not that I was complaining. I didn't dare. Besides, as I kneeled on the floor, humbly kissing Emma's foot, I was trembling with sexual excitement. The only thing hotter than serving my beautiful goddess was serving her and her friend at the same time. My cock ached as much as ever inside the tight confines of the chastity that enclosed it as I wondered what these two beauties were going to do to me that day. 
 
    "I bet you could do it, though," Caitlin went on. I didn't look up, but somehow, I could feel her eyes turn to me she spoke. I could almost hear the gears turning in her brain as she thought. "I mean, I saw what you were wearing. You looked fucking incredible." 
 
    "Thank you," Emma said with a smile. "Bitch boy here certainly seemed to like it. Matt did too, actually."  
 
    "Of course he did. It was fucking sexy," Caitlin responded. "What's it like wearing something like that?" 
 
    "It's tight," Emma said. "Like, really tight. At first, it feels a little bit suffocating. After a minute or two, you get used to it. Wear it for a while, and it starts to feel like you're not wearing anything at all. Like a second skin. Plus, contact through it feels amazing. It sort of heightens everything in some weird way. It's fun." 
 
    "I could see that," Caitlin murmured. For a moment, silence fell in the living room. The only sound was that of my lips smacking against Emma's foot as I continued to kiss. I knew better than to stop without being told to. And while the girls might have fallen silent, sexual tension crackled in the air. At least, it seemed like it did to me. I hoped it did. My only realistic chance of getting any kind of pleasure was if these women got excited enough to use me. 
 
    “You want to try it on?” Emma suddenly said. 
 
    "Are you serious?"  
 
    "Why not? You're my size. I think you'll look amazing in it. And it will probably blow this bitch's mind to see you dressed up like a real dominatrix." 
 
    “No kidding,” Caitlin murmured. Glancing up from Emma’s toes, I felt another tremor of desire raced through me. 
 
    "What do you think, chastity boy? Would you like to see Caitlin all dressed up in my latex catsuit that you love so much?"  
 
    "Yes, Goddess," I said as humbly as I could manage. "Yes please, Mistress Caitlin." 
 
    “God, I love it when he calls me that.” 
 
    "I know, right?" Emma grinned. "Actually, this works out well. Because I recently bought a little outfit for you, bitch boy. If you want to see Caitlin dressed up my catsuit, you need to agree to wear what I tell you." 
 
    "Yes, Goddess." The girls giggled together at my easy compliance. But Emma knew the truth as well as I did. I was already wearing her panties in front of her friend. If she wanted me to wear anything, she only had to give the order. The chastity device locked onto my cock made sure of that. 
 
    "Okay. Good. This will be fun. A nice game of dress-up. Go to your room for now, slave boy. I'll call you when we're ready to play with you again." 
 
    "Yes, Goddess." Carefully setting Emma's foot down on the floor, I crouched, about to stand. But Emma stopped me with a single word. 
 
    "Wait," she said. "Where do you think you're going? Kiss Mistress Caitlin's feet before you go." 
 
    "Yes, Goddess. Sorry, Mistress Caitlin." 
 
    As I returned to my knees on the floor and began to crawl toward her, Caitlin burst out laughing. Once again, I felt the sting of shame. But it didn't matter, I told myself. Nothing mattered except that I keep these women happy. The threat of pain and the promise of pleasure glittered in front of me, driving me to keep doing what I was doing no matter how ridiculous I might feel. My position was clear. 
 
    Caitlin's skin was warm against my lips as I bent forward and kissed first one foot, then the other. She smiled down at me, practically squirming in her seat with excitement. Once I had performed this act of submission, I rose to my feet and walked toward my bedroom. Behind me, I heard the girls stand up and head for Emma's room. There was nothing I could do but wait. 
 
    Sitting on my bed, I sighed quietly. Everything had moved so fast. There was once a time when stepping over the threshold of the room would have freed my cock, but that time was gone. I had never imagined back then how much I would miss even that tiny freedom. If I could, I would have touched myself right there and then, overcome by the sexual promise today held. Of course, that was the point. Emma had taken that ability away from me, and by doing so, she had ensured I would go along with whatever she said. I tried not to think about what they were planning in the next room as I listened to them talk in low voices, giggling occasionally as they got dressed. After all, I would find out what they were planning soon enough.  
 
    And the thought of seeing Caitlin dressed up in the fetish outfit that had so enchanted me when Emma wore it make sure my cock kept throbbing pointlessly inside its plastic prison. 
 
