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Taming General Crawford: A FemDom Experience

The evening sun cast a warm glow through the grand windows of the mansion as General Robert Crawford arrived, his heart beating with a mix of pride and trepidation. He had been summoned by Queen Catherine herself for a dinner in his honor. At the young age of twenty-nine, his victory in India had earned him notoriety and the promise of a prestigious award. As he stepped out of his carriage, the crunch of gravel beneath his boots echoed through the quiet evening, a stark contrast to the chaotic battles he had so recently left behind.

In the opulent dining hall, the Queen presided over the table with an air of regal poise. She was dressed in a gown that accentuated her voluptuous figure, and her stern gaze held a hint of amusement as she surveyed the young general. Throughout the meal, Crawford couldn't resist the urge to make subtle jests at the Queen's expense, assuming his valor and youth granted him a certain level of immunity. His heart fluttered as he watched the Queen's expression shift from amusement to something more calculated, something that made him feel like a moth drawn to a flame.

As the last course was cleared away, the Queen leaned over and whispered something to Marissa, who nodded and left the room with a knowing smile. Crawford felt a sudden pang of unease, but the Queen's hand on his thigh brought his attention back to her. "General," she purred, "I have a special surprise for you in my chamber." Her eyes gleamed with a mischief that belied her age.

Crawford followed her through the labyrinthine corridors of the mansion, his mind racing with possibilities. When they entered her chamber, the air was thick with the scent of sandalwood and candles. The Queen gestured to a velvet chair, and he sat down, his heart racing as he watched her move to a nearby dresser, her hips swaying with the grace of a much younger woman.

"You've been a naughty boy, General," she said, her voice low and sultry. "But fear not, I shall see to your... education." She stepped closer, her breath hot against his ear as she continued, "You see, I enjoy the company of strong men who know their place." Her hand slid up his leg and onto his crotch, giving his growing arousal a firm squeeze. "And tonight, you shall learn your place, my dear."

With that, she turned to Marissa and issued her command, "Strip him." The maid's eyes widened, but she obeyed without hesitation, her movements swift and efficient as she unbuttoned his jacket and waistcoat. The Queen's gaze never left Crawford's face, drinking in his discomfort with a wicked smile. His heart hammered in his chest as Marissa worked her way down, her own excitement palpable. His shirt followed, revealing his broad, muscular chest, and then his breeches, leaving him in nothing but his stockings and buckled shoes.

Marissa stepped back, and the Queen gestured imperiously with her foot, the embroidered slipper beckoning him closer. "On your knees," she ordered, and Crawford had no choice but to comply. The plush carpet felt soft against his skin as he sank to the floor, his eyes now level with the Queen's feet. They were small and delicate, with perfectly painted toes that seemed to wiggle in anticipation of his adoration.

The Queen's feet were adorned with the finest silk stockings, which ended at her ankles in a delicate lace trim. Crawford's hands trembled as he reached out to touch them, feeling the warmth of her skin beneath the fabric. He began to kiss the top of her foot, his lips brushing over the silk, inching closer to her toes. The Queen's breath hitched, and she leaned back in the chair, her fingers tracing the line of her neck as she watched him with a smug smile.

Marissa hovered nearby, her own desire evident in the way she bit her bottom lip. The Queen beckoned her closer, and the two women shared a knowing look before Marissa stepped behind Crawford, her hands resting on his broad shoulders. "Worship her feet," she murmured in his ear, her breath hot and heavy. He obeyed, his kisses becoming more fervent as he worked his way down to the arch of the Queen's foot, his tongue darting out to taste the sweetness of her skin.

The Queen's hand slid down to the back of his head, guiding him as he kissed along her foot, each caress bringing a new wave of pleasure to her body. Her toes curled with delight as he reached the tip of her big toe, his tongue flicking over the sensitive flesh. Crawford's own arousal grew, his phallus straining against the fabric of his stockings as he served his Queen.

Suddenly, she pulled her foot away, her expression stern. "Enough," she said, her voice crackling like a whip. "Marissa, tie his wrists to the chair."

Marissa grabbed Crawford's wrists, binding him to the chair. The Queen watched, her own arousal mounting as she saw the man who had once mocked her reduced to a quivering mass of need before her.

With Crawford secured, the Queen leaned back, her own desires now in full bloom. She lifted her skirts, revealing her own wetness to him, a silent demand that he not forget his place. Marissa stepped closer, her hand reaching for the Queen's sex, her fingers sliding easily inside.

The Queen's eyes fluttered closed, a soft moan escaping her lips as Marissa began to move her fingers in a slow, deliberate rhythm. Crawford watched, his mouth watering as he longed to taste her, to be a part of their intimate dance.

The Queen opened her eyes, her gaze locking with his once more. "You may watch," she said, her voice a velvet purr. "But do not dare to touch yourself. That is our privilege."

Crawford nodded, his eyes never leaving the sight of Marissa pleasuring the woman he had once thought to be untouchable. His phallus strained against his bonds, the anticipation of what was to come almost too much to bear. The Queen's breath grew ragged as Marissa's ministrations grew more intense, her hips rising to meet each thrust of her lover's hand.

Marissa leaned in, her lips brushing against the Queen's ear as she whispered sweet nothings that sent shivers down Crawford's spine. The Queen's moans grew louder, her body writhing in pleasure. Crawford could feel his own orgasm building, his balls tightening with the need for release.

Marissa's hand slid up the Queen's inner thigh, teasing her clit with gentle strokes. The Queen's legs parted wider, giving her lover full access to her wetness. Crawford's eyes were glued to the sight of Marissa's hand disappearing between the Queen's thighs, her wrist moving in a steady, tantalizing rhythm.

Marissa leaned in, her full, red lips capturing the Queen's in a passionate kiss. The Queen moaned into her mouth, her hips bucking as she sought more contact. Their tongues danced together, a silent symphony of desire that played out before Crawford's eyes. As their kiss grew deeper, Marissa's hand never ceased its movements, bringing the Queen closer to the brink of ecstasy.

