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Tasha’s New Friend: Parts 1-7


1. A New Beginning

Tasha moaned. The sound that never failed to get to me, a sound that never failed to make desire rise inside me, to make it snarl and growl like a caged animal. Except I had never heard it quite like this before. I had never heard that sound except what I was making it happen, when my girlfriend’s gorgeous body was in my arms, underneath me, and I was plunging my cock inside her ready wet pussy.

That wasn’t what was happening now.

My cock ached. It ached in that specific way that sent strange jolts of pain that mimicked pleasure racing up and down my spine. I was doing it to myself. But I couldn’t help it. I was no longer in control of my own actions. My hips rocked back-and-forth in some kind of sympathetic reflex spurred on by the sound of my girlfriend having sex. But not with me.

And I knew it was a bad idea, but I couldn’t help myself. The cord tied around my cock and balls and bound tightly to the iron footboard of the bed in front of me was the only stimulation I could get as I stood there, hands bound behind my back, completely helpless, totally emasculated, and unbelievably turned on.

And there on the bed was my girlfriend. Tasha had her back turned to me. I could see her shoulders shake, see her red curls bouncing up and down with the movements of her body, the black laces of the corset she wore straining against her supple spine as her body moved. As though I wasn’t there at all. As though I was completely forgotten. She was cheating on me, and I was watching it happen, and I cringed in shame and despair as I listened to her full-throated screams of pleasure. They seemed louder than any I had ever made her do, as though the pleasure she was experiencing was so far above and beyond anything I could give her that it was as though I had never made her cum at all.

And I stood there, helpless, rejected, dying of rage and jealousy and despair. But the worst part of it all with the undeniable truth that I was forced to face as I stood silently by, watching my girlfriend get fucked.

Tasha had never looked sexier to me than she did in that moment.



“I’m having a friend round.”

I blinked, looking up for my phone.

“What friend?”

“A friend from work.”

“Since when do you have friends?”

I smiled as I said it. But there was truth in the joke. The reality was, neither of us had a very active social life. That’s what happens when you move to new city, I suppose. How you make friends as an adult? I didn’t know. And Tasha didn’t seem to know either. And for the last six months, ever since we made the big move, all our free time outside of work had been spent with each other.

Well, outside of her work, I should say. It was her job that we had moved for, this golden opportunity she had been offered that had led us away from the town where we met and to this completely new place where we didn’t know anyone. I still hadn’t found anything for myself, even though I kept applying. It’s not easy to find a job in a place where you don’t know anyone, especially when you don’t have a ton of specialist skills, which I don’t. I’m just a regular dude, really. I never went to college like Tasha did. She’s good at what she does, clearly, or she never would have been offered this new opportunity. Unfortunately, I’m far more average.

At least, I used to be. But now, our lives are far from that.

“Now,” Tasha smiled at me. “Some girl I work with. Rebecca. She’s fun.”

“Is she hot?”

“Don’t be gross,” Tasha said, slapping my upper arm with the back of her hand as she sat next to me on the sofa. But there was no real anger in her voice. She smiled even as she spoke. Both of us have always understood that even if you love someone, that doesn’t mean the rest of the world ceases to exist. My last girlfriend, before I met Tasha, had been the jealous type, the kind who couldn’t even bear the thought of me having been with other women in the past. Tasha wasn’t like that, and it was a breath of fresh air to meet a woman secure and confident enough in herself to treat these things like an adult. If I found an actress on TV sexy, I didn’t have to hide it. Nor did she.

“She’s not coming over for you to leer at,” Tasha said. “She’s just coming over to hang out. But I like her. So don’t mess this up for me.”

“How could I possibly mess it up?”

“I know. I’m just kidding. But just… I don’t know. Play it by ear.”

“I’m sure I’ll like her if you do,” I said.

“I hope so.”

I turned back to my phone, and Tasha turned back to hers. I didn’t know what she was looking at, but I was scrolling through job listings again. We were lucky that Tasha’s new job paid enough to support us both, even in this not particularly affordable city. We had found a one bedroom apartment for now, and her earnings were enough to pay the rent and buy us food and cover all our bills.

But I hadn’t been prepared for how useless it made me feel not to have a job. I’ve always worked, ever since I was old enough. And even before then. My first job was sweeping the parking lot of a local bar on weekday mornings when I was thirteen years old, and since then, I’ve always had a way to make money. This was the first time in my life I wasn’t earning. When we had decided to do this, it had sounded like it might be almost fun. A kind of vacation, given that Tasha was going to earn more than enough to support us. I was almost looking forward to being a kept man, and we made plenty of jokes about that in the run-up to our big move. But I had never imagined it would go on for this long. I had never imagined that six months down the line, I would still be looking for work, still getting no response to my emails and phone calls. To her credit, Tasha never made me feel bad about it, not once. She never put the slightest bit of pressure on me to find something. She knew I was trying. She knows what I’m like. She knew this enforced idleness was far harder on me than it was on her. And without a job, I was finding that the days just dragged on and interminably on.

And I was glad she had made a friend. That was one of the things we worried about before we made this big move. The money they were offering her was eye-popping, a massive upgrade on what she made back home and a huge step in her career. She was a project manager now, with power and responsibility and a salary to match. That might never have happened had we stayed at home in our comfort zone. But Tasha is a girl who likes to go out, who likes to have fun, who needs people around her. I’ve always been more of an introvert. I knew my girlfriend would never be happy in a new city without any kind of social life. As much as we mean to each other, I knew I could never be everything to her. I was glad to hear she was making friends.

I had no idea what I was in for.



The weekend came. Not that it made much difference to me, except that Tasha was home. At least I wasn’t cooped up in our new apartment by myself. Not that I have a problem with that, normally. I’m the kind of guy who likes to spend time by myself. Still, it gets boring when you have nothing to do but play video games and apply for jobs you know you’re probably not going to get and wait for your girlfriend to come home. I’m not a guy who subscribes all that strongly to old-fashioned gender stereotypes, but I had discovered that staying at home all day while Tasha went out to be the breadwinner was strangely emasculating. I couldn’t wait to find something to occupy my time and bring a little money in, even if it was never going to be as much as she made.

But for now, there was nothing on the horizon. And for now, we had other things to do. Tasha’s friend was coming over. And that made her spring into a whirlwind of activity that showed me, without the need for any words, that my girlfriend was really trying to impress.

Not that I didn’t try to distract her. As usual, I woke up that morning with a powerful erection and only one thing on my mind. For a moment, I lay there in the bed next to her, listening to her breathing, all kinds of ideas flowing through my mind. But when her phone chimed with an alarm and Tasha rolled over with a groan to switch it off, I seized my opportunity. I rolled across the mattress toward her, wrapping my arm around her warm body, pulling her close to me. And Tasha let out a happy little groan as she snuggled back against me. But I had more on my mind than a friendly cuddle.

My hand slipped under the blanket. Blindly, I found the swell of her breasts under the T-shirt she wore. Tasha had magnificent boobs, the kind of big jugs that a lot of women pay a fortune for but that she got for free as a genetic gift. She wasn’t slim, exactly, but she wasn’t big either, and her breasts had always been disproportionately large. One of the first things that attracted me to her, in fact. One of the many.

Tasha didn’t protest. And so I decided to try my luck. My hand moved over her breasts, finding her nipple through the fabric of the T-shirt. She groaned as I touched it, as sound that wasn’t clearly pleasure or annoyance, but something in between. In my state of arousal, it was going to take more than that to stop me.

And so I nuzzled my face against her neck, closing my eyes and inhaling the smell of her hair. Another thing I always loved, the soft red curls that framed her pretty face so beautifully. It was all real, the curls and the color, completely natural, another example of the physical attributes my girlfriend had that many other women paid a fortune for. Tasha was a knockout, and that had been clear from the moment I met her, if not before. Her online dating profile pics had appealed to me just like they did to hundreds of other men, but it was me that managed to win her. Some combination of luck and charm and compatibility had made her mine years earlier, back when she was still in school and I was trying my hand at all kinds of pointless and dead-end jobs. We had been through a lot since then, not least this recent move to somewhere completely new. But some things never change. My powerful attraction to her was one of them. Tasha was infinitely sexy, and I never forgot that fact. I never stopped appreciating that beautiful body that never failed to get me hard at a moment’s notice. Too much, if anything. Tasha has a healthy libido. But it’s nothing like mine. That’s the price you pay for dating a woman, I always thought. They’re sexy as hell, but they don’t have the same physical drives we do. Sometimes, every man has to at least a little convincing.

