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Surrender to Her
 
    
 
   I was already naked, already powerless, already spread out before her. She had my arms and legs strapped down to the bed. The restraints were simple vinyl and Velcro, yet they held me completely.
 
   Once, just a couple of weeks ago, Marissa left me alone on the bed. Up until that point, I figured that the restraints were purely decorative. They were just Velcro. They weren't made from metal or rope or anything serious.
 
   But while she was out of the room, I started to pull and to tug. I worked my arms and I tried to twist my wrists, hoping that if I rotated to just the right angle, then I would be able to free myself.
 
   Yeah, it didn't work.
 
   Marissa must have been gone for at least five or six minutes, but no matter how hard I tried or strained, I still couldn't get up off the bed. And when she came back, she smirked at me. Somehow, she knew. She knew that I had tried to get away, and she understood just as well that I had failed.
 
   Then several weeks later, she had me naked and strapped down. At this point, she came back into the room, and she only had on her bra and panties. She looked exquisite, so perfectly beautiful.
 
   "There's something I'm going to tell you tonight," she informed me.
 
   "What is it, Mistress?"
 
   "Something important," she purred. She climbed up onto the bed, and she set herself between my legs. She examined my body, but something seemed different. As her eyes swept along my feet to my legs and torso, she didn't seem quite so...interested.
 
   I didn't understand it, but Marissa always knew how to surprise me. She knew how to keep me guessing.
 
   Although she had stripped out of her eveningwear, she still had on her makeup. Her lips practically glowed in the dark, an almost sinister shade of red. Her eyes were dark, and she reached down, touching me with her fingernails.
 
   "You look so delicious," she said. She ran her fingernails over my skin. She scratched me, leaving those hot red marks down the length of my chest. "I love having you like this. I love playing with you. You're always so much fun, Kyle."
 
   "Yes, mistress. Thank you, mistress."
 
   "Such a good boy. I've trained you so thoroughly, haven't I?"
 
   She had.
 
   For me, this wasn't any kind of effect of her game. Oh no, I had given myself to this woman, so she owned me. And why not? She was so perfect. We met about a year ago, and when I first set my eyes on her, I never imagined that I would get to talk to her, let alone see her naked or spend any real time with her.
 
   She was out of my league in every sense. He was gorgeous with that perfect body. From the smooth contours of her toned legs to her flat stomach, and her perfectly rounded breasts, Marissa looked more like a model than anything else. Except she was smart too. Despite her shining blonde hair and vivid blue eyes, she knew how to take in the world at a glance. She could arrive at the most complicated conclusions within the span of a few seconds.
 
   Currently, she scratched me again, only to watch me shiver. I started to pull against my restraints, hoping that I might be able to avoid her talons for a few more seconds. But no. Marissa had me right where she wanted me.
 
   Which meant I wasn't going anywhere.
 
   "You are such an interesting boy," she told me. "So much fun." She scratched me again, swiping her nails along my body. And then she reached it down for my cock. Of course, I was already hard.
 
   Getting to be in a room alone with Marissa always made me hard. She considered my cock. She stroked me, touching me gently. With one hand, she could scratch me, leaving claw marks. With the other, she could be so gentle.
 
   My body didn't know how to process those sensations warring through my body. My breath quivered, and I shook. I pulled against the restraints. I struggled, even though I didn't stand a chance of getting away.
 
   She stopped scratching me, and she focused all of her attention on my genitals. She rubbed me and squeezed me ever so lightly. She made sure that I came right up to the verge of an orgasm.
 
   "What, what can I do for you, Mistress?"
 
   Really, it was a stupid question. So often, she got wet just from seeing me struggle. She wanted to know that I was absolutely helpless. She craved my futile efforts. She yearned to hear me tweak helplessly.
 
   And she got it, especially as she touched me. Her soft, gentle caresses kept me so hard. I couldn't do anything, and then she got up onto her knees, and she stopped touching me. My eyes were locked on her body as she pulled off her panties. And there was her bush, her slit.
 
   She straddled me, lowering her body down. Her pussy was right there, just above my mouth.
 
   "You know what to do," she said. Did I detect just a note of boredom?
 
   If so, I didn't think about it.
 