The maid's hands roamed over the Queen's body, caressing her breasts through the fabric of her dress, her thumbs flicking at the hardened nipples that strained against the confines of her corset. The Queen's grip on Crawford's hair tightened, her nails digging into his scalp as she pulled him closer, her hips grinding against his face.

Marissa's kisses trailed down the Queen's body, leaving a path of fire in their wake. She kissed the soft swell of her belly, the curve of her hips, the sensitive flesh behind her knees. The Queen's moans grew louder, her breath coming in ragged gasps as she succumbed to the pleasure that Marissa so expertly delivered.

When Marissa reached the Queen's pussy, she paused, looking up to meet Crawford's gaze. He watched, his eyes glazed with lust and longing, as she kissed the insides of her thighs, her tongue flicking out to tease the Queen's clit. The Queen's hand left Crawford's hair, moving to grasp the arm of the chair, her knuckles white with the effort of maintaining control.

Marissa took her time, savoring the moment. She knew the power she wielded, knew that Crawford's fate lay in her hands and those of her Queen. She dipped her tongue into the Queen's wetness, tasting the sweetness of her arousal, feeling the Queen's body quiver beneath her touch.

The Queen's breath hitched, and she bucked her hips, pressing herself against Marissa's mouth. Crawford watched, his eyes wide with a mix of envy and fascination as the young maid pleasured the woman who held his fate in her hand. He could feel his own orgasm building, his body responding to the sight of the Queen's pleasure.

Marissa's tongue danced around the Queen's clit, teasing and flicking until the Queen's moans grew to a crescendo. The Queen's hand moved to grasp Marissa's head, her hips rising and falling as she urged her on. Crawford's own need grew stronger, his phallus aching with the need for release.

The Queen's body tensed, her muscles tightening as Marissa's tongue swirled around the sensitive nub. With a sudden cry, she released her grip on Crawford's hair, her body shuddering as a wave of pleasure crashed over her. Her pussy juices flooded Marissa's mouth, a sweet, tangy nectar that the maid greedily consumed.

Marissa pulled away, her face glistening with the Queen's essence. She leaned back, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction as she surveyed her handiwork. Crawford's phallus was painfully hard, a testament to the power of their domination.

With a smirk, she turned her gaze to Crawford. "Your turn," she murmured, her voice a sultry promise of further degradation. She leaned down, her lips hovering just above his, her breath hot against his skin. He could taste the Queen on her, and could feel the warmth of her breath as she spoke.

Marissa's hand slid down her own body, her fingers playing with her soaked slit before pulling away to hover just above Crawford's face. She spit, a thick glob of saliva landing on his cheek, sliding down towards his mouth. His eyes widened, his body instinctively jerking against his bindings as he felt the wetness against his skin.

The Queen's laughter was a melodious sound, a symphony of amusement that filled the room and only served to heighten Crawford's humiliation. He watched, his phallus throbbing painfully, as Marissa brought her hand back up to her own mouth, her tongue darting out to lick her juices clean. "You see," she said, her voice a taunting whisper, "you're not the only one denied tonight."

Marissa stepped away from Crawford, leaving him bound and desperate. She moved to the Queen, who was still panting from her orgasm, and whispered something into her ear. The Queen's eyes lit up with a wicked gleam, and she nodded.

"Very well, General," the Queen said, her voice dripping with amusement. "You shall not be denied all pleasure tonight. Marissa shall introduce you to a more... traditional form of discipline."

Marissa smirked, her eyes lighting up with glee as she stepped behind Crawford. She positioned herself, her knees spread slightly, and with surprising strength, she pulled him over her lap. His bare ass was now exposed to the Queen's view, the pink flesh of his cheeks already showing signs of his earlier punishments.

The Queen leaned back in her chair, watching with a predatory gaze as Marissa's hand came down in a swift smack. The sound echoed in the chamber, a sharp crack that seemed to resonate with the very air. Crawford gritted his teeth, his body tensing in anticipation of what was to come.

"Thank me, General," Marissa said, her voice a mix of sweetness and steel.

Crawford's eyes darted to the Queen, his cheeks burning with a mix of embarrassment and anger. "Thank you, Marissa," he forced out, his voice gruff.

Marissa's hand smacked down again, this time harder. "Thank the Queen," she corrected, her voice firm.

"Thank you, Your Royal Highness," Crawford murmured, his voice strained with the effort of maintaining his composure.

Marissa's hand landed on his ass with a stinging slap, the pain shooting through him like a bolt of lightning. "Count, General," she instructed, her tone leaving no room for argument.

"One, Your Royal Highness," Crawford managed through gritted teeth, his body arching involuntarily.

Marissa's hand connected with his flesh again, the sound echoing through the chamber like a drumroll. "Two, Your Royal Highness," he said, his voice tight with pain and humiliation.

The Queen watched with rapt attention, her own desire swelling as she observed Crawford's submission. The power she held over him was intoxicating, and she knew she would enjoy this spectacle immensely.

"Three, Your Royal Highness," Crawford grunted, his body jerking with each smack that Marissa delivered. The Queen's own arousal grew with every impact, her clit pulsing with each muffled sound of leather on flesh.

"Good boy," Marissa purred, her hand moving in a steady rhythm. Crawford's ass grew redder with each strike, his body trembling as he fought to maintain his composure. The pain was intense, but it was the humiliation that stung the most. He was a decorated military hero, reduced to a mere plaything for the Queen's amusement.

"Four, Your Royal Highness," he bit out, his teeth clenched. He could feel the Queen's gaze on him, her eyes raking over his exposed flesh with a hunger that made his skin crawl. He knew he was being watched, evaluated, and found lacking.