My hand slid lower. Under the blanket, the curves of her body were phenomenal, leading me on and on. The smell of her hair wove its own spell over me, this morning waking up in bed together echoing so many others but losing none of its charm in the process. Under her T-shirt, I felt the smoothness of her toned thigh, the long muscle of her lovely legs, and slowly, carefully, as if trying not to spook some wary animal, I reached for the front of the panties she wore.

“Stop it,” Tasha said. My hand paused. Often, she was amenable to being convinced. I just couldn’t be sure if this was one of those times or not. So I stopped, instead nuzzling my face against the back of her neck over over again, teasing her earlobe with my teeth.

“Come on,” I murmured. “You look fucking hot this morning.”

“No I do not,” Tasha said with a laugh. “You’re just saying what you think you need to say to get your dick wet.”

“Well, yeah,” I admitted. “Doesn’t mean it’s not true though. You know how hard you make me.”

And as I spoke, I pressed my body against hers, letting her feel the rigid knot of my cock pressing against her beautifully-formed ass to leave her no doubt about the truth of the words I was saying. Yes, I had woken up horny. But that didn’t change the fact that waking up next to her had made me even hornier, the way it always did. That beautiful body never failed to have the same effect on me. It was her fault as much as it was mine. She could say she went to the gym for her health as much as she wanted, but I knew her ass didn’t get like that by working on her cardio.

“Well, that’s very flattering,” she said, her eyes opening to look at me. She had her long hair held back in a loose ponytail, and in the morning light, her eyes glowed like polished copper. Her full pink lips lifted at the corners in a smile, and inwardly, I had to knowledge the truth of what I had said. Waking up next to a woman like her was guaranteed to get me horny, no matter how many times it happened.

“But I have a lot to do today,” she went on. “Rebecca’s coming over, remember?”

“Yeah, I remember,” I said. “But I don’t see what one thing has to do with the other. When’s she coming over, tonight?”

“Yeah, like 7 PM or something.”

“Well, I don’t take that long, as much as you might wish otherwise.”

Tasha laughed at that. I loved that laugh, that bubbled out of her so often, an unselfconscious sound of pure amusement, pure joy. I loved it for its own sake, for its musicality, for the fact that it meant that the woman I loved was happy. But I’d be lying if I didn’t admit that I was well aware laughter was the key to getting what I wanted from her. Tasha finds me funny, and my jokes and quips have probably brought me more physical pleasure than any amount of flowers or cheesy gifts I could have bought her. Fine by me.

“Way to sell it to me,” Tasha smiled. But her hand was moving under the blanket too, much to my delight. I felt her fingers brushed against the bulge of my erection in the boxer shorts I wore, and I pushed forward, pressing myself more eagerly against her hand.

“You’ll barely know I was there,” I said, making her laugh again while I kissed her throat. I could feel the warmth of her body against my lips, her pulse beating to remind me of the heart of this lovely creature that I had moved away from the life I knew for. I didn’t regret it for a second, especially not at moments like this.

“Well, when you put it like that… No.”

Still smiling, Tasha pulled her hand abruptly away. Reaching above the blanket, she placed her hand on my shoulder and pushed me away from her. With a groan of disappointment, I flopped onto my back, my cock now fully hard and making a substantial tent in my underwear. But Tasha turned away from me. Sitting up, she swung her legs off the bed and stood. Rolling over onto my side again, I watched as she moved across the bedroom in T-shirt and panties, just woken up and already monstrously desirable to me as I lay there hard and rejected.

“Come on,” I said again as Tasha opened the drawer and pulled out some new underwear. “You can’t leave me here like this.”

“Yes I can, and I’m going to,” she said again, smiling at me. “I don’t have time for your horny nonsense right now. So just jerk yourself off and think of me while I shower.”

“Can I help?”

“Oh no,” Tasha smiled at me. “You know where that leads. I’ll come out with the cleanest boobs in the Western world and the rest of me dirtier than before. Now, be a good boy and entertain yourself for a while. I don’t have time for this today.”

Gathering up her clothes, Tasha hurried out of the bedroom. In our small apartment, she didn’t have far to go. I heard the water running in the shower, and I lay back against the pillow. My cock was still throbbing, and I thought of what Tasha had said. I could masturbate, I supposed, but it’s hardly the same thing. I had woken up horny for whatever reason, but now, it was her I wanted, not some empty fantasy and my own hand. So I waited, my cock slowly softening as I tried to think of something other than sex, collecting myself for the day that lay ahead.

I was still in bed when Tasha emerged from the shower. I heard her walking down the tiny hallway toward me. She stepped into our bedroom, her red hair slicked back against her scalp, just finishing wrestling her big boobs into a green bra that matched the panties she wore. I sat up.

“This isn’t exactly helping, you know,” I said. Tasha giggled.

“What, this?” she said as she finished fastening the bra behind her. “You’ve seen this before. It’s nothing special.”

“Yeah, but it’s an outfit,” I said. “You look amazing. Get over here.”

I patted the bed beside me. Tasha paused, standing at the foot of the bed, her breasts rising and falling slowly in the expensive bra. Her hands on her hips emphasized her perfect hourglass figure as she looked at me over the black metal footboard of the bed frame she had chosen when we moved in to our new apartment. She liked the kind of vintage look of it, and I didn’t care either way. A place to sleep and fuck, as far as I was concerned. Far more of one, and not nearly enough of the other.

But then, without a word, Tasha began to move. She circled around the bottom of the bed, approaching it from my side, and I watched her coming. I let her feel my eyes on her body, let her know I was watching her every move. Watching the way her hips swayed with every step, the way her breasts bounced and jiggled in the bra. My cock was beginning to harden again at the sight of her, and I sensed an opportunity after the early rejection. Hope burned inside my heart along with desire as Tasha climbed onto the mattress beside me.

Lifting one leg, Tasha straddled me. The blanket lay between us as she sat on my hips, but when she adjusted her position slightly, I had no doubt that she could feel my erection between her legs. Her hair was slowly drying, slowly starting to curl again as the water released its hold. Her face was shining as she smiled down at me, free of any trace of makeup and fresh and beautiful just the way it was.

“Did you jerk off?” she asked.

“No.”

“Why not?”

“Didn’t feel like it.”

Tasha paused for a moment. Her eyes slid momentarily to the left, as though she were thinking of something. Then she turned them back to mine.

“When you do that, do you think of me?”

“What?”

“When you masturbate. What do you think of? Do you think about me?”

“Why?”

“I’d just like to know.”

“I’m not sure you want to be in my fantasies, Tasha. They’re… not your type of thing.”

“What’s that supposed to mean? Now I’m really intrigued. You think you’re kinkier than me or something?”

I laughed. I didn’t mean to. But there are certain things that go with being a man that, in my experience, very few women can understand. This is one of them. Not that girls don’t watch porn. I know for a fact that Tasha does from time to time, and sometimes, we even watch it together. But it’s not the same. There isn’t the same hunger, the same wildness. There were certain things I was never going to admit to her that turned me on, certain things I was kind of ashamed of myself. Slapping. Choking. Rough stuff. Stuff I didn’t think for a moment that she would enjoy. Stuff that I wasn’t sure I’d be able to look at her the same way again if we indulged in it. Some things are better left as a fantasy. Reality has a way of taking the shine off what you imagined.

“Oh, no, Tasha,” I said, reaching out toward her, holding her by the hips as she sat on top of me. “I know I’m kinkier than you.”

She laughed at that. Her breasts bounced in her bra as she giggled, and she wiggled her hips adorably, sending another jolt of arousal through me as her pussy pressed against my cock through the underwear we both worn and through the blanket between us.

“Oh really?” she said. “I think you’d be surprised.”

“Okay, show me. What’s the kinky thing you ever fantasized about?”

“I’m not telling you that,” Tasha squealed. “You tell me yours first.”