   On the contrary, I licked her with everything I possessed. I did my best, pouring all of my effort into my tongue, into my mouth. I licked her gently at first, starting out slowly, just the way she liked. She was already wet, her clit engorged. But I can do better. I had to do better.
 
   This girl was so far out of my league...I had to please her!
 
   So I did my absolute best. I swirled the tip of my tongue around her clitoris, going a little bit faster. I traced patterns over her butt, doing anything and everything I could to make her feel alive and aroused.
 
   She remained above me, stationery, silent. For my part, I just focused.
 
   Then she started talking, and I could barely understand her. After all, I was so focused on her sex that I couldn't really think or process anything real. "Kyle, you are a good little slave. Whenever I come home, I know that you'll be here, and I know they'll do whatever I want."
 
   She didn't bother with any questions. She knew that she owned me. She knew that she had me.
 
   As I worshiped her pussy, I thought about one question. Was there anything I wouldn't do for this girl? If she ordered me to wear a collar in public, would I? Yes. If she decided to show me off to her friends, would I accept their giggles and laughter? Yes.
 
   Outside of games like this, Marissa already kept me in chastity. She locked me up, and she loved toying with me, especially when I took her out to dinner. She would order for both of us, and I would pay. But while we were out, Marissa would point out some of the other patrons, and she would ask what I thought of them. She would want to know if I thought any of them were more attractive.
 
   If I lied, she would punish me. She would take me right back into this bedroom, she would tie me down, face down, and she would fuck me with a dildo...after a thorough spanking.
 
   I accepted all of it because I knew that this girl owned me. Little by little, I gave myself up until I became her property. She became my Mistress, and I became her slave.
 
   To make matters worse, I was grateful for the position. I knew that she was better than me, smarter than me, more attractive than any girl I could ever hope to be with.
 
   As I felt her hips along my cheeks, I continued to lick, to swipe my tongue along her opening. My tongue danced over her clitoris, swirling and banking, sliding from side to side. I started to speed up, especially when she began to breathe just a little bit more heavily. This was the closest thing I could get to control, and I enjoyed it.
 
   "Good boy. Yes, just like that. That's right. That's what you can do for me. Yes!"
 
   She cried out one more time, and then her body shook as the orgasm pounded through her. She pulled her pussy away from my mouth, and she looked down at me. "Well done, slave."
 
   "Thank you, Mistress."
 
   Marissa went back to that spot between my legs, and she started to stroke me again. She played with my balls, and she teased my shaft. I was already so hard, but those desires pumping through my skin became even more intense. Every moment brought another wave of desire crashing down into my skin. I needed relief. I needed to come!
 
   Instinctively, I started to pull on the restraints. I stretched the straps as far as they would go, but that meant I was still tied down and still helpless.
 
   Marissa giggled. She just laughed because I was so adorable to her. At moments like this, I could fight with every ounce of willpower I possessed, but it still wouldn't make the slightest difference to her.
 
   "Are you ready for me to ride you, slave? Are you ready for me to fuck you again?"
 
   "Yes, yes Mistress!"
 
   "Just tell me one thing, slave. Why are you the slave? You're a boy. I'm sure you would rather be in charge."
 
   My eyes widened. She wanted a reason.
 
   "Mistress, you are in charge because you're better than me."
 
   "Obviously," she said. Marissa wasn't the kind of girl who believed in false modesty. "But what makes me better?" Her eyes sparkled with mischievous delight. She was having so much fun teasing me and taunting me. Really, she wanted to break me.
 
   My lips moved, and my voice dropped, but I still told her what she wanted to hear. "Because you're smarter than me."
 
   "Yes, I am," she said, and then she positioned herself above me again, only when she lowered her pussy back down, it wasn't toward my mouth. No, it was toward my cock.
 
   She teased me, touching her slit to the tip of my shaft once, then twice. Slowly, so slowly, with deliberate cruelty, she took her time. But little by little, she enveloped my cock, taking me into her. At the same time, she moved just slowly enough that I wouldn't be able to climax right away. She kept her body relaxed until she was right on top of me.
 
   "You know the rules, slave. You aren't allowed an orgasm until I give you permission. Say it."
 
   "I'm not, I'm not allowed an orgasm until you give me permission, Mistress."
 
   Marissa reached down, and she tapped my face. She grinned, her features lit with aroused cruelty. She loved being in charge. She loved having every ounce of power in our relationship. And that's why she started to ride me, moving up then down, forward and back.
 