Marissa's hand paused, the Queen's voice cutting through the air like a knife. "I think our dear general needs to be reminded of his place," she said, a hint of amusement in her tone. "Do continue, my dear."

Marissa's smack resumed, her hand falling in a steady, punishing rhythm on Crawford's exposed ass. "Five, Your Royal Highness," he grunted, his body jerking with each impact. The Queen's eyes were alight with a fierce hunger, watching the dance of pain and pleasure play out before her.

Her gaze fell to Crawford's phallus, which stood tall and proud despite the humiliation. She couldn't help but feel a thrill of power at the sight of his desperation. "Keep counting, General," she instructed, her voice a seductive purr that belied the iron in her will.

"Six, Your Royal Highness," he managed, his voice strained as another slap landed, this one with enough force to make him gasp. Marissa's hand was a blur, each smack more potent than the last. The Queen watched as Crawford's body grew taut with each impact, his phallus bobbing in time with the rhythm of his punishment.

The Queen's own arousal grew with every sound of his pained grunts, her pussy clenching with the need to feel that power again. She reached down, her own hand sliding under her skirts to stroke her clit as she watched the show before her. The sight of her trusted maid, the one who knew her deepest, darkest secrets, wielding such power over this man was an aphrodisiac unlike any other.

Marissa's hand didn't relent, each smack a testament to her skill and strength. Crawford's body jerked and writhed with each impact, his voice strained as he continued to count, his dignity slipping away with each number. "Seven, Your Royal Highness. Eight, Your Royal Highness." The Queen's eyes remained fixed on his face, the pleasure of watching him submit to her will almost as potent as the pleasure Marissa's hand brought to her.

The room was filled with the steady rhythm of skin meeting flesh, the smell of sex and power hanging heavy in the air. Crawford's cheeks burned with more than just pain; they were aflame with the embarrassment of his predicament. Yet, he couldn't deny the dark thrill that shot through him with every smack, the way his body responded despite the indignity.

Marissa's hand fell in a relentless pattern, her grip firm and unforgiving. "Eight, Your Royal Highness," he managed to grind out, his voice tight with the effort of maintaining his dignity. The Queen's eyes gleamed with a wicked delight, watching the dance of pleasure and pain on his contorted features. She knew she had him in her thrall, and the feeling was heady.

The Queen reached down, her own hand joining Marissa's in their punishment. She began to stroke Crawford's phallus in a maddeningly slow rhythm, her touch feather-light and teasing. His eyes rolled back in his head, his body a taut bow of need. "You see, General," she said, her voice dripping with amusement, "disobedience has its rewards."

Marissa's hand paused, her palm red from the exertion. The Queen leaned in, her breath hot against Crawford's ear. "Do you like this?" she murmured, her voice a sweet, seductive whisper. "Do you enjoy serving us in such a... intimate way?"

Crawford's voice was tight, strained with the effort of holding back his own release. "Yes, Your Royal Highness," he managed to reply, his voice thick with need.

Marissa's smacks grew slower, more deliberate, her hand caressing his heated skin before delivering another sharp slap. She could feel the power in her arm, the way Crawford's body responded to her every move. "Count, General," she prompted, her voice a silky command.

"Nine, Your Royal Highness," he gasped, the sting of her hand echoing through the room. His ass was a fiery brand, each cheek a canvas of red that matched the passion in his eyes. The Queen's hand on his phallus was a torment, keeping him on the precipice of release without allowing him to fall.

Marissa's smacks grew more deliberate, each one a symphony of pain and pleasure that played out on Crawford's flushed skin. He squirmed, his hips bucking against her hand, desperate for more. "Ten, Your Royal Highness," he groaned, his voice a ragged whisper that seemed to hang in the air.

The Queen's hand stroked him more firmly, her thumb circling the tip of his phallus in a way that made his eyes roll back in his head. "Good boy," she murmured, her voice a velvet caress that sent shivers down his spine. "You're doing so well."

Marissa's hand fell for the final time, the smack echoing through the chamber. Crawford's body jerked, his voice strained as he forced out the last number. "Eleven, Your Royal Highness," he gasped, his body trembling with the effort of staying in control.

The Queen's hand on his phallus stilled, a silent command that brought him back to reality. She leaned back in her chair, a smug smile playing on her lips as she surveyed the man laid bare before her. "You have learned your lesson, General," she said, her voice filled with satisfaction. "Now, let us proceed with the next phase of your... education."

Marissa's grip tightened on his wrists, holding him in place as she lifted herself off his lap. Crawford's legs trembled as he tried to stand, his phallus still rock-hard and desperate for release. The Queen's eyes never left him, her gaze a potent mix of amusement and dominance.

"Bend over," she ordered, pointing to the heavy mahogany study table in the center of the chamber. Crawford's face flushed with a mix of anger and arousal as he complied, his hands still bound behind his back. The Queen's smile grew wider as she watched him, his muscular body bent over the table, his ass exposed to her.

Marissa fetched the whip, a wicked-looking instrument of leather and silver studs. She handed it to the Queen with a nod, the air charged with anticipation. The Queen took it, her eyes glinting as she traced the length of it with a single finger, feeling the weight and the promise of power it held.

"Bend over, General," she ordered, her voice firm and unyielding. Crawford complied, his eyes on the floor, his heart racing. He knew what was to come, and the thought of it made his phallus throb painfully. He felt the Queen move behind him, her breath warm on his back as she positioned herself.

The first strike of the whip was like a bolt of lightning, searing across his ass with a sharp, stinging pain that took his breath away. "One, Your Royal Highness," he gritted out, his body tensing against the onslaught.

The Queen watched with a mix of glee and satisfaction as the red line blossomed on his skin. She drew back the whip, her arm muscles flexing with the effort. The second strike was swift and precise, landing just below the first, a deliberate pattern that would leave him marked in more ways than one. "Two, Your Royal Highness," Crawford managed, his voice strained.