“No, no,” I said, shaking my head. “You’re not going to like it. You might look at me funny afterward.”

“I promise I won’t.” The smile dropped from Tasha’s face, her expression serious now as she looked down at me. I paused for a moment. It had all started off as a game, just a playful and fairly meaningless conversation. But now, suddenly, it had become something else. Something about trust. Something about commitment. Those big scary words Tasha sometimes threw at me on the very rare occasions we fell out. This was in danger of becoming much more than it needed to be, especially if I kept resisting. Strange that we had never had this conversation before, really. But now, for whatever reason, we were.

“You know that girl from that TV show, Castleford? The blonde?”

“Yeah, I know,” Tasha said, the smile spreading across her face again. Of course she knew who I was talking about. She had said herself how gorgeous the actress was.

“Yeah, her. But like, there are three of her. Triplets, or clones or something, I don’t know. I don’t get into the details.”

“And you’re fucking all of them?” Tasha said softly. “Greedy.”

“I own them,” I said. “They’re mine. I have them trapped in a cage, and anytime I want, I walk over to them, and they fight to suck my cock.”

“Oh my God!”

Tasha pressed her hand to her mouth, her breasts rising and falling in the bra again. My cheeks burned with shame as I lay underneath her. Honestly, it wasn’t even the wildest fantasy I had ever had, though it was up there. Fear bloomed in my heart as I wondered if I had frightened her.

“I guess you’re kinkier than I thought,” Tasha admitted. “But a deal’s a deal.”

Her eyes were on my chest now, and her hands plucked at the blanket between us, fidgeting with it nervously. When she spoke again, she still didn’t raise her eyes to mine, not until she had said her piece.

“Sometimes I think about college,” she said at last. “You remember I lived in that shared house for a while? Kind of like that. But not with those people. Different people. But they’re all using me. The guys and the girls. Like I’m the house slut for them to use and fuck whenever they want.”

“Holy shit,” I said as Tasha’s warm brown eyes finally snapped to me again. “That’s actually pretty hot.”

“Yeah?” She looked almost relieved as she spoke, as though a great burden had been lifted from her. Her hands were still tugging at the blanket, but now she smoothed it out, her fingers running over the bare skin of my stomach above the blanket’s edge.

“Yeah,” I said. “I had no idea you wanted something like that.”

“I don’t, really,” she said. “Anymore than you want to keep women locked up as suck slaves. It’s just… Fun to think about.”

“Yeah, it is,” I said with a grin. And Tasha smiled as I reached up to take her heavy breasts in my hands. She could resist all she wanted. But this conversation was getting us both going. I could see the tiny bumps of her hardened nipples inside the bra, just as I could feel them under my thunbs as I caressed them. And at the same time, I could feel her resistance melting away.

“Come on,” she protested.

“Oh no,” I insisted, sitting up in the bed. Wrapping my arms around her narrow waist, I pulled her down onto the mattress with me, and Tasha didn’t resist. “You can’t tell me something like that and then act like we can’t have sex. And you can’t sit there looking like that and not expect me to act like this.”

Tasha laughed as I kissed her. Her resistance with less than halfhearted, and she gave it up just that easily. She kissed me back, and her hands pulled the blanket away, and I felt her thumbs hook themselves under the waistband of my boxer shorts and pull them down, freeing my straining cock.

She took in in her hand, moaning softly against my lips as we continue to make out, and I peeled off the green panties she had only just put on. Her body smelled of soap and warmth, and my mouth followed the blazing heat of the pulse in her neck all the way down to those magnificent boobs, and as I slid my cock inside her, we both moaned with withheld pleasure.

It was a perfect beginning to the day. But I had no idea then where all this was going to lead.


2. Meeting Her Kinky Friend

There’s nothing like good sex to put you in a good mood. After my bedroom fun with Tasha, I had a smile on my face for the rest of the day. And honestly, there was a sense of accomplishment to it as well. She had tried to resist. But in the end, I found a way to get to her. I didn’t know why she had wanted to avoid having sex with me, and I didn’t give it a lot of thought. What mattered was that I had persuaded her to do what I wanted.

Not that she got nothing out of it, of course. Tasha enjoyed sex. It was one of the things I liked about her. Like all women, or at least every woman I’ve ever been with, she liked to play act as though she didn’t. She liked sometimes to treat sex like a reward she gave me for good behavior, or a chore it was her duty to perform. But that wasn’t the way she really felt. She might not have the same appetite as me, the same sexual drive. But once she got into it, no matter how she got into it, she was always a willing and enthusiastic partner in the end. That was as true that morning as it was every other time we had sex.

After our little adventure, Tasha had the rest of the day to prepare for this visit from her friend. And that’s what she did. Clearly, she was really taking this seriously. And I helped her, even though it seemed unnecessary to me. It’s not like the place was that much of a mess to begin with. Besides, with so little space, there wasn’t much to clean. A few misplaced articles could make a small apartment like ours look messy, but at the same time, moving a few things around was all it took to restore order to the apartment again.

So truthfully, I spent much of the day watching TV and playing video games while Tasha fluttered around the house. You would think we were getting a visit from the president, the way she fussed. But that’s all part of the game, I guess. Men, in my experience, have a deep-seated need to impress each other, to prove their worth to one another. Women have the same thing, but it manifests itself differently. The secret to a peaceful relationship is knowing how to respect these differences and live with them.

And hour by hour, Rebecca’s visit drew nearer. I wasn’t nervous about it. Back then, I had no way of knowing how pivotal it would turn out to be. How my whole life was about change because of a woman I hadn’t yet met. I was still living in blissful a parent’s, still thinking this was just going to be a normal night. I was glad my girlfriend had made a friend. I was happy for her. And while I wasn’t particularly eager to meet Tasha myself, I wasn’t dreading it either. Back in our old hometown, I had always got on well with Tasha’s friends. I simply assumed that would still be the case now.

I had no idea how simultaneously right and wrong that assumption would turn out to be.

Finally, evening arrived. We had dinner. Clearly, Rebecca wasn’t joining us for that. Something simple that wouldn’t make a lot of mess right before our guest arrived, frozen pizza that Tasha simply threw in the oven and took out twenty minutes later. Again, I didn’t complain. I was determined to be helpful, to be supportive. Tasha needed friends. I wasn’t going to be the one who made it harder for her.

When the dinner things were cleared away, Tasha went to our room to change. What she had been wearing all day looked perfectly fine to me, but again, women have their own rules on things like that. Soon after, she emerged, wearing a pair of tight jeans and a peach-colored top that was gathered in at the side to cling to her torso and held shut with laces on her chest. It was a cleavage top, but then again, most things are for a woman of Tasha’s proportions.

“You look good,” I said as she reemerged in the living room.

“Thanks,” Tasha said with a smile

And right at that moment, the phone rang. It was connected to the apartment building intercom, so we both knew what that meant. Rebecca had arrived. And I might not be nervous, but clearly, my girlfriend was.

She answered the phone and buzzed her colleague up. I rose to my feet as we waited for Rebecca to arrive. When the knock on the door came, Tasha hurried to answer it. I heard them greeting each other in the hallway, their feminine voices ringing out in that chorus of overenthusiastic happiness women often greet each other with.

Then, Tasha led Rebecca into the living room, and I met her for the first time.

I had asked if she was hot. It was more of a reflex than anything, almost a game Tasha and I played. Something I asked whenever she mentioned another woman, as much for the reaction I got out of her as for anything else. And that reaction, too, I knew was at least partly an act. Neither of us was the jealous type. Tasha didn’t really care if I found other women attractive, so long as I didn’t make a big deal about it. So long as she knew that I was still attracted to her. And I didn’t leave my girlfriend in much doubt about that.

But as Rebecca entered the room, I saw at once that she was an absolute knockout.

She had black hair that shone like silk, framing her face in a sleek bob that bounced slightly as she walked. Under no doubt carefully-managed eyebrows, her eyes shone cobalt blue, accentuated by the skillful application of makeup that colored her eyelids and made her lips stand out pink against the flawless skin of her face. Her lips had the fullness that women pay a fortune for, a soft and tempting pout that was lifted at the corners in a practiced smile that was nonetheless beautiful for all that.