   "Struggle for me, slave. I love watching you fight, knowing that you can't possibly win."
 
   This time, I didn't acknowledge her words, but I did exactly what she wanted. I started by trying to kick my way free. Marissa just laughed. I pulled against my restraints, only to try to punch my arms away, and she laughed some more. That sound vibrated through my body. She was teasing me, watching as I worked with every ounce of strength I possessed, and we both knew that it wouldn't be good enough. Like it or not, I was helpless underneath her.
 
   "C'mon, slave. You can do better than that," she mocked.
 
   Gritting my teeth, I tried again. My face was flushed, my heart was pounding, and I didn't know how much more energy I possessed, but I tried anyway. I bucked and thrashed about it, but I still couldn't get away. I couldn't even knock her off balance.
 
   But she loved it. She loved the way my cock rammed up into her slit. She growled and purred, like a feline playing with her prey.
 
   I fought harder. I battled my straps, but they still held me down. No matter how I kicked or thrashed, I still couldn't get away! And Marissa just kept laughing. The sounds of her excited cackling filled the room until she finally settled back down.
 
   "May I, may I have an orgasm?"
 
   "No."
 
   Her answer cut through the air, stifling my hopes.
 
   "Please, Mistress! I don't think I can take this anymore!"
 
   "Too bad," she answered. "You're going to stay right where I put you. And you aren't going to enjoy it until I give you permission," she said. She reached it down, and she pressed her fingernails into my shoulders, her claws digging down into my skin.
 
   As I tried to wiggle free, Marissa just enjoyed herself. She stayed for my futile struggles, the way my hips moved about. She loved having my cock right inside of her, like I belonged to her. Because I did. I was hers, every ounce, every inch.
 
   And that's when she opened her eyes, and she looked right down into my face. "Kyle, there's something you should know. I'm getting bored with you. You're a good slave, and you try so hard, and I'm definitely going to keep you, but I've come to a conclusion."
 
   Those words washed over me. I didn't know what I was supposed to feel. I didn't know how I was supposed to react.
 
   "Mistress? What, what can I do better?"
 
   "Nothing," she told me.
 
   Was she dumping me? Was my Mistress going to tell me that my time with her was done? Just a moment ago, my skin had been bright red, radiating heat. Now it felt like cold ice water ran just beneath the surface of my skin. My heart pounded wildly, and I didn’t know how to deal with those shifts.
 
   "Don't worry. I'm not getting rid of you, slave. I'm still going to have lots of important duties for you. But there's one thing you should know. I'm going to need a real man in my life, and that's just not you. You have a great little mouth, but your cock just isn't good enough."
 
   My lips tightened together, and I didn't know what to say. Certainly, I couldn't argue with my Mistress.
 
   "Tell me you're going to be a good boy, no matter how I use you or how humiliating you find it to be."
 
   "I'll be a good slave, Mistress," I replied automatically. "I belong to you, as long as you’ll have me."
 
   "Now you can come," she told me.
 
   Despite the news, my cock throbbed, and it pulsated as I surrendered.
 
   Marissa giggled, and she ran her fingers through my hair. She held me down, some of her weight braced against my forehead. "You're going to help me find him. You're going to help me find a real man who will satisfy me because you can't," she said, her voice tickling at my eardrums. She barely whispered, yet I took in every single sound, every single syllable.
 
   The pleasure raced through my body even as I surrendered to the truth that my Mistress was about to take a lover, someone better than me.
 
   I kept pulling on my restraints, almost as though I could escape the truth.
 
    
 
   Several days later, I found myself sitting at a bar.
 
   I swallowed, and I took a sip from my soda. Everyone else in here was drinking beer or something harder. Not me. I couldn't get impaired.
 
   The seconds kept ticking by, and I looked around again and again. This place was relatively nice. I was the only one here alone. There was a couple out on a date, and I saw some friends drinking off toward the side. They looked like they were maybe old college buddies, here to have some fun away from their families.
 
   Then the door opened, and a man walked in. He glanced around, and his eyes immediately locked on mine.
 
   He walked up to me, and he nodded. "You're Kyle, aren't you?"
 
   "Yes," I answered. "And you're Nick."
 