Marissa stepped closer, her hand sliding over his bound wrists, her eyes gleaming with excitement as she watched the scene unfold. The Queen's arm swung back again, the whip hissing through the air before it connected with a resounding smack. Crawford's body jerked, a low moan escaping his lips. "Three, Your Royal Highness," he ground out, his teeth clenched against the pain.

The Queen's strokes grew more precise, each one a deliberate, measured act of dominance. "Four, Your Royal Highness," Crawford choked out, his voice strained as the pain grew more intense. The welts on his ass were a stark contrast against his tanned skin, a visual reminder of his submission. The smell of leather and sweat filled the room, mingling with the scent of arousal.

Marissa's eyes were glued to the scene before her, her own desire building as she watched the General's body quiver with each strike. She knew the Queen was enjoying this, the power thrumming through the room like an invisible current. "Five, Your Royal Highness," Crawford said, his voice a hoarse whisper. The Queen's arm swung back again, the whip a blur as it sliced through the air.

The fifth strike landed with a crack that seemed to shake the very foundations of the room, the pain so intense that Crawford couldn't hold back a shout. He felt the Queen's hand caress his burning flesh, a gentle touch that only served to amplify the agony. "Six, Your Royal Highness," he managed to get out, his body shaking with the effort to remain still. The Queen's strokes grew more deliberate, each one a masterful dance of pain and pleasure that played out on Crawford's skin.

The whip sang through the air again, and Crawford braced himself for the next wave of pain. "Seven, Your Royal Highness," he called out, his voice a mix of agony and something else—something he couldn't quite put his finger on. The Queen's strokes grew more forceful, the welts on his ass now a crisscross of red lines that seemed to pulse with each heartbeat. He could feel his own pre-cum leaking onto the floor, a testament to the torment he was enduring.

Finally, the whipping stopped. "You may rise, General," the Queen said, her voice calm and collected despite the passionate scene that had just unfolded. Crawford's legs felt like jelly as he straightened, his body trembling with the aftermath of the punishment. He looked over his shoulder, his eyes locking with hers, searching for some sign of pity or mercy.

Marissa stepped closer, her hand moving to caress his bruised ass, her touch surprisingly gentle. "You did well," she whispered, her voice a balm to his tortured soul. "You took it like a champ."

Crawford's breathing was ragged, his chest heaving as he tried to regain his composure. The Queen circled him, her eyes raking over his naked body with a predatory gaze that made his stomach twist with a mix of fear and arousal. "Now, let us proceed with your next test," she said, her voice a seductive purr that sent a shiver down his spine.

Marissa stepped aside, revealing a wooden frame in the corner of the room. It was low to the ground and had leather restraints at each corner. The Queen gestured to it with a graceful sweep of her hand. "The Murga," she said with a cruel smile. "It's a traditional form of punishment, one that I'm sure you're familiar with from your time in India."

Crawford's face paled at the mention of the Murga, his heart racing as he stared at the contraption. He knew the position well, the agony it could induce as muscles burned and cramped, the helplessness it represented. He felt a surge of anger at the Queen's audacity, but it was quickly doused by the fear that surfaced, the fear of what was to come.

The Queen stepped closer, her eyes gleaming with excitement as she described the position in detail. "The Murga, General," she said, her voice a sultry purr, "is quite simple. You will bend your knees and squat, like a chicken ready to lay an egg. Your arms will loop behind your knees, and you will hold your earlobes with your fingers. The longer you can maintain this position, the more you demonstrate your devotion and respect for your Queen."

Crawford's jaw clenched, but he knew better than to argue. He moved to the frame, his legs trembling as he bent his knees and lowered himself into the degrading pose. The Queen and Marissa watched him with a mix of amusement and satisfaction as he struggled to maintain his balance.

"Look at him," Marissa giggled, "just like a chicken." The Queen's laughter joined hers, a melodious sound that only served to heighten Crawford's humiliation. He felt the leather restraints being secured around his ankles and wrists, immobilizing him in the awkward position.

"I'm sorry," he forced out, the words sounding strange and foreign in his own ears. The Queen's smile grew wider, a predatory look in her eyes as she stepped closer.

"Sorry for what, General?" she asked, her voice a silky caress that seemed to wrap around him, tightening its grip with each word.

"For...for making fun of you, Your Royal Highness," he panted, his legs already shaking with the effort of holding the position.

The Queen leaned down, her breath warm against his neck. "That's better," she murmured, her voice a sweet, seductive whisper. "But we're not quite done yet."

Marissa stepped closer, her eyes gleaming with mischief. She reached down and gave his phallus a playful squeeze. "Remember, General," she said, her voice low and teasing, "chickens don't talk." She stepped back, her hand lingering for a moment before she pulled away.

The Queen's laughter filled the room as she took a seat on a velvet chaise lounge, watching him struggle. She picked up a small bell from the side table, the delicate chime a stark contrast to the heavy silence that had settled over the chamber. "If you need a break, General," she said, her tone mockingly sweet, "simply ring the bell and we'll stop."

Crawford's eyes darted to the bell, a flicker of hope in their depths. The Queen's smile grew, her eyes gleaming with the knowledge that he would not dare. "But," she continued, her voice a purr that seemed to stroke his phallus, "each time you ring, I shall add five strokes to your next session with the cane. Think carefully before you decide to indulge in your cowardice."

Marissa stepped closer, her hand resting lightly on the back of his neck. "Your Royal Highness is quite right," she whispered into his ear. "You wouldn't want to disappoint her again, would you?"

Crawford's face flushed with humiliation, but he knew he had no choice. He took a deep breath, his body shaking with the effort, and let out a strangled, pathetic noise that was a far cry from the proud crow of a rooster. The Queen's laughter grew louder, her hand coming to rest on her chest as if to contain her mirth. "Ah, what a lovely sound," she said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. "Just like the call of a wild phallus."