She wore a black dress with sleeves that barely covered her shoulders and a low scooped neckline that revealed what seemed like acres of her breasts. The dress was a sheer lace pattern with white cloth underneath down to the bottom of her breasts, when it then became plain black. It ended at the middle of her thighs, her bare legs showing their flawless skin before disappearing into the top of a pair of black leather high-heeled boots. Maybe it was the heels she walked on that made her strut like that, that made her body sway so provocatively and irresistibly. Or maybe it was a conscious choice on her part, something she wanted to do for reasons that were opaque to me. Or maybe that was just the way she walked. Maybe she strutted like that because she was had extraordinarily confident woman, because she knew what she looked like and took pleasure in it. On that first meeting, I didn’t know, and it wasn’t like I was trying to get to the bottom of it. More than anything else, I was just bowled over by her appearance, and trying not to show it.

“Rebecca, this is Matt,” Tasha said.

For a short but telling moment, I stood there in silence, like a rabbit in the headlights of an oncoming car. Then, abruptly, I snapped myself out of it. It’s not like I’ve never seen a pretty girl before. After all, I was living with one. I wouldn’t like to rate Tasha’s appearance against Rebecca’s. After all, though both were beautiful, each woman’s beauty was so different from the other’s that it would be impossible to compare the two. The only thing they had in common, really, was absolutely killer bodies, with every curve in the right place and the right proportion to drive a guy like me crazy. Of course, Tasha had to know that she first met Rebecca. She knew what I was like. But after all, it wasn’t as though there was anything she could have said that would prepare me for the effect her friend’s appearance would have on me.

But I quickly brushed that aside. It would do no good, I knew, to be ogling the girl. I wanted this friendship to work out, and that meant being a gentleman, not a creep. No matter how distractingly sexy I might find my girlfriend’s coworker.

“Hi,” I said, stepping forward and taking Rebecca’s hand. She took my hand in hers, but didn’t shake, just holding it. The softness of her skin was incredible, no matter how hard I tried not to think about it. Honestly, even shaking her hand felt somehow awkward. I was suddenly painfully conscious of everything I was doing, analyzing my every action, in a way I hadn’t for a very long time. Like I had forgotten what it’s like to meet a really attractive woman. And the truth is, you don’t meet many women like Rebecca. I knew that the first moment I saw her. And everything I learned about her subsequently made me realize just how true that was.

“Hi,” she replied, smiling as she held my hand in hers. She was away smiling. And I think she knew that smile was part of her charm. It lit up her face, made those already striking eyes glow even more than they naturally did. Another of the admittedly very few things I know about women is that they’re basically all well aware of what their best physical features are. Rebecca practically had a laundry list of them. But along with the incredible body that would be the first thing most men would notice, those eyes were the key to it.

“I’ve heard a lot about you,” Rebecca said. Her eyes traveled over my face as she spoke, lingering for just a moment on my lips. You can tell a lot about a person within seconds of meeting them. First impressions, and all that. My first impression of Rebecca told me that she was incredibly self-confident, and honestly, a flirt. That’s a dangerous combination. That’s a woman who knows how to use the power nature has given her. She still didn’t make me nervous, back then. But back then, of course, I didn’t know half of what I know now.

“All good, I hope,” I said as I finally withdrew my hand.

“All good, so far,” Rebecca said.

“That doesn’t sound encouraging.”

“Well, you don’t want it all to be good. No one likes a good boy, really. She never said how cute you are.”

“Hey! You’ll give him a big head,” Tasha said from behind Rebecca. And my girlfriend’s voice seemed to work to jolt me out of the reverie I had fallen into. As though Rebecca wove some strange spell over me. Silly, I thought to myself. She’s a sexy woman, but the world is full of sexy women. Don’t get all bent out of shape over just one. Especially with your beautiful girlfriend standing right there. But we can scream at ourselves internally all we like, and it doesn’t change the facts. Already, I was feeling something about Rebecca. Something I perhaps didn’t want to admit to myself, didn’t want to face. Something completely inappropriate. Chemistry. And I didn’t know if what I was feeling was real, or maybe was just a testament to her skills as a flirt, the way a woman who knows what she’s doing can make any man feel a connection that isn’t there. For that reason, and for others, I tried to resist. But there was no denying the perilous charm she had. No way to ignore how her beauty and her attitude tugged at something inside me. Not that anything was going to happen, of course, I told myself. I was more than happy with Tasha. But as even my girlfriend was willing to acknowledge, none of us can help what we feel. I was feeling an attraction to Rebecca more powerful than any I had felt in years, and I could only hope it didn’t show on my stupid face as I stood there in the living room of our apartment with my girlfriend right behind this beautiful and enigmatic woman.

“I’m sure he knows,” Rebecca said, turning her smile on Tasha as she spoke. As she did, I felt the spell lessen slightly. It was small, but it was there. Just a slight diminishment of her power, as if it depended in part on her attention. “You know what good looking guys are like. Even the really hot ones overestimate it and overplay their hand sooner or later.”

“I’ll try to be careful,” I said, and was rewarded with those cobalt eyes flashing back toward me again, that devious smile turning its full force on me once more.

“Let’s hope so,” Rebecca said. “Otherwise, I might have to put you in your place.”

“Sit down,” Tasha urged her new friend. “What would you like to drink? I’ll get you something.”

“White wine, if you have it,” Tasha said. Of course we had it. Tasha had been out shopping and stocked our kitchen with everything a guest might reasonably want. All part of her preparation to impress her new friend. And strangely enough, now that I had met Rebecca for myself, I could understand the desire a little more. For whatever reason, I found myself wanting to impress her too. Maybe she just had that effect on people. Maybe she was just the kind of person you want to like you.

“Yeah, we do,” Tasha said. “Matt, can you help in the kitchen for a minute?”

“Sure,” I said. I might not be the most subtle guy in the world, but even in my state of distraction at that moment, I knew that Tasha didn’t need my help getting three drinks. She wanted to talk to me. And now, for the first time that night, I was starting to feel nervous. When you’re in a relationship, any beautiful woman is at least a little bit of a threat. Even when, like Tasha, your girlfriend is not the jealous type.

Dutifully, I followed Tasha into the kitchen. She moved to the fridge and took out a bottle of white wine, handing it to me. I rummaged in the drawer, finding the corkscrew. Tasha stood close to me, dropping her voice almost a whisper. After all, our apartment wasn’t really big enough to give us the privacy to talk freely.

“What are you doing?” Tasha hissed. And as I poured wine into glass, I turned to her, my eyebrows raised in surprise.

“What are you talking about?”

“You’re flirting with her.”

“I am not!”

“Oh please,” Tasha snorted. “Look at you. You can’t keep your eyes off her. You’ve been practically drooling over her since she stepped through the door.”

“I have not,” I scowled. “I mean, she’s a good looking girl, I’ll admit. But if anything, she’s the one flirting with me.”

“You wish,” Tasha said. But I was gratified to see the first hint of a smile on her face. Perhaps this wasn’t so serious after all.

“You heard that last comment,” I said pouring another glass of wine for Tasha. “What the fuck was that supposed to mean?”

“That’s just the way she is,” Tasha said. “She always says stuff like that.”

“Well then maybe you should be having this conversation with her,” I said. Returning to the fridge, Tasha had produced a bottle of beer for me, and as she handed me the cool glass, I popped the lid off. I took that and a glass of wine, while Tasha picked up the other glass, and without another word, we headed back to the living room.

Rebecca had taken a seat. She sat on our sofa with her long legs crossed in front of her, her sexy dress sliding even higher on her thigh. I could see the long line of the muscle in her leg that disappeared under her skirt, her leather boots gleaming in the light, and for a moment, I had to catch my breath. She seemed to exude this kind of dark radiance, a strange glamour pouring off her and drawing my eyes to that body no matter what I tried. It was honestly alarming. I didn’t remember ever being this drawn to a woman so quickly before, maybe not even Tasha. And my girlfriend was and is sexy as hell. But it felt almost as though there was something else going on with Rebecca, some other level of attraction that I had never experienced before. Maybe it was a simple as the lure of danger, the edge of the precipice that calls to us all. Because I could see, even back then, that there was a danger about this woman. If only because of my wild attraction to her. That, coupled with Tasha’s obvious displeasure at how clear my attraction to Rebecca was, made her a very dangerous woman indeed.