    "Okay, bitch. Get in here." Emma raised her voice from the next room, and Caitlin laughed. Rising from the bed, I reported to Emma's room at once. As I stepped through the open doorway, I gasped. 
 
    Caitlin stood in the middle of the room, her hands on her hips. Her body glowed in the tight latex catsuit, her feminine form sculpted and enhanced by the black corset she wore over the top. She had tied her blonde hair back in a long ponytail, and her cleavage swelled in the open zipper of the catsuit above the cups of the corset. Though not quite as well endowed as my goddess, Caitlin still had a voluptuous body, and the catsuit and corset emphasized that to the fullest. Not to mention the thigh-high boots that completed the outfit, the same ones I had worshiped so desperately when Emma wore them. The memories of that long day never really left me, but they all came rushing back when I saw Caitlin wearing what Emma had worn that day. In her own way, she, too, look like a goddess. Some dark goddess of sex that deserved to be worshiped. 
 
    But Emma had gotten changed too. No more T-shirt and yoga pants. Now she stood beside her friend with her body displayed in some unbelievable lingerie.  
 
    She wore a corset too, a dark red garment trimmed in black that pulled her already narrow waist in tight and pushed her mouthwatering breasts high up on her chest. I watched the soft flesh bounce as she breathed, her bare shoulders calling to me as I stood astonished in front of her. Below the corset, she wore a pair of thigh-high stockings that disappeared into some knee-high black leather boots. She wore no panties. Her pussy was completely exposed, and my eyes dropped to it at once without me even thinking about it.  
 
    Again, I was struck by how uninhibited she was in front of her friend. Then again, that was the way Emma was. Even before we started playing these wild games, she had always been the sexually uninhibited type. She had no shame about what she did or who she did it with. That was part of what made her so wildly exciting to someone like me, deeply ashamed as I was of my own submissive urges. 
 
    Beautiful as the girls looked, it took me a minute to even notice what Emma was holding in her hands. When I did, I froze in fear. She was holding the riding crop she had used on me when she and Caitlin first took control of me. I hadn't seen it since, but I still remembered its sting. It wasn't as though Emma needed any more weapons to help her control me, to help her modify my behavior to best suit her. But that was what my goddess wanted. 
 
    "How do we look, chastity boy? Is your little dick trying to get hard in the prison I put it in?" Caitlin giggled as her friend spoke, a girlish sound that seemed slightly incongruous coming from someone who looked like such a dominant mistress. 
 
    “Yes, Goddess,” I said, my voice slightly horse as I cleared my throat. “You both look amazing.” 
 
    "Good. I bet you wish you could fuck us right now, don't you?"  
 
    “Yes, Goddess.” 
 
    "Do you think you're worthy of that privilege?"  
 
    “No, Goddess.” 
 
    "No. Of course not. It's good that you're finally learning your place." I almost jumped as Emma's riding crop suddenly whistled through the bedroom air, even though I was still out of its range. She used it like a wand, pointing at the floor of her bedroom.  
 
    "Get on your knees where you belong, chastity boy," Emma ordered. And Caitlin laughed again as I immediately did what I was told. 
 
    "You know what to do, slut," Emma said, her voice dripping with scorn as she spoke. "Crawl over here and grovel at the feet of your superiors." 
 
    "Yes, Goddess." Once again, I did as I was told. Ignoring the shame that raged inside me, I crawled across the floor to where they waited. I kissed Emma's feet as humbly as I could, pressing my lips to the leather of her boots. Then I moved to Caitlin. I trembled as I kissed those boots again, the ones I had worshiped when Emma wore them that had lost none of their charm now they were on Caitlin's feet. 
 
    Abruptly, the riding crop whistled through the air. I cried out as Emma struck my ass. The thin fabric of her panties provided no protection from the stinging blows as she delivered them quickly, two hard slaps on each of my ass cheeks.  
 
    "Are you going to be a good boy today and do what we tell you?"  
 
    "Yes, Goddess," I said, my mouth mere inches from Caitlin's feet. The question was redundant. I always did exactly as I was told. But Emma loved to reinforce my submission, especially in front of an audience. 
 
    “Good. Stand up. It’s time for you to see your new uniform.” 
 
    I rose to my feet. My ass burned from the stinging blows, and my cheeks burned with shame as I stood in front of the women. Caitlin's eyes were shining with delight as she looked at me, saying nothing.  
 