Marissa's hand moved from his neck to his ass, her fingers tracing the welts left by the whip. "Again, General," she urged, her voice low and seductive. Crawford took another breath, his body straining as he tried to produce the sound. This time, it was a little more convincing, a hoarse, strained cry that filled the room.

The Queen's laughter grew softer, a knowing smile playing on her lips. "Very good," she said, her eyes gleaming. "Now, hold that pose, and think about your place in this world. Think about who truly holds the power here."

Crawford's legs burned, his muscles screaming in protest, but he knew better than to move. He could feel the Queen's eyes on him, watching his every tremor and bead of sweat. The room was thick with the scent of his submission, a potent aphrodisiac that seemed to fuel her dominance.

"Your Royal Highness," Marissa spoke up, her voice a seductive purr, "perhaps it is time to release the General from his punishment."

The Queen's eyes never left Crawford's trembling form, her gaze lingering on the red, welted skin of his ass. "Very well," she finally said, standing from her chaise. She moved closer to him, her hand trailing over his bound wrists, her nails lightly scratching the sensitive flesh. "You have served your purpose," she murmured, the words a dark caress in the air.

Marissa stepped forward, her movements smooth and practiced as she unbuckled the leather restraints. Crawford's legs gave out beneath him, his body collapsing to the floor in a heap. He gasped for breath, his muscles spasming from the sudden release. The Queen watched him with a cool detachment, a hint of satisfaction in her eyes.

"Marissa," she said, her voice a soft command that made the young woman's body respond like a marionette to her mistress's strings. Marissa moved to stand before the Queen, her eyes never leaving the General's prone form. The Queen reached out, her fingers tracing the curve of Marissa's cheek. "Show him what a real woman looks like," she murmured, her voice thick with desire.

Marissa leaned into the touch, her eyes fluttering shut for a moment before opening to meet the Queen's gaze. She knew what was expected of her, what the Queen wanted. Slowly, almost teasingly, she leaned forward, her full, lush lips capturing the Queen's in a kiss that was both tender and fierce. The Queen's eyes closed, her hand sliding down to cup Marissa's breast, her thumb brushing over the hardened nipple beneath the fabric of her dress.

Crawford watched from his position on the floor, his eyes wide and his phallus painfully hard. The sight of the two women, their passion and power on full display, was almost too much to bear. He had never felt so insignificant, so utterly under their control. Yet, the heat in his loins was undeniable, a testament to the dark, twisted thrill that the scene before him inspired.

Marissa's dress fell away, revealing her lithe, naked form. Her skin was pale and unblemished, a stark contrast to the Queen's more mature beauty. The Queen's hands roamed over Marissa's body, her touch sure and confident as she claimed her lover's mouth. Crawford's own hands clenched into fists, his breath coming in shallow gasps as he watched them. He could feel the beginnings of a climax building, his body responding to the sight of their passion despite the pain in his ass and the frustration of his denied release.

The Queen's hand slid between Marissa's legs, her fingers finding the wet, swollen folds of her pussy. Marissa moaned into the kiss, her hips rolling in silent invitation. The Queen's eyes remained locked on Crawford's as she began to rub her maid's clit, the sound of wetness filling the room. It was a deliberate provocation, a reminder of his own helplessness.

Crawford could see the Queen's hand moving, could see the way Marissa's body responded to her touch. He could feel the heat of their desire washing over him, and he hated it. Yet, his phallus stood at attention, betraying his own need, his own arousal. He knew that he was being cuckolded in the most explicit of ways, that his own pleasure was secondary to theirs.

The Queen's thumb circled Marissa's clit with the precision of a seasoned lover, her fingers delving deeper into her wetness. Marissa's moans grew louder, her body arching into the touch. Crawford's eyes were glued to the scene, his own arousal a painful reminder of his subservience. He felt like a mere spectator in a play that he had no part in, and yet, it was his fate that was being played out before him.

"Look at us, General," the Queen whispered against Marissa's ear, her voice a seductive hiss that seemed to resonate through the room. "Look at the pleasure we share, the power we wield over you."

Marissa's eyes never left Crawford's face as she allowed the Queen to manipulate her body. She could see the hunger in his gaze, the desperation that was etched into every line of his strained features. It was a heady feeling, knowing that she had been chosen to participate in the Queen's games.

The Queen's hand moved faster, her thumb pressing harder against Marissa's clit. Marissa's breath hitched in her throat, her hips moving in a silent dance of passion. Crawford watched as Marissa's body began to quiver, her orgasm building like a storm within her. The Queen's eyes were dark with desire, her own need palpable as she watched her maid's pleasure.

Marissa's climax hit her like a wave, crashing over her in a torrent of sensation that made her cry out. Her legs buckled, but the Queen's firm grip kept her standing, her hand never leaving Marissa's pussy. Crawford could see the Queen's fingers, slick with Marissa's juices, as they moved in a blur. Marissa's eyes rolled back in her head, her body shaking with the force of her orgasm. It was a beautiful, erotic sight, one that made Crawford's phallus throb painfully.

The Queen looked down at him, her eyes gleaming with triumph. "Now, General," she said, her voice a seductive purr, "it's your turn to serve." She withdrew her hand from Marissa's pussy, holding it out to him, the glisten of arousal shining in the candlelight. "Lick her clean," she ordered, her voice like a whip crack in the quiet room.

Crawford's stomach turned at the thought, but he knew better than to disobey. He crawled forward on his hands and knees, his bruised ass protesting every movement. He reached out with his tongue, tentatively tasting the salty sweetness of Marissa's pleasure. The Queen watched with a cruel smile, her hand on Marissa's hip, guiding him. The taste was foreign and yet intoxicating, a reminder of his place in their twisted game.