“Thanks,” Rebecca said as she took the glass of wine I offered her. I mumbled something in return, trying not to appear too friendly after Tasha’s warning. But the smile never shifted from Rebecca’s pretty face. If anything, it deepened. And for whatever reason, I felt as though she knew exactly what kind of conversation I had just had with my girlfriend in the privacy of the kitchen. Probably, given the way she looked and the way she acted, Rebecca had inspired dozens of conversations just like that over the years. I hadn’t known her five minutes yet, and already I could tell she was the kind of woman that makes both men and women act a little bit crazy, in different ways. And Tasha had invited this beautiful creature into our home.

Sitting down on the sofa beside Rebecca, Tasha found the TV remote and put some music on. Our living room is only big enough for one sofa, and I had insisted on one big enough to lie down on. I had no choice but to sit down on the other side of Rebecca, separated by her from my girlfriend. Bad optics, I knew. But it was the only option I had, after all.

“This is nice place,” Rebecca said.

“It’ll do for now,” Tasha answered. “It’s a little small, but I guess it’s okay for just the two of us. We’ll find something else eventually.”

“I like it,” Rebecca said, taking a sip of her drink. I just sat there in silence, trying to pretend to be engaged in the conversation. Trying to hide the thoughts that were running through my head. I was sitting close enough to Rebecca that I could smell her perfume, could practically feel the warmth coming off her body, and it was driving me crazy. I couldn’t keep my eyes away from her legs, where they disappeared up under the skirt of her dress, or her mouthwatering cleavage that showed in the low neck of her dress. She had dressed up for this occasion far more than Tasha had, and though I wasn’t going to criticize the way my girlfriend looked even in my own mind, there was really no comparison between the two at the moment. Tasha was every bit as beautiful Rebecca was, and I would maintain that even in the privacy of my own brain. But she hadn’t put the effort in on that particular night that Rebecca had. Besides, there’s something seductive about novelty. Tasha was a woman I could have more or less whenever I wanted, a woman I had had that very morning. Rebecca, by contrast, was new and exciting and as inviting as unconquered land. In spite of myself, I found myself craving that body that sat beside me, so invitingly close and yet so utterly forbidden. It’s an intoxicating cocktail that has ruined better men than me before.

But I more or less kept quiet while the girls chatted. They talk about work, dreary office politics that didn’t concern me. Who they didn’t like. Who they did like. Whose husband was a drunk, and whose was probably cheating on them. I would never meet any of these people, so I couldn’t bring myself to care. But I did my best to include the right noises at the right times to show them I was listening while they chatted and the night wore on.

And when they finished their drinks, I got them some more, and more for myself as well, and soon, inhibitions were melting away. Soon, guided by Rebecca, the talk turned away from work to more personal matters. Somehow, whether drunk with wine or just with the possibility of making a new friend, Tasha laughed louder. Her smiles and laughter seemed to encourage her new friend. And when Rebecca reached out her hand and placed it high on my leg as I sat beside her, I almost jumped out of my skin.

“You two must be at each other all the time though, huh?” Rebecca said, turning her eyes from me to Tasha, then back again. “I bet you fuck like rabbits. Two sexy people like you.”

“I mean, we do our best,” Tasha giggled.

“What’s he like? In bed, I mean.”

I gulped as Rebecca spoke. She was clearly talking to Tasha, but for now, her eyes were locked on to me. She was looking right at me as she asked her outrageously impertinent question, and for once, I didn’t know what to say. I don’t generally find it hard to come up with a decent comeback, but this was different. This caught me by surprise. We’d been talking about sex, Rebecca humorously reminiscing about someone she’d recently slept with who hadn’t measured up to her apparently high standards. But I couldn’t say I had expected this follow.

“I’ve got no complaints,” Tasha said with a laugh.

“Well I wouldn’t call that a ringing endorsement,” Rebecca said. And her hand gripped my leg a little tighter. Was it just me, or was it sliding a little higher? I looked at her, and she smiled at me, and there was no way on earth I could help myself. My cock swelled with the excitement of having this gorgeous woman touching me. If I hadn’t already been fiercely attracted to her, she would have seduced me in that moment. And I was still determined to do nothing about it. But Rebecca, it seemed, had other ideas.

“Do you make her cum, Matt? You make sure she cums every time you guys fuck?”

“I try,” I said. Rebecca chuckled, and Tasha laughed out loud.

“You’ve got to do more than try,” Rebecca said, her voice soft now but still loud enough for both of us to hear it clearly. “A woman like her deserves more than just trying. If you don’t make her cum, if you don’t give her multiple orgasms every time you guys fuck, it would be so easy for her to find someone who will. I bet I could make your girlfriend cum five or six times, easily.”

I gasped. And on the other side of Rebecca, Tasha gasped too, her sound of shock soon turning into wild laughter that owed more to surprise than to genuine amusement. But Rebecca barely blinked. She was still looking into my eyes, her hands still sitting high on my thigh, her expression and her posture radiating total confidence and total belief in what she had said.

“What — what the fuck is going on here?” I managed to say, forcing a smile onto my confused face.

“I’m just saying,” Rebecca said. “No one knows how to make a woman cum like another woman. That’s just a fact. I don’t know if your girlfriend is into girls. But I guarantee you, after a night with me, she would be.”

“Oh my God, you’re crazy,” Tasha said. And Rebecca finally turned her eyes from me. I watched in a state of total shock as Rebecca carefully set down her almost empty wine glass on the coffee table in front of us. Then, she leaned toward Tasha. Her black dress slid even higher on her crossed legs, almost exposing her ass as she moved on the couch. And I leaned forward in my seat, craning my neck to see as Rebecca kissed Tasha right on the lips.

Tasha looked surprised. Even as Rebecca kissed her, her eyes moved toward me, seeking me out. And I smiled back at her in what I hoped was an encouraging way. By now, my cock was throbbing rhythmically in my pants, my arousal rising by the second. I was watching two beautiful women make out, and one of them happened to be my girlfriend. Maybe I should have been jealous. Maybe I should have been outraged. But I wasn’t. I was turned on. Like most straight guys, I had had lesbian fantasies in the past, but Tasha had never expressed even the slightest desire to be with a woman before. It wasn’t something I had ever imagined I would see with my own eyes. And yet there it was, happening now right in front of me. And as Tasha closed her eyes, finally kissing Rebecca back, I could see that she was just as caught up in the moment as I was. Just as thrilled with the possibility of new experience as me.

“I need to go to my car,” Rebecca said softly as she finally tore her lips away from Tasha’s. “I left a bag in there, and I have a few things in there you might like. Can I take your keys so I can let myself back in?”

“Sure,” Tasha said breathlessly. “They’re on the kitchen counter.”

My girlfriend seemed totally overwhelmed by what had happened, completely on the back foot, while Rebecca was as confident and poised as ever. Sitting upright, she placed her hand high on my thigh again, but it was only to help push her up into a standing position. She stepped away from the sofa, moving toward the kitchen, and both of us watched her go, her leather boots gleaming, her black skirt clinging to her thighs as she moved. Without another word, Rebecca swept up the keys and headed to the door of our apartment, and we heard it close behind her. For a moment, both Tasha and I sat there in silence. Then, at last, I turned to her.

“What the fuck is going on?” I asked. But there was no anger in my voice. Only hope. She smiled as she looked at me.

“I have no idea,” she admitted. “I had no idea she was into girls. But… she’s sexy, isn’t she?”

“Uh, yeah,” I said, as though it were the most obvious thing in the world, and Tasha laughed again. “She’s gorgeous. Are we… are we going to do something here?”

“Would you be into it if we did?”

“Are you kidding me? Of course I would!”

Tasha’s smile grew wider and brighter than ever, her eyes shining with hope and more than a little arousal at the unexpected turn the night had taken.

“Well, then,” she said. “Why not see where this goes?”