   Nick had dark hair, a little bit of stubble along his cheeks, and he had on a dress coat, black pants, and shined shoes. Taken together, he looked like some executive. He was probably a little bit older than me, but he wielded that experience like an expert.
 
   I held out my hand. He considered my digits for a moment before sitting down. "I assume that Marissa wants you to the vet me, to determine if I'm acceptable."
 
   "Yes," I said.
 
   "Tell me, what is she looking for?"
 
   I blushed, especially because he didn't bother to lower his voice. The bartender, a pretty girl with shining black hair and a nose ring, glanced up. She was clearly eavesdropping on our conversation, but there was nothing I could do about it.
 
   "She's looking for a strong man, someone who will be able to keep up with her. Her lover needs to be intelligent and physically strong."
 
   "Good," he answered. "What else?"
 
   "He needs to be able to tolerate my presence," I said, lowering my voice. But then I made the mistake of glancing up, and the bartender's eyes met mine for just a second or two. She smirked. Maybe I even noticed a barely perceptible shake of her head.
 
   "And what are you, Kyle?"
 
   "I'm a slave," I told him. I hated admitting those words to someone else, especially this man. Perhaps I had fantasized, once or twice, about how it would feel if Marissa decided to show me off to her friends. But then, I would be an object of admiration. I would be her most valuable possession.
 
   "If you're a slave, shouldn't you be wearing a collar?"
 
   "Not tonight," I answered. Doing my best to regain some semblance of control over the conversation, I looked back at him. "Nick, do you have any other questions?"
 
   "No. But you don't address me by my first name. If you're a slave, you must address me as your superior."
 
   My lips parted, my mouth went dry, and I didn't know what to say.
 
   "I, I don't think I can do that."
 
   "If you can't, then I'm going to leave." His body shifted back ever so slightly. He meant it.
 
   At first, I didn't say anything, but then he started to slide off of his stool. "Yes, Sir."
 
   "Good boy," Nick said to me. When he talked down to me, he really did make it sound like I was just some animal, maybe a creature locked up at a zoo for the amusement of others.
 
   "Tell me, what is she like?"
 
   "She's a very beautiful woman. She has blonde hair, blue eyes, and a perfect body." As those words left my lips, I realized something. My fingertips were actually trembling.
 
   "I've already seen her picture. And yes, she is very lovely. But what I really want to know is, what is she like?"
 
   "She's strong. She's articulate, and she's very intelligent."
 
   "She's smarter than you, isn't she?"
 
   "Yes."
 
   Admitting the truth to a stranger was difficult enough, but Nick still wasn't satisfied. "Yes, what?"
 
   I locked my teeth together. I couldn't believe this. "Yes, Sir."
 
   "Does she realize that she won't be completely in charge if we both agree to this arrangement?" Obviously, the "we" in his question didn't refer to me.
 
   "Yes, she isn't interested in another slave, Sir. She wants an equal."
 
   "Good. Then bring me to her."
 
    
 
   Nick decided to sit in the back seat of my car. Somehow, that surprised me, but then I realized what he was doing. As my superior, he didn't want to sit next to me, and he wouldn't lower himself to driving my car.
 
   As much as I hated to admit it, he was perfect for Marissa. He was smart, strong willed, and a perfect male specimen.
 
   Part of me wanted to call this whole thing off. Technically, I was supposed to be the gatekeeper, so it would be easy enough. And yet, I couldn't do it. If I tried, Marissa would take one look at me, and she would know that I derailed her plans on purpose.
 
   So instead, I drove back through the city. I parked in the garage underneath the condominium, and I got out. I didn't say anything to Nick. He seemed perfectly comfortable in the silence.
 
   Time seemed to stretch and compress every second. It didn't make any sense. On the one hand, everything was happening so fast. On the other, every moment felt like an especially slow, agonized torment.
 
   When we got to the door, I unlocked it, and Nick sauntered in. He looked around, taking in his surroundings.
 
   The condominium was relatively nice. It had an open design with one big couch, a large screen TV, and the kitchen off to the side. The granite countertops were clean. Everything in here was clean. Marissa insisted that I scrub her home from top to bottom before we had any visitors.
 
   "Knock, knock," he called out.
 
   Marissa came out of the bedroom and down the hallway. She had on a white summer dress. She looked lovely, especially with her hair tied back into that neat French braid. "Nick," she said.
 