Marissa's legs trembled as Crawford's tongue danced over her sensitive flesh, her eyes fluttering shut as she reveled in the aftershocks of her climax. The Queen's hand remained in his hair, her grip tightening as he cleaned her lover's pussy. "That's it," she cooed, her voice a dark symphony of dominance. "Such a good boy."

Crawford's face was flushed with a mix of embarrassment and arousal as he licked and lapped at Marissa's pussy. The taste was addictive, a sweetness that seemed to beckon him deeper into their depraved world. Yet, it was the Queen's voice, the way she controlled him, that sent bolts of pleasure through his body, making his phallus throb even more painfully.

"That's enough," the Queen finally said, her voice a velvet-covered command that made Crawford's body respond with an involuntary jerk. She pulled his face away from Marissa's wetness, her hand still tangled in his hair. "Now, it's time for you to show Marissa's behind the same respect."

Marissa stepped aside, allowing Crawford to crawl to her. He knew what was expected of him, the humiliation of worshipping the very spot he had been denied. His phallus, still rock-hard and desperate for release, bobbed with each movement, a silent protest against his own desires. He reached out, his tongue tentatively touching the soft skin of Marissa's ass. She giggled, the sound sending a shiver of pleasure down his spine.

The Queen watched with a detached amusement, her hand still cupping Marissa's cheek. "Make it good, General," she murmured, her voice a dark promise. "Show her the respect she deserves."

Crawford's tongue traced the curve of Marissa's ass, his mind racing with a mix of anger, humiliation, and arousal. He could feel the Queen's gaze on him, her hand still in Marissa's hair, controlling the pace of his servitude. He knew that every move he made was for their entertainment, a performance that he had no choice but to give.

And then, it happened.

Marissa's body quivered and she let out a soft, unmistakable sound—a fart that echoed in the tense silence of the chamber like a gunshot in a library. The Queen's hand stilled in Crawford's hair, her eyes widening in shock and then narrowing in amusement. Marissa's cheeks flushed a deep scarlet, her eyes squeezed shut as if she could somehow contain the mortification that washed over her. The smell, faint but unmistakable, filled the air, a stark reminder of their shared humanity amidst the opulence and power games.

But Crawford, ever the obedient servant, never missed a beat. He continued to worship Marissa's ass, his tongue tracing the curve of her cheek, even as the warmth of her gaseous release brushed against his nose. His own humiliation grew with each passing moment, his face burning with a mix of embarrassment and arousal. The Queen's grip on his hair tightened, her smile growing wider as she watched him. It was clear that this was a new level of degradation for the proud young general, and she was reveling in every second of it.

Marissa's face remained a picture of mortification, her body stiff as a board. But she made no move to stop him, her breaths coming in shallow pants. It was a testament to her own submission, her willingness to accept his servitude even in the face of such a base act. The Queen leaned in, her own breath warm against Crawford's ear. "Good boy," she murmured, her voice thick with desire. "You truly are a loyal servant."

Crawford's tongue slid further, pressing against the tight ring of Marissa's anus. He could feel the muscles tense, could taste the faint tang of her humiliation. Yet, the Queen's hand remained in his hair, guiding him, urging him deeper into the abyss of his submission. He felt his own climax building, a pressure that threatened to consume him, even as his face remained buried in the softness of Marissa's cheeks.

The Queen's laughter was like a whip crack in the stillness, a sound that made Crawford's blood run cold. "You see, General," she said, her voice dripping with satisfaction, "even in your lowest moments, you can still serve."

Marissa's eyes snapped open, the embarrassment giving way to something darker, something that matched the Queen's own hunger for power. She stepped closer, her hand reaching out to cup Crawford's chin, forcing his face up to meet hers. "Thank you," she murmured, her voice a seductive whisper that seemed to resonate through his very soul. "Your service is...appreciated."

The Queen's hand slid from Crawford's hair to his phallus, her grip firm as she began to stroke him. "Now, General," she said, her voice a low purr, "it's time for your next lesson." She gestured to the velvet chair beside her, and Marissa sat down with a grace that seemed to mock Crawford's own bound and exposed state.

Crawford's eyes widened as the Queen stepped closer, her own desire clear in the way she moved. She lifted her skirts, revealing her own bare pussy, glistening with excitement. She positioned herself over his face, her pussy hovering just above his mouth. "Open wide," she instructed, her voice a sweet command that sent a shiver down his spine.

He did as he was told, his mouth gaping open in anticipation of the humiliation that was to come. The Queen's expression was a mix of amusement and hunger as she watched him, her hand resting lightly on her stomach. Then, with a suddenness that took him by surprise, she began to urinate.

The hot stream of her golden nectar hit his face, making him flinch. But the Queen was not to be denied. She aimed it at his mouth, the liquid pooling on his tongue and filling his cheeks. The taste was foreign, a mix of sweetness and musk that seemed to invade every part of his being. He choked, trying to swallow as quickly as possible, his eyes watering.

Marissa watched with a mix of fascination and disgust, her own arousal a silent testament to the power dynamic that had unfolded before her. She could feel her own juices flowing, the need to be a part of this dark ritual growing stronger with each passing second. The Queen's thighs tightened around Crawford's head, holding him in place as she continued to piss into his mouth.

The Queen's stream grew stronger, her muscles contracting with each spurt of urine that spilled over Crawford's face. His eyes were squeezed shut, his body tense with the effort of swallowing. The smell of piss filled the room, a musky scent that seemed to thicken the air and make it difficult to breathe. Yet, Crawford did not protest, his submission to the Queen's will complete.

As the final drops fell onto his face, the Queen stepped away, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. She watched as Crawford's mouth opened, the last of her urine dripping from his chin onto the floor. His tongue darted out to catch the remnants, a gesture that seemed almost reverent.

"Thank you, Your Royal Highness," he murmured, his voice thick and guttural, "for quenching my thirst."

The Queen's smile grew wider, her eyes sparkling with delight. "Very good, General," she said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. "Such manners, even in your... compromised state."