3. Putting Him In His Place

The night seemed to change around us. With just that strange admission, everything changed. If she had bothered to think about it, Tasha probably wouldn’t have been surprised to hear that it turned me on to see her kiss another beautiful woman. But maybe she had never thought about it before. Certainly, she was thinking about it now. And so was I, while my cock swelled unstoppably inside my jeans. Tasha and I had a good sex life, at least as far as I was concerned. And she herself said she had no complaints. But this was something totally different. This was something so far removed from our normal experience it was hard to believe it was even happening. This was something that happened to other people, not to us. This was some kinky fantasy, something from a dirty movie, not something that happened to a regular happy couple who had just moved to a town where they didn’t know anyone.

Except it was happening, and to us. And neither of us knew what tonight held, but both of us were willing to find out. That, we somehow intuited, was all we would need. Rebecca would handle the rest.

We heard the door of the apartment open. My heart skipped a beat as Rebecca entered, the heels of her boots thumping on the floor, and I didn’t doubt that Tasha felt the same way. She swept back into the living room with a black backpack over one shoulder, and as she walked toward us, I couldn’t keep my eyes off her. Setting the backpack down on the sofa between us, Rebecca bent forward, and the view of her breasts in the top of her low-cut dress only made my cock throb all the more urgently. Rebecca opened the bag, then paused, one hand already inside it. She seemed to be thinking of something. Taking her hand out of the bag again, she turned toward me. Balancing on one foot, she raised the other from the floor and placed it high on my leg. Really high. Her high heel dug into my inner thigh as she leaned forward, placing more weight on it, and the toe of her boot was right next to my throbbing cock. The weight of her foot pulled my jeans tighter around me, and I knew she could see the bulge of my erection in my pants. I wondered if Tasha could too, as she leaned forward from her end of the sofa to get a better view.

“Ground rules,” Rebecca said, her smiling eyes looking right into mine as she spoke and her high heel pressing into my thigh, making sure she had my full attention. “There has to be ground rules if we’re going to have some fun tonight. And I can tell you want to, horny boy. Look at that boner in his pants, Tasha.”

Tasha laughed loudly, that same giddy delight in her laugh that I had heard before, that told me she was more than willing to be swept away by all this, to do something new and unimaginable, to take our relationship down a path neither of us had ever considered. Well, I was ready for that too. I didn’t know where this night would lead us, and if I had known, maybe I would have hesitated. But desire was filling me the way the light fills a glass bulb once it’s turned on, and all I could think of was the unbelievable possibility that lay ahead of me. I was desperate not to do anything to jeopardize what promised to be one of the wildest experiences of my life. Rebecca, I think, knew that perfectly well.

“Your girlfriend deserves to cum. I can make her cum. And I want to do that for her. She’s so beautiful, so sexy. Don’t you think?”

“Of course,” I said, turning my eyes away from Rebecca to look at Tasha, but only for a moment before I turned back to the woman standing above me. Rebecca now had one elbow resting on her knee, adding more weight to the high heel that was digging into me, and reflexively, I reached out and grabbed her ankle. But I didn’t push her away. I could feel her leg through the supple leather of her boot, and I could see her cleavage swelling in the low neckline of her dress every time she breathed, and I wanted her so badly I was ready to give her anything. Even this.

“Good,” Rebecca said. “And sexy girls like her deserve lots and lots of orgasms. And I’m sure you try your best, but — well. Men have limits. Especially ones with cocks like this.”

I grunted as Rebecca twisted her foot just slightly, pressing the toe of her boot against the bulge in my pants. And still, I didn’t try to stop her. Once again, I was conscious of that strange spell she seemed to weave around herself, that unbelievable power her beauty and confidence gave her. Not to mention my desire. Truthfully, it was like it never even crossed my mind to fight her. Like it never occurred to me that I could.

And my cheeks burned with embarrassment as Tasha burst out laughing at the other end of the sofa, as if in confirmation of her new friend’s low assessment of my manhood. But there was something sexy about that, too. Something unexpectedly erotic about hearing these women be so demanding, so selfish, so cruel. Even with the killer body that she had, I was quickly learning that Rebecca’s confidence might be the sexiest thing about her.

“Want to watch?” Rebecca said, leaning forward even more as she grinned at me. “Want to watch me make your girlfriend cum? I don’t want you getting involved, not yet. You can watch. Maybe you’ll learn something.”

“Oh my God, Rebecca,” Tasha said. Rebecca never faltered. Her eyes were still locked onto mine, a wolfish smile still lighting up her beautiful face, and she knew she had me right where she wanted me. At the time, everything seemed to be happening organically, as though she were making it up as she went along. It was only later, when I had time to think, when I learned more about this exceptional woman, that I realized how practiced this act of hers was. Which explained why it worked so well. The truth was, I was hardly the first man this beauty had ensnared like this.

“Okay,” I said. I was willing to do anything, and my disappointment at being told I couldn’t be part of what happened was drowned out by my desire to see what Rebecca promised to show me. My beautiful Tasha getting fucked by another woman was something I had never even allowed myself to so much as fantasize about. A chance like this was unlikely to come around ever again.

“Good,” Rebecca said again. “But I don’t trust you. A lot of guys think they can handle something like this, think they want it. But then the reality is very different. So if we’re going to do this, we need to make sure you behave yourself properly. You know what that means?”

“No.”

“It means we need to tie you up.”

“Oh my God, are you kidding?” Tasha yelped over on the other side of the sofa. And I looked at her in momentary confusion before turning to Rebecca again. I had never had any desire for that kind of sex. But somehow, Rebecca made it seem normal, almost natural. Maybe because she was just such a naturally dominant personality. Maybe because she was beautiful enough to get away with it. Whatever the reason, I was ready to agree to anything. The promise of erotic excitement shone before me like nothing else ever had, and any ability I might have had to say no was dissolved in the flood of arousal I could feel. I couldn’t bring myself to say yes to Rebecca’s wild idea, to willingly go along with her insane plan. But I couldn’t bring myself to refuse her, either. Not when what she promised sounded so utterly delightful to me.

And Rebecca seemed to know that. She seemed to have an intuitive understanding of what was going through my mind. She didn’t wait for a positive response. Lifting her foot off my crotch at last, she stepped away and turned toward my girlfriend, casually adjusting her dress as she moved.

“You never tied him up before?” Rebecca said, as casually as though she were asking if we had never had Italian food before.

“No,” Tasha slowly answered.

“Well then, it’s about time somebody put him in his place,” Rebecca smiled maliciously. “We can’t let these boys run around completely free, you know. Come on. Help me get him out of those clothes and into a nice pair of handcuffs.”

“Okay,” Tasha said, not trying to hide her enthusiasm even a little. And I watched, still utterly dumbfounded, still barely able to believe what was happening, and still apparently totally unable to stand up for myself as Rebecca reached into her bag and pulled out a pair of handcuffs. Thick things made of solid steel and padded leather, they rattled as she dropped them onto the sofa cushion. Then, she turned to me. At the same time, Tasha rose to her feet, following Rebecca’s lead. My girlfriend looked nervous, but determined. And Rebecca climbed into my lap, her black dress sliding up her thighs once again as she straddled me, my throbbing cock just inches from her pussy under her dress as she faced me.

I was wearing a T-shirt. Rebecca took it in her hands and lifted it over my head in one smooth motion. And I let her do it, of course. I wasn’t about to stop a beautiful woman undressing me, even if I was more than a little nervous about what might come next.

Tossing my T-shirt to the floor, Rebecca placed her hands on my chest. She ran her hands down my arms, finally taking hold of my wrists and pushing them back behind me. I smiled, briefly. After all, this was all a game. She didn’t have the strength to overpower me.

But Tasha took the hint. Stepping back behind the sofa, she reached out and wrapped her arms around mine from behind. With the two of them working together, they were able to pull my arms back behind me. Not that I was really trying to fight them. My cock was raging at this kinky game, pressing hard against Rebecca’s body as she sat in my lap. Releasing her grip on one of my arms, she quickly snatched up the cuffs that lay on the sofa beside us. Then she pressed her body against mine, the smell of her perfume rising up from her mouthwatering cleavage and engulfing me as she wrapped her arms around me.