   "The slave was right. You are beautiful," he said. Nick walked up to her, and he reached into his coat pocket. He took out a small box and held out his hand.
 
   It was a blue with a red ribbon. She considered the offering for a moment before plucking it from his hand. She untied the ribbons and opened it. "Lovely," she said. "Much nicer than anything the slave has ever bought me."
 
   "That's hardly fair. I'm sure I make more than him."
 
   "Definitely," Marissa replied. "But we both know that this isn't about gifts or money, don't we?"
 
   "Absolutely," he agreed.
 
   "And what is this about?" Marissa asked.
 
   "You're testing me."
 
   I could only watch them, and as I did so, I realized something. I was watching a pair of predators circle one another as they tried to decide what kind of balance of power would be mutually beneficial. Or maybe they would just attack one another.
 
   With every second, I kept hoping that maybe it wouldn't work out. I was rooting for Nick to make a mistake, to utter the wrong word or to try to pull off the wrong gesture. But no, this man possessed a natural charisma and ease around women that made it simple for him to get what he wanted.
 
   "Absolutely," she agreed. "But then, I get the impression that you're the kind of guy who can enjoy a little bit of testing."
 
   "This is about pleasure. This is about satisfaction," he replied. He moved a little bit closer, and Marissa didn't seem to mind. He was taller than me, taller than her. And as he looked down into her eyes, he tilted his head to the side, and lowered the corner of his mouth into a cocky smirk.
 
   When he leaned down to kiss her, I kept hoping to hear the sound of a slap. I wanted my Mistress to shove him away, to demand that he get out.
 
   But no, he ran his fingers along the back of her neck, and he leaned in, to kiss her. Marissa didn't fight. In fact, she parted her lips ever so slightly, and they kissed, right there in front of me!
 
   I stood there, wishing that I had some command to follow. But no, I could only stand there and do my best to pretend that I was little more than furniture.
 
   They kissed for several seconds, perhaps an entire minute. Their lips pressed up against one another. He kissed her gently at first, then more forcefully. Finally, he shoved her up against the wall, and he grabbed one of her wrists, lifting it up over her head. He held her just like that, and she started to moan.
 
   Then he pulled back.
 
   "Was I wrong?"
 
   "No, definitely not," Marissa replied, her breath strained.
 
   "Good," he said. "Would you like to have a drink?"
 
   "I would," she told him. For the first time since I came back with Nick, she turned her attention to me. "Slave, fetch us something to drink."
 
   Nick meandered around the living room, his attention especially drawn to the bookshelf. He admired her different titles. "You have eclectic taste," he said to my Mistress.
 
   Marissa walked up to him. She seemed to admire the lines of his frame for a few seconds before answering, "Thank you. I do try to broaden my horizons as much as possible. The world is so big and fascinating."
 
   "Tell me, how do you train your slave?"
 
   "I'm surprised you're curious."
 
   "Why is that?"
 
   "Because I imagine most guys would be pretty disgusted with someone like Kyle."
 
   By this point, I was back in the kitchen, pouring a pair of glasses of wine. I couldn't help but overhear. With every second, I wanted to block out the sounds of their voices, especially when they talked about me, but there was nothing I could do.
 
   "He's pathetic, all right," Nick agreed. "But being pathetic doesn't necessarily mean that he can't be interesting or useful. Like right now, for example." Just at that moment, I held out the glasses of wine for Nick and my Mistress.
 
   "Honestly, it wasn't difficult to train Kyle here at all. I think he has a naturally subservient personality. And it doesn't help that he's never been particularly successful with women, so when I started paying even just a little bit of attention to him, he became totally devoted. Isn't that right, slave?"
 
   "Yes, Mistress," I mumbled.
 
   "Speak up for your mistress," Nick snapped at me.
 
   "Yes, Mistress."
 
   "So," Marissa continued, "I started pushing him just a little bit at a time. On our first date, I knocked something onto the floor, and I told him to pick it up for me."
 
   "Perhaps he was just being a gentleman."
 
   "I had the same thought," Marissa allowed. "But on our second date, I started to push him a little bit more. I brought along a pair of panties, and I ordered him to wear them during our date."
 
   "Did he like that?"
 