    Meanwhile, Emma turned toward her bed. There was something there, some black garment draped over the mattress. Picking it up, she turned to me. 
 
    "This is what you wear around the house from now on," Emma said. My heart sank as I looked at what she was holding out. And Emma's glowing eyes stared at me over the top of it, as though daring me to defy her. As though challenging me to say something. "I mean, you obviously have a bit of a thing for latex," she said, a sly smile spreading now across her beautiful face. "There's no reason why we should be the only ones wearing it. And since you do all my chores and attend to all my personal needs, it makes sense that you should look the part. From now on, you're going to be my slutty little maid." 
 
    Caitlin couldn't help herself. Laughter burst out of her, a joyful sound of disbelief that made her shoulders shake, her breasts bouncing in the open front of the catsuit. My cock raged inside its tiny prison while humiliation flowed through me. Emma was always looking for the next level, always ready to push things further. I wasn't surprised at that. Still, the details of what she had planned stunned me. I had never had any desire to wear women's clothing, but now my goddess wanted me to wear a dress. And even though I knew I had no choice, at least if I wanted any kind of sexual pleasure from her anytime soon, my mind rebelled at the thought of this latest humiliation. 
 
    But the girls were waiting. They might both be smiling, barely able to conceal their amusement at my plight. But I knew that Emma wasn't joking. The dress she intended me to wear looked tiny, far too small for me. But I knew I was going to have to try. 
 
    "Let's get it on you and see how it looks," Emma said. "Caitlin, can you grab that bottle of lube? We're going to need to lube him up to get this thing on." 
 
    "Okay," Caitlin grinned. She turned, and my eyes followed her, drawn to the round shape of her ass as it strained against latex. She picked up the bottle of lube from Emma's bedside table and squirted some into her hands, her eyes on me the whole time. Emma set aside the riding crop on the bed and held out her own hands, and Caitlin gave her some lube too. With shining hands, both of them stepped toward me. I groaned as they touched me, running their hands all over my body. Emma massaged my chest and stomach and back, while Caitlin bent forward to rub the slick material over my legs. Touch-starved as I was, the feeling of four women's hands sliding over my body was incredible. I couldn't help myself. I reached out toward Emma, drawn helplessly to her beautiful body. Still smiling, she slapped my hand away. 
 
    "No touching," she warned. "A maid doesn't touch his goddess without permission." 
 
    "Yes, Goddess." The words tumbled easily from my lips now, an automatic response to my roommate's voice. Put back in my place, I lowered my hand to my side. I stood there like a statue, trying to control my raging desire as the women lubricated my body. When they were finished, my skin was shining. 
 
    "Okay." Again, Emma picked up the black latex dress. It shone in her hands as she handed it to me. "Put it on."  
 
    Her eyes stared deep into mine as she spoke, and again, I got the sense of a challenge in her stare. As if she was daring me to disobey her. As though she was curious to see how far she could push me. But she should have known that if I had had any ability to resist her, I would have shown it already. Instead, I meekly did as I was told.  
 
    Carefully, I stepped into the dress, feeling the eyes of both women watching me. Slowly, I pulled it up my body. It was incredibly tight. I could see it once why they had applied lube to me first. But inch by inch, I pulled the dress up my legs, over my locked cock.  
 
    The latex creaked and squeaked as I tugged at it, pulling it into position. Neither of the women helped at all. They were content to watch, to stand there looking sexy and enjoying my humiliation. Finally, I slid my arms through the short sleeves of the dress. The dress clung as tightly to my body as the latex catsuit did to Caitlin's, but I didn't look stunning like she did. I didn't need to see a mirror to know I looked completely ridiculous. I looked like what I was, a man in a dress. And even while my cock surged inside the chastity device that created a visible bulge in the front of the tight garment, I felt totally disgraced. 
 
    "Turn around," Emma said, twirling a finger in the air. I did as I was told. My movements were hindered by the tight skirt that pulled my thighs together like a giant rubber band. The skirt reached past the midpoint of my thighs, and the feeling of restriction was new to me. The dress grew even tighter as Emma stepped up behind me and closed the zipper in the back. Then, she began to pull on some laces. My breathing got shallower as the dress pulled in tighter, a kind of corset built into the garment shrinking my waist. When Emma tied off the laces, I was forced to breathe from the top of my chest.  
 