Together, she and Tasha buckled the leather bracelets of the cuffs around my wrists. And I couldn’t help myself. As they did, I buried my face in Rebecca’s cleavage, kissing the soft flesh of her breasts, inhaling her scent and feeling the unbelievable softness of her skin and desiring her more than ever.

“See?” Rebecca giggled as she worked. “Horny boys just can’t help themselves. That’s why they need to be restrained.”

Sliding out of my lap, she stood up again. And behind me, Tasha straightened up. I turned to look at my girlfriend over my shoulder, maybe seeking some reassurance. Because this had all been a game, but now, somehow, it seemed more serious. As I struggled against the cuffs, I realized I couldn’t get out of them. Instead of just feeling helpless, now I actually was. And that was a strange and new and exhilarating feeling to have for me. But Tasha’s brown eyes were glowing like bronze as she smiled down at me, and I could see at once that this was turning her on, and that reassured me. Sure, it would be frustrating to not be able to reach out and touch either of those beautiful bodies that tormented me with their beauty even now. But if that was what it took to get to show going, I was fine with it.

“Stand up,” Rebecca ordered. Now that I was in handcuffs, there was a more commanding tone in her voice. And she didn’t even wait for me to do as I was told. She reached out and grabbed one of my ears, twisting it painfully until I cried out. She used her grip on my ear to pull me to my feet, and behind me, Tasha laughed sadistically. She circled back around to stand in front of me while her friend reached for my belt and unfastened it, then unzipped my pants.

“Let’s see what he’s working with here,” Rebecca said. And with that, she pushed down both my jeans and my boxer shorts in one smooth movement. My cock sprang free immediately, already rock hard, and as my clothing fell down around my ankles, I was exposed in front of a woman I had only just met. My throbbing cock told Rebecca everything she needed to know about how much this was turning me on, about the effect she had on me. And Rebecca’s eyes traveled up and down my body, taking it all in, finally resting on my cock as it throbbed and bobbed valiantly in front of her.

“That’s it, huh?” she said, one cheek bulging slightly as she placed her tongue in it. “Kind of disappointing.”

“Well, he’s just the right size for me,” Tasha said. Rebecca smiled as she turned to my girlfriend.

“Come on, babe. That’s what nice girls say because they think they’re supposed to. You don’t have to be a nice girl tonight. That’s not what this is about. Trust me, there are way better cocks in the world than this one. Can I touch it?”

She asked Tasha, not me. That fact wasn’t lost on my girlfriend any more than it was on me. Tasha’s glowing eyes flickered toward me, just for a moment, some unspoken question flashing between us. It could have only one answer.

“Go ahead,” Tasha said with a sly smile. The kind of smile that told me she could barely believe herself what she was doing, what she was saying, what she was agreeing to. But I welcomed it. In that moment, nothing felt more important to me than that somebody touch me. And Rebecca smiled, reaching out a single finger to run it slowly and teasingly along the length of my shaft, making my cock bob more than ever as my arousal soared.

“At least these things make it easy to tell when a boy is turned on,” Rebecca said. “That can be useful. Besides, they’re handy for other things. I mean, if boys weren’t supposed to be our pets, why would they have ready-made leashes?”

With that, Rebecca abruptly wrapped her whole hand around my cock and pulled. It was a solid tug, not hard enough to hurt me, but hard enough to make me afraid. I stepped forward as she pulled me toward her by the cock, until she was holding my manhood at her side and the sensitive head pressed against the fabric of her dress on her hip. And again, Tasha laughed out loud, thoroughly enjoying my discomfort, my humiliation, my helplessness. And my cock throbbed desperately inside Rebecca’s tight fist. Because I was enjoying it too.

“You’re really kinky,” Tasha said to her new friend. And there was something in the look she gave Rebecca that made my heart hammer in my chest. I couldn’t put my finger on exactly what that look meant, but I got the general idea. Rebecca was turning my girlfriend on just as much as she was turning me on. For a girl with absolutely no experience with other women, Tasha was shockingly on board with this new idea. I couldn’t blame her for that. As she had said herself, Rebecca was irresistibly sexy. But that didn’t mean it didn’t make my heart swell with jealousy to see the woman I loved look at anybody but me with such an obvious look of desire on her face.

“I prefer to think of it as just being open-minded,” Rebecca said. “Are you open-minded, Tasha? Do you want to try something new tonight?”

“Yes,” I heard my girlfriend say. And Rebecca’s smile grew broader to hear it.

“Good,” Rebecca said. “You’re really very beautiful, Tasha. Way too beautiful to only be with guys.”

Rebecca let go of her grip on my cock and stepped toward my girlfriend. I watched her wrap her arms around her, running one hand down her cheek as she stared deep into her eyes. Tasha glanced at me again, slightly nervous still. But as Rebecca kissed her, Tasha enthusiastically kissed her back. And soon, Rebecca’s hands were sliding over Tasha’s beautiful body, pulling my girlfriend closer to her. I watched in helpless frustration as Rebecca’s hands slid over Tasha’s hips in their tight jeans, then moved toward her chest. Rebecca’s nimble fingers untied the laces of Tasha’s top, and still, my girlfriend let her. She had been concerned about me flirting with her new friend, but now I was watching her allow herself to be completely seduced by this other woman. It was an unbelievable mind fuck. And I just stood there and let it happen. It genuinely felt like there was nothing else I could do.

“I have some very specific tastes.”

Tasha’s voice was little more than a whisper now as she spoke only to my girlfriend, but I could hear every word perfectly from where I stood, naked and ashamed and unbelievably turned on. “I like pretty straight girls like you. I like seducing them and showing them what it’s like to be with a woman. I like making their boyfriends watch. I like making men confront their own sexual inferiority. I like to tease them. I like to show them how inadequate they really are. And I have a bit of a thing for lingerie, too.”

“Oh really? Wow. You really know what you like, don’t you?”

“I really do,” Rebecca smiled. “And I’ll admit, I was kind of hoping this would happen. So I brought something I think you’ll look amazing in. Come on, let’s leave your boyfriend here to think about what’s going to happen, and we’ll get you dressed up. Say bye-bye.”

As she spoke, Rebecca ran her hand down Tasha’s arm and took my girlfriend by the hand. Turning her head to smile triumphantly at me for just a second, she stepped away, and Tasha followed. Her red curls moved on her shoulders as she turned her head to look at me as she followed along behind the other woman. She didn’t say a word, but her facial expression said it all. Almost as though she was apologizing for what she was doing, but doing it anyway. Trying to convey to me that she had no choice, that she couldn’t resist. Even as I ground my teeth in silent frustration and fury, I couldn’t really argue with that. If I could have resisted Rebecca, I wouldn’t have been standing there naked with my cock throbbing so desperately for her.

Rebecca picked up her bag as she led Tasha toward the bedroom. I watched them go, opening my mouth to protest and then thinking better of it. It was already clear to me that it didn’t really matter what I had to say, what I felt about what was happening. This was the girl’s show now, and I was supposed to be nothing but a spectator. It was a sexy idea, but that didn’t mean it didn’t terrify me at the same time. Maybe it was for the best that there was nothing I could do. Maybe there was a reason I was in handcuffs, stripped naked, unable to affect anything that happened from that point forward. I wasn’t sure I would have had the courage to go through with this, even though I knew a huge part of me wanted nothing more. The unknown is scary, after all. And these were completely unknown waters we were charting now.

There was nothing I could do but wait. With my hands cuffed, I couldn’t even take another drink. For that matter, it occurred to me I couldn’t even go to the bathroom without assistance. Not that I wanted to in that moment. My cock was achingly hard at what these women had done to me, what Rebecca had done and what Tasha had willingly allowed. And in the bedroom, I could hear their voices, teasing me even further as I wondered what was going on. Tasha was right. Rebecca was very much a woman who knew what she liked. And somehow, within less than an hour of showing up in our house, Rebecca was getting absolutely everything she wanted. From both of us.

As I listened to their voices, I thought about heading to the bedroom myself to see what was going on. After all, my legs still worked. But something held me back. Fear of Rebecca, maybe. Fear of what she might do, what she was capable of. I had never been sexually dominated by a woman before, but Rebecca made it seem so natural that I almost wondered why it never happened. It was all so easy for her.