   "It certainly made him hard. Of course, Kyle here tried to protest. He kept insisting that he didn't want to do it, but I could see that look of excitement in his eyes. He loves being owned by pretty girl, doesn't he?" Marissa took a sip of her wine, but her eyes moved back to me.
 
   "Yes, Mistress."
 
   "And how will the slave the part of this relationship?"
 
   Marissa considered the question for a few seconds. First, she kept her eyes on him. Then she glanced over at me. "I've taught him some tricks."
 
   "What sort of tricks?"
 
   "You enjoy blow jobs?"
 
   "Absolutely."
 
   "Good," she replied. And then, Marissa turned away from the conversation, and she practically glided back down to the bedroom. "Nick, slave, won't you join me?"
 
   "You're in for it now," Nick whispered to me. He handed the glass of wine to me, and then he sauntered back down the hallway, after my Mistress.
 
    
 
   I deposited the glass in the kitchen, and then I made my way back down the hallway. The span of carpet had never seemed so long to me before. And yet, I knocked gently on the door.
 
   "Enter," Nick called out.
 
   When I walked in, I found them both on the bed. He was on top of her, holding her down. He was kissing her, and she clearly loved every second of it. Once I entered the room, I didn't know what to do. I didn't know what I was expected to say or if I should just stay out of the way.
 
   Nick pulled off of her, and she rolled onto her side. "Slave, strip."
 
   "What?"
 
   "You heard your Mistress. Strip."
 
   I could hardly believe that I was being ordered around by this man. Yes, I was Marissa's slave at home, but when I stepped out of the front door, I have respect like any other person. Even if I obeyed this woman's every command, no one else knew. I didn't know how to react, not now, not when Nick was right there.
 
   Reluctantly, I pulled off my shirt. I slid my feet out of my shoes, and I rolled off my socks.
 
   Marissa practically growled at me, "Faster."
 
   I took off my belt and I dropped my pants. Now I only had on one last garment, my boxers. I really, really didn't want to discard them. I didn't want Nick to learn the truth about me. But then, Marissa had her eyes on me, and I stared at the floor. I hooked my thumbs into the elastic waistband of my underwear, and then I pulled the boxers down.
 
   "You keep him in chastity," Nick said. It wasn't a question.
 
   Indeed, my cock was locked away and imprisoned. A heavy, plastic band and looped around the base of my balls and up to the block just above my shaft. A plastic tube encircled my cock, making it impossible for me to get an erection while I wore this device.
 
   "I found that it makes him much more pliant and malleable."
 
   I made eye contact with Nick. That proved to be a mistake. His expression was filled with a mixture of disgust and pity. He was looking at me like I was the saddest animal at the zoo, locked up in a cage because I no longer had what it took to be a wild beast.
 
   "I assume it's better for him this way," Nick said after a few moments of consideration.
 
   "Unquestionably," Marissa said.
 
   "Kneel for us." Nick commanded. That was the first time he gave me a direct order in front of my Mistress.
 
   I looked back at my true owner, hoping that she would countermand his order. She didn't. Instead, she gave me a quick little nod. "Oh no, that's not acceptable," Nick announced.
 
   My mouth went dry. I was about to lick my lips and ask what he meant, but he kept going anyway. "Marissa, I think we can have a very beautiful relationship, if you are interested, but if you are going to have a slave, then he needs to recognize your authority as well as mine. If I give him a command, I expect him to obey."
 
   My eyes went wide. She whispered something to him. Although I couldn't hear exactly what she told him, I thought I caught the shape of the words. My skin turned white, and another dose of ice water seemed to run just beneath the surface of my skin.
 
   "That sounds fair," Marissa finally announced. She rolled off of the bed, and she walked over to me. "Kneel," she commanded.
 
   Because she was my Mistress and because I could never disobey her, I fell to my knees. I looked down at her dainty little feet. She had such adorable toes and such sexy arches. Everything about this girl really was perfect.
 
   "Slave, from this point forward, I will still be your Mistress."
 
   No, no, no. Please, don't say it! I silently begged her even as I kept my face aimed down at the carpet.
 
   "I'm going to be your Mistress, and Nick will be your Master."
 
   My breathing turned sharp and ragged. I opened my mouth, only to lock my teeth together. I didn't know what I was supposed to say.
 
   "Do you understand, slave?" Nick practically barked at me.
 