    Looking down at myself, I could see just how ridiculous I looked. My artificially narrowed waist gave me a more feminine form, but it was completely undercut by the bulge of the chastity device and my hairy legs underneath the skirt. Still, the whole point was to make me look ridiculous. I knew that. 
 
    "Now for the best bit," Emma said. Stepping away from me for a moment, she turned to pick something up from her bedside table. Returning to stand behind me, I felt her tugging at some part of the dress. Then there was a metallic click. Behind me, Caitlin laughed. 
 
    "It locks on," Emma said. I could hear the smirk in her voice as my blood ran cold in my veins. "He can't take it off unless I let him. Which I might not do for a long time. I mean, I kind of like the idea of having a live-in fetish maidservant. Turnaround." 
 
    Those last words were addressed to me. I turned on the spot to face the two women, trembling with shame and desire. Caitlin looked me up and down, grinning broadly while Emma turned back to the bed. She picked up something else, a small white scrap of cloth. Reaching around me, she tied it into place. A white frilly apron now covered the bulge of my chastity device, completing the outfit and leaving no doubt as to what I was supposed to be. Once Emma's roommate, I had now become her sexually frustrated and humiliated maid. 
 
    “It looks ridiculous,” Caitlin giggled. 
 
    "I know," Emma murmured, her blue eyes shining as she looked me up and down. "But I like it. One more humiliation to remind him of his place. We'll have to do something about those legs, though. Maybe I'll book you in for a waxing appointment. You can't have hairy legs if you're going to be wearing skirts from now on. Maybe some makeup too. I mean, you're never going to be pretty like us. But you should do your best to look good for us." 
 
    "Yes, Goddess." There was nothing else I could say. Emma had already tamed me completely, driving away every shred of defiance I once had. And the outfit she had put me in only seemed to compound that, to make me feel even more submissive to her kinky whims. 
 
    "There are shoes that go with it, too," Emma said. "High heels. Ever walked in heels before, slut?"  
 
    “No, Goddess.” 
 
    "We'll have to train you how to do that properly. But first, there's another duty I'd like you to perform. One of a maid's most important tasks, in fact." 
 
    Emma sat down on the bed. I watched transfixed as she spread her legs, her bare pussy framed by the bottom of her corset and the tops of her stockings. She pointed toward it with a single finger, and almost before I knew what I was doing, I dropped to my knees. The clinging dress made movement difficult, but I managed to get on the floor without falling. Then, I began to crawl toward her. 
 
    Above me, Caitlin cackled as she watched. And Emma smiled too, pleased with my wordless obedience. Still, she had other plans for me. 
 
    "Take this," she said, picking up the riding crop that sat beside her and handing it to her friend. "Beat this slut's ass until he makes me cum." 
 
    "Okay," Caitlin giggled. I felt the vibration of her high-heeled footsteps on the floor as she circled around behind me. Frozen in fear, I gazed up at my beautiful mistress, humiliated and nervous about what was going to happen. But Emma was in the full flow of arousal now, her sadism coming to the fore as she reached forward and grabbed a fistful of my hair. 
 
    "Get that bitch tongue in my pussy, slave," she snarled, yanking on my hair and guiding me between her legs. The smell of her passion filled my nostrils as I breathed in. My cock surged inside the chastity device as I ran my tongue over her sensitive lips. The taste of my roommate's pussy was infinitely familiar to me now, but that never did anything to lessen the desire I always felt when I tasted her. A desire that I knew wasn't about to be granted anytime soon. 
 
    The riding crop whistled through the air. I cried out as I felt it strike my ass. The latex dress that strained around my hips offered only the slightest protection, and I still felt the sting of the whip as Caitlin beat me. 
 
    “Oh, that feels good when he groans between my legs,” Emma said. “Beat him harder. Really let him have it. He needs to learn the consequences if he doesn’t please us as our slut maid.” 
 
    I groaned as another blow landed on my raised ass, and Emma moaned in pleasure at the vibrations against her pussy. I licked her desperately, eager to give her an orgasm in the hope that Caitlin would stop beating me. And as I crouched there on the floor on hands and knees, totally humiliated and made to serve these two dominant goddesses, I knew with startling clarity that the final line had been forever crossed. Somehow, in that moment, I knew that things would never go back to what they were before. That right there, dressed in a fetish latex maid's outfit to serve Emma and her friend, I was beginning my new life. 
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