Marissa stepped forward, her hand sliding down her own naked body to cup her pussy. It was slick with desire, a testament to the power of the scene that had unfolded before her. She watched as Crawford's eyes followed her every movement, his own need a palpable force in the room. The Queen nodded, her eyes never leaving Crawford's face.

"It seems our General is quite thirsty," Marissa said, her voice a silken purr. "Perhaps it's time for you to drink from a more... appropriate source." She positioned herself over his face, her pussy just out of reach. Crawford's eyes widened, his breath coming in ragged gasps as he waited for the next command.

The Queen nodded, her eyes gleaming with amusement. "Yes, let's see how well you can serve your Queen," she said, her hand moving to her own pussy, her fingers teasing her swollen clit.

Marissa leaned over, her golden locks cascading down to tickle Crawford's face. He could feel the warmth of her pussy, so close and yet so far. He licked his lips, his mouth watering at the thought of tasting her. The Queen's hand stroked his cheek, her eyes never leaving his. "Drink," she whispered, her voice a dark command that seemed to resonate through his very soul.

Marissa's pussy descended onto his face, her soft folds pressing against his mouth. Crawford's tongue darted out, eager to please, to show his submission to these powerful women. He licked and sucked, his tongue delving into her warm, wet depths. The Queen watched with a knowing smile, her own hand working in sync with his mouth as she masturbated.

Marissa's hips began to rock, her moans growing louder as Crawford's tongue danced over her clit. The Queen's eyes never left them, her expression one of pure dominance as she reveled in his degradation. She leaned down, whispering sweet nothings into Marissa's ear, her words a dark melody that seemed to fuel the young maid's passion.

Crawford's eyes rolled back in his head, the pleasure of the moment almost too much to bear. His phallus was a throbbing ache, his balls drawn up tight with the need to release. Yet, he knew that his own pleasure was not the goal here, that his climax was as much denied to him as his dignity. He focused instead on the Queen's voice, the sweet torture of her words, the way she controlled every moment.

Marissa's pussy grew wetter as she rode Crawford's face, her orgasm building once more. The Queen's hand was a blur between her own legs, her breaths coming in short, sharp gasps. "Look at him," she whispered to her lover, her eyes never leaving Crawford's contorted face. "He's like a dog, eager for a scrap of your attention."

Marissa moaned in agreement, her hips moving faster. Crawford could feel the Queen's eyes on him, watching his every move, his every breath. The pressure in his balls grew unbearable, his body desperate for release. Yet, he knew that he was not in control here. He was merely a pawn in their game of power and desire.

The Queen leaned back, her hand still working her clit with a fervor that was almost mesmerizing. "Good," she said, her voice a low purr of approval. "Now, hold still."

Marissa's pussy grew wetter with each stroke of Crawford's tongue, her juices coating his face. The Queen watched with a hungry gaze, her own arousal reaching new heights. "He's such a good boy," she murmured, her voice a dark symphony of desire. "So eager to please."

With a final, shuddering climax, Marissa's hips stilled, her breath coming in ragged gasps. She pulled away from Crawford's face, his tongue still lapping at her tender flesh. The Queen's hand fell away from her own pussy, a soft sigh escaping her lips as she surveyed the scene before her. Crawford's face was a mask of need, his eyes glazed over with the intensity of his own unfulfilled desire.

"Now, General," the Queen said, her voice a velvet caress, "it's time for you to assume your next position."

With trembling hands, Crawford rearranged himself on the plush carpet, his legs spread wide as the Queen directed. She stepped away from Marissa, her own eyes gleaming with anticipation. "You will be my footstool," she said, her voice a command that brooked no argument.

Marissa took a step back, watching with a mix of fascination and lust as Crawford positioned himself beneath the Queen's dainty slippers. The smell of sex and piss still lingered in the air, a potent reminder of his submission. His phallus was a throbbing reminder of his need, a silent protest to the denial of his own pleasure.

The Queen placed her foot on his chest, the heel pressing into his flesh with a gentle force that seemed to symbolize her power over him. "Good," she murmured, her eyes tracing the path of his erection. "Now, hold still."

Crawford's body was a maelstrom of emotions—humiliation, anger, and arousal all warring for dominance. Yet, as the Queen's foot grew heavier, pressing down on his chest, he found himself feeling a strange sense of peace. He was here, in the heart of their depravity, serving them in a way that defied his very essence. And, in some twisted corner of his mind, he reveled in it.

Marissa moved closer, her eyes raking over Crawford's bound form. The Queen nodded to her, and with a wicked smile, she stepped onto Crawford's phallus, the heel of her slipper pressing down on his swollen head. He bit back a cry of pain, his eyes squeezing shut as he struggled to maintain his composure.

"Look at me, General," the Queen said, her voice a silken command.

Crawford's eyes snapped open, his gaze locked onto hers as she stepped onto his phallus. The pressure was intense, a blend of pain and pleasure that seemed to center him amidst the chaos of his emotions. He could see the hunger in the Queen's eyes, the way she enjoyed his torment, and it only served to make him harder.

Marissa watched with a twisted smile as the Queen began to rock her foot back and forth, her heel moving in a slow, deliberate motion that made Crawford's phallus throb with agony. He could feel the precum leaking from the tip, the beginnings of a climax that would never come. The Queen's foot slid up and down, her weight shifting as she found the perfect angle to drive him to the brink of madness.

"Look at him, Marissa," the Queen said, her voice a dark purr of amusement. "So eager, so desperate."

Marissa's smile grew wider as she watched Crawford's tormented expression. His phallus was a deep shade of red, the veins bulging with the effort of holding back his climax. The Queen's foot moved with a slow, deliberate grace, each stroke sending waves of pain and pleasure through his body. It was a delicious sight, one that made her own desire burn even hotter.