   I didn't say anything at first. He crossed the room, and he reached down, grabbing me by my hair. He pulled me up onto my feet, and he looked down into my eyes. His features blazed. He wasn't angry, but he was certainly in control. This was the alpha male in the room, the true beast.
 
   I was just a pet, domesticated and ultimately helpless. "Do you understand, slave?" Nick repeated.
 
   "Yes, Master."
 
   "Louder." Nick still wasn't satisfied.
 
   "Yes, master!" I told him.
 
   Off to the side, Marissa giggled. "This is getting me hot."
 
   "Tell me, do you give blow jobs, Marissa?"
 
   "No." Ever since we got together, she made a point that she would never, ever go down on me. As far as she was concerned, a blow job was fundamentally degrading. It meant being on her knees, using her mouth for someone else's pleasure. Of course, she didn't mind using my mouth for her pleasure, but then she owned me...
 
   "What about anal sex?"
 
   "Never," she said, wrinkling her nose.
 
   "Then it’s a good thing we have a slave."
 
   My eyes got big and wide.
 
   I turned back to Marissa, and I searched for some sign of shock or dismay. On the contrary, she was excited. She licked her lips, and she watched. "Marissa, can me grab us a pair of handcuffs, please?"
 
   My Mistress spun around fast enough to make her French braid lift up into the air, and she skipped over to the closet. Her movements seemed so light, so excited and happy. She reminded me a little bit of a school girl eager to play with a new puppy.
 
   She came back with a pair of handcuffs, genuine shackles designed to lock my wrists in place. Nick took them, and then he clicked them around my wrists. He didn't even bother to make sure we had a key.
 
   "Let's start off with a blow job," he announced. He stepped back, and he waited for me to crawl over to his feet.
 
   "No."
 
   This time, Marissa came over to me, and she crouched down. She touched the underside of my chin, and she looked into my eyes. She was so beautiful. "Slave, this is what I want. If you intend to serve me, then you need to serve your new Master as well. If he wants you to suck him off, then that's exactly what you're going to do. Remember, you are here to serve us."
 
   Not me.
 
   Us.
 
   "Yes, Mistress."
 
   "Apologize."
 
   Down on my knees, I turned myself back into his direction. "Master, I'm very sorry I was rude and disrespectful. Please, use me."
 
   "Does he have any experience sucking on cocks?"
 
   "I've had him suck on my dildo before," Marissa replied. "But this is going to be a new experience for him."
 
   "Good," Nick said. He took his time, stripping. He discarded his coat and he unbuttoned his shirt. He pulled off each layer, one at a time until he was down to his boxers. Then he pulled those off as well, and he stood there, in front of me.
 
   For the longest time, I kept staring down at the floor. Somehow, I didn't think I would really be able to suck on another man. And yet, if I wanted to be with Marissa, even as her servant boy, then I had to be obedient. If she wanted this, then my own desires became irrelevant.
 
   "Service me, slave."
 
   I moved closer and closer on my knees. Then I leaned forward. I braced my knuckles on the floor, and I licked his shaft. I barely slid my tongue along his contours before he grabbed me by my hair. "You can do better than that," Nick said.
 
   He forced his cock up against my mouth. I opened my lips, and he shoved his length deep into me.
 
   Right away, my gag reflex came to life. I inhaled and exhaled, doing my best to relax the muscles in my throat, but it was so difficult! I could barely get my body to cooperate.
 
   He pushed forward, only to pull back a moment later. I wrapped my lips around his hot flesh. He pumped me, working me harder and faster. He yanked on my hair, using me.
 
   "Not bad," Nick announced just a couple of heartbeats later. His cock was slick with my saliva. "Go fetch me a condom, slave."
 
   "What, what are you going to do?"
 
   "You'll find out soon enough," he replied without a hint of mercy.
 
   Obediently, I crawled across the room, moving as best as I could with the handcuffs still around my wrists. Near the headboard, I found the condoms, and I brought him one. He opened it, and he slid it over his cock. It was pre-lubricated, so he ordered me to bend over the bed.
 
   "What, what you going to do?" I asked again, my voice quivering.
 
   "Marissa, the slave keeps asking questions. Maybe you should spank him."
 
   "It would be my pleasure," she said, and she was telling the truth. I could hear the ecstasy in her voice. She couldn't wait to punish me. She came up to me, and she bent me over the bed herself. She had one hand on the nape of my neck. With her other, she started spanking me. Her hand flashed down again and again, striking into me.
 
   As an adult, as a man, I didn't think a girl would be able to make it sting quite like this. But Marissa knew exactly what she was doing. She slammed her palm down against the soft skin of my buttocks. Over and over again, she swatted me until my rear practically glowed with a mixture of blush and pain.
 
   "Are you done asking stupid questions?"
 
   "Yes," I said, only to add another word a half a second later, "Master."
 
   Marissa stepped aside, and Nick took her place. He positioned himself behind me, and I closed my eyes, waiting for the inevitable.
 
   Once, back in college, I met a girl who was more than willing to share some of her sexual fantasies. She told me that she had this idea in her head where she really wanted to see her boyfriend get plowed by another guy. Nothing turned her on more.
 
   I don't know if that girl ever got her fantasy fulfilled, but Marissa watched me, and her eyes were glowing with nothing but the light. In fact, her hand kept drifting down toward her crotch, like she yearned to start touching herself right away.
 
   Pressing my lips together, I did my best to ignore the sensations, but then he pushed his huge cock up against my opening, and he plunged in. At first, he was somewhat gentle, allowing my body to adjust. But then, he pushed deeper and deeper. I was getting claimed and taken by another man. Marissa had used me on countless occasions. It was his turn. He worked me slowly, building up momentum and speed with every second.
 
   And my body responded. Despite the chastity cage locked around my cock, I could feel the desires spinning through me. I didn't understand them. I couldn't explain them, but I looked over at Marissa, and she was biting down on her lower lip. I'd never seen her so horny.
 
   He pulled back away from me, leaving me exhausted and drained. He peeled off the condom, and he threw it away. "It's your turn to strip," he said to Marissa.
 
   She practically floated over to her new lover. She unzipped her skirt, and she lifted it up slowly. He wasn't satisfied. He yanked off her clothing, throwing the dress onto the floor. In the next moment, he started kissing her, and I tumbled down onto my knees. With my hands still cuffed together, I didn't know what I should do.
 
   Part of me wanted to just close my eyes or even leave the room altogether. It would have been easy. They weren't paying attention.
 
   And yet, could I leave my Mistress and Master without permission?
 
   No.
 
   So I stayed there, on my knees while he stripped her out of her bra and panties. Soon, she was completely naked and beneath him.
 
   He kissed her mouth first, his erect cock pressing down between her legs. She murmured something to him, and every sound she made turned me on, but she didn't let me out of my chastity cage. She wouldn't anytime soon either.
 
   Every few seconds, I wondered if maybe I should try to ask. Maybe I could beg or plead for a modicum of mercy. She could allow me to masturbate.
 
   And yet, to do so, I would have to interrupt.
 
   No way. I would never disappoint my Mistress or Master with such behavior. So I stayed down, and I watched, thinking about how she might not ever have sex with me again. That thought sent a cold chill running down my body. And yet, I wanted to be hers. Whether that meant her lover or her slave or her toy, I didn't even care. I was determined and dedicated to this woman.
 
   His hands roamed along her body. He touched her breasts, only to lean down and lick each nipple. He made her moan, and her back arched. She wanted more, but my Mistress wasn't going to start begging. Instead, she grabbed at him, and her fingernails scratched over his shoulder blades. She tried to roll him over, to fight.
 
   It didn't work. Those primal individuals struggled to see who would be on top. But he held her down, and he loved seeing that fight in her eyes, so he slid his cock right there, between her legs, into her slick pussy.
 
   He didn't need to go down on her. He didn't need to do anything at all but take what he already craved.
 
   Nick pushed into her, and he pulled back, letting every thrust send another wave of pleasure running through her body. Her nerves were probably crying out with desire until she panted. She kept scratching at him, but he worked her harder and faster.
 
   She cried out, and he grunted, growling like a wolf. He had his girl, and he wasn't about to let her go.
 
   They finished, he pulled back, and he looked down at her.
 
   Marissa must've been feeling very generous because she reached up for the headboard. She grabbed something, and she tossed it down onto the floor. "Go ahead. I know you want to," she said to me, her slave.
 
   Then I saw it, the key to my chastity cage. Tentatively, I picked it up. She was giving me permission.
 
    
 
   The End
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