The Queen stepped off of Crawford's phallus with a soft sigh, her foot glistening with his precum. She gestured to Marissa, who stepped forward eagerly. The young maid produced a small, intricately designed chastity cage, her eyes gleaming with excitement. "It's time, General," she said, her voice a mix of mock sweetness and cold command.

Crawford's phallus was painfully erect, begging for release that would never come. The Queen took it in her hand, stroking it gently as Marissa knelt beside her. Her touch was a brand, a reminder of his submission. He watched with a mix of dread and anticipation as Marissa unlocked the cage, her fingers deft and sure. The metal was cold, a stark contrast to the heat of his arousal.

Marissa positioned the chastity cage over his phallus, the opening just wide enough to fit. The Queen leaned down, her breath warm against his skin. "You will wear this," she whispered, "until I decide it's time for your next lesson." Her hand closed around his shaft, guiding it into the confines of the cage. It was a tight fit, the metal pressing against his sensitive flesh.

Crawford's eyes rolled back in his head as the cage clicked shut, the Queen's hand lingering for a moment before releasing him. The feeling was suffocating, a constant reminder of his captivity. Marissa stepped back, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction as she surveyed her handiwork. The cage was adorned with tiny locks, a visual representation of the prison he now found himself in.

"Now, General," the Queen said, her voice a soft caress, "you will leave us and think upon your new... responsibilities."

Crawford stumbled to his feet, his body a canvas of pain and humiliation. The chastity device felt like a vice, a constant reminder of his newfound servitude. He kept his eyes downcast, his cheeks flaming as he made his way to the door, his phallus throbbing with each step.

"You will return to me every week, General," the Queen said, her voice a sweet yet commanding whisper. "And during our sessions, the cage will be removed. But until then, it stays locked. You will wear it as a symbol of your submission to me, and think of me each time you feel its bite."

Crawford nodded, his eyes downcast. "Yes, Your Royal Highness." His voice was barely audible, the weight of his new role settling heavily on his shoulders. He knew that his life had taken a dramatic turn, one that would forever alter the course of his existence.

The Queen's laughter was like a knife, slicing through the air and bringing him back to the present. "Very well," she said, her voice still laced with amusement. "Marissa, show the General out. And be sure he leaves with a... parting gift."

Marissa stepped forward, her hand on the small of his back, guiding him from the chamber. The weight of the chastity device was a constant reminder of his submission, a silent echo of the Queen's power. As they reached the door, she leaned in close, her breath a warm whisper against his ear. "Don't worry, General," she said, her voice a seductive purr. "We'll take good care of you."

The Queen's laughter followed them into the hall, a haunting melody that seemed to resonate through his very being. Marissa led him to a small, opulent parlor where a decanter of wine and two glasses sat on a sideboard. "Her Royal Highness wishes you to take this," she said, her voice formal once more. "It's a special vintage, reserved for the Queen's most trusted... guests."

Crawford took the offered glass, his hand trembling slightly as he brought it to his lips. The liquid burned a fiery path down his throat, a sweet oblivion that he desperately needed. The alcohol did little to ease the ache in his phallus, but it did dull the sharp edges of his humiliation. Marissa watched him drink, her eyes never leaving his face.

"Your Royal Highness," Crawford murmured, setting the glass down with a shaking hand, "I will do as you bid."

Marissa's eyes gleamed with mischief. "Good," she said, her hand slipping into her pocket. She withdrew a small, velvet pouch, which she placed into his hand. "And this is for you to remember us by."

Crawford's heart raced as he opened the pouch, his eyes widening to find a pair of lace panties inside. The scent of the Queen's arousal filled his nose, a potent reminder of the evening's events. He swallowed hard, his phallus pulsing painfully against the metal bars of his new prison.

"These are to be worn at all times, General," Marissa said, her voice a dark promise. "They are to remind you of your Queen, and of the pleasure you are denied until she sees fit to release you."

He looked at her, the weight of his new reality crashing down on him. He was to be a plaything, a source of amusement and pleasure for these two powerful women. Yet, the thought did not repulse him as much as it should have. There was something... intoxicating about their dominance, about the way they had stripped him of his pride and made him bend to their will.

Marissa led him through the labyrinthine halls of the mansion, her grip on his arm firm yet gentle. The chastity cage felt like a second skin now, a constant reminder of his subservience. The fabric of his trousers rubbed against it with every step, sending sparks of pain and pleasure through his body.

"Remember, General," she whispered in his ear, "you are to wear the panties under your uniform at all times. It is your secret tether to Her Royal Highness."

Marissa's touch was a gentle caress as she led him out of the mansion, her voice a soft whisper in the quiet of the night. She held his bag, a token of their evening together, with a sense of ownership that sent a shiver down his spine. Each step felt like a dance, a silent acknowledgment of the power dynamics that had shifted so dramatically.

As they approached the gates, she stopped and turned to face him, her eyes gleaming with a mix of amusement and something darker. "See you next week, Sir," she said, the honorific a mockery of his current state.

Crawford nodded, unable to find the words to respond. He felt the weight of the chastity device and the panties in his pocket, a silent reminder of his new role. With a final, lingering glance, Marissa released him, watching as he stumbled into the night, the cool air a stark contrast to the warmth and humiliation of the mansion.

As he walked, Crawford felt the fabric of the chastity cage rub against his sensitive skin, the metal cold and unforgiving. His mind was a whirlwind of thoughts and sensations, his body torn between the painful ache of his phallus and the thrill of his submission. The lace of the Queen's panties brushed against his skin, the scent of her arousal a constant presence that made him want to drop to his knees and worship her once more.

The journey back to his own quarters was a blur, the cobblestone streets seeming to stretch on forever. He stumbled through the door, his eyes adjusting to the dim light of his room. The stark contrast between the opulence of the Queen's mansion and the simplicity of his own quarters was a stark reminder of his newfound place in the world.
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