And finally, I heard high-heeled footsteps on the floor, and I knew it was coming. Rebecca appeared in the living room in front of me, her sexy dress shed, wearing a black push-up bra and a tiny pair of black thong panties and her leather boots. She looked incredible, every inch the sexy dominatrix she so clearly was. And she still had that same unassailable confidence as she walked toward me in her underwear, reaching out to take hold of my cock once again as though there were nothing more natural in the world.

“Come with me, Matt,” she said with a smile, as though I had any choice in the matter at all as she turned away from me, already pulling me across our apartment by my cock. “Come see how sexy your girlfriend is.”

Rebecca led me into the bedroom. Tasha was sitting there on the edge of the bed, and as we entered, she raised her face to look at me. Her eyes were shining more than ever, and her cheeks were glowing bright pink with what I took to be a mixture of shame and arousal. Rebecca had had her way with my girlfriend, all right. Tasha’s breasts were pushed high on her chest by a deep blue corset with black lace detailing that pulled in her waist and pushed out her boobs and accentuated what was already a very impressive hourglass figure. Tasha looked absolutely incredible, even better than she had in her sexy underwear earlier that day, and my cock throbbed in Rebecca’s hand as the other woman led me deeper into the bedroom. Tasha’s head turned to watch me go as I followed Rebecca toward the foot of the bed, and I could see that underneath the corset, she wore nothing at all. No panties. Nothing to cover the pussy that was only hidden because of the way she was sitting. She had already gotten naked in front of this woman, I realized. A woman she worked with and barely knew any better than I did, and already, Rebecca had seduced her into getting dressed up in this unbelievably provocative costume just to please her.

“You’ll have a good view from right here,” Rebecca said as she positioned me in the middle of the footboard. Still holding my cock with one hand, she reached over the metal footboard of our bed and grabbed the backpack she had brought. She reached inside, her blind hand finding what she needed by touch alone, and I watched her pull out a length of red rope. Taking it in her hands, she began to wrap it around my scrotum, and I tried to protest, but one glance from her flashing eyes was enough to silence me. And Tasha’s boobs swelled dramatically in her corset as she leaned forward to get a better look, desperate to see what her friend was doing to me. Clearly, it amused her. The soft skin of her boobs jiggled hypnotically as she laughed, pressing one hand to her mouth as though to hold back her amusement.

Rebecca knew what she was doing. Soon, she had the rope wrapped around my balls and began to wind it along the shaft of my cock, too. Then, when that was done, she tied the rope off to the top rail of the bed’s metal footboard. And there I was, my handcuffs behind my back, my manhood bound to the bed, incapable of going anywhere or doing anything. All I could do was watch. Rebecca patted me encouragingly on the shoulder before stepping away from me, circling back around the bed to sit down beside Tasha.

“See, that’s better,” she murmured. “He’s part of it, but he’s not part of it, too. You can just stay there and watch us girls have fun. You have to admit, that’s going to make it even hotter having your first lesbian experience, knowing he’s watching and wanting you desperately, but can’t do a fucking thing about it.”

“Yeah, it kind of does, actually,” Tasha said, her eyes darting from Rebecca to me and back again. And Rebecca ran her hands along Tasha’s cheek again, smoothing back her fiery red hair, then reaching for her breasts. Tasha didn’t protest. In fact, she leaned back a little on the bed, supporting herself with her arms, thrusting her chest forward for Rebecca to stroke and caress her beautiful boobs. And as Rebecca buried her face in my girlfriend’s cleavage, Tasha looked straight at me. Her brown eyes blazed with that same metallic fire as she studied my reaction, and I stood there silent in open-mouthed astonishment, listening to the wet sound of another woman’s mouth on my girlfriend’s spectacular breasts.

Rebecca kept kissing. And soon, Tasha threw back her head, her eyelids fluttering in an expression of pleasure I knew all too well. The other woman was getting to her. And if the strangeness of the situation we found ourselves in made it harder for my girlfriend to let go and enjoy herself, there was no sign of that now. Rebecca’s hands drifted down my girlfriend’s body, over her narrow waist, toward her hips, her thighs, and the pussy that lay between. And soon, her mouth did the same. Shifting slightly on the bed, Rebecca kissed her way down the front of the corset Natasha wore, and soon, her short black hair lay on my girlfriend’s thighs.

Rebecca nuzzled Tasha’s pussy. Tasha moaned in pleasure. And I stood there, reduced to an object, virtually a statute, my cock throbbing desperately against the tight bondage that held it on the bed and the handcuffs rattling as I struggled uselessly against them. But there was nothing I could do. This was going to happen. And that was all I wanted.

Except what I wanted most, to be involved, to be in the bed with these two absolutely radiant beauties, was the one thing I couldn’t have.


4. Turning Tasha

Tasha moaned loudly. Racked by pleasure, her arms seemed to give way underneath her, and she flopped back on the bed, her movements restricted by the tight corset that made it difficult for her to bend at the waist. Her breasts bounced as she flopped back, her eyes closing, her face almost lost in a storm of fiery red hair.

And I stood at the foot of the bed, watching it all happen, helpless to do anything about it. Rebecca was doing what no woman before had ever done, eating my girlfriend’s pussy, and judging by the reactions of Tasha’s body, she was doing a remarkably good job of. No matter how I tried, I couldn’t resist the temptation to compare. Did I make Tasha make noises of ecstasy quite like those? It was hard to say. Every other time I had heard my girlfriend moaning like that, I had been doing the same. Lost in pleasure just as she was, sharing the experience together. This was a first for me, too. To hear those sexy noises and not to be the one causing them, to not be involved at all beyond the passive role of her helpless audience.

Already, it was driving me crazy. My cock throbbed and surged desperately, struggling against the red rope Rebecca had wrapped around it to keep me in place. To put me in my place once and for all, as she liked to say, lording her feminine sexual power over me. I had to face the facts. This woman who I had only just met had seduced me and seduced my girlfriend, and now Tasha was enjoying her first lesbian experience, and I could do nothing except watch.

And just as I had suspected it might be, I had to acknowledge that this was the sexiest thing I had ever seen. Even though my heart burned with jealousy. Even though my mind vibrated with disbelief and desire and despair. It was all completely eclipsed by the desire I felt inside me raging like a wild animal, loud enough to drown out anything else I might be feeling. Maybe I would pay for all this later, with jealous doubts and fears and even anger toward the girlfriend who was betraying me right now, right in front of me. But in that moment, I couldn’t think that way. I couldn’t think of anything except the spectacle in front of me, dutiful and arousing and humiliating all at the same time. The wildest night of my life, without question, without peer. How could I have ever imagined, when sexy Rebecca walked through our front door that night, that things would end up here?

Rebecca moved. She slid off the bed, kneeling on the floor at the edge of the mattress, and Tasha spread her thighs wider to give the other woman better access. Rebecca had her hands on Tasha’s thighs, her short dark hair obscuring her face buried in my girlfriend’s sex. But I could see the way her head moved to a telltale rhythm. I could hear the wet movements of her mouth on Tasha’s body. And I could hear the moans and screams she drew from my girlfriend. I watched Tasha writhing on the bed, her eyes tight shut as though she didn’t want to think about who was making her feel this way. Her hands slid over her chest, squeezing her own breasts through the tight blue corset she wore, the outfit Rebecca had made her wear. Even that sent another little stab of jealousy through me. Not that Tasha didn’t dress up for me, too, on occasion. But it took a lot more pleading and negotiating on my part that it seemed to do for Rebecca. Rebecca just said what she wanted, and Tasha complied. And I couldn’t even be mad at my girlfriend for that, because look at me. I wasn’t putting up any more of a fight than she was.

Tasha squirmed with pleasure, and Rebecca kept licking her, and I heard the telltale catch in my girlfriend’s voice that sent a shiver of disgrace rushing through me. My cock was still throbbing urgently, and I could hear my own heart pounding in my ears, and I stood there helpless, not even saying a word, as I watched my girlfriend cum. I knew those sounds, that look of rapture on her face, that arch in her back that she made as physical sensations overwhelmed her. And I had never seen them quite like this. I’ve never been a passive bystander before. I had never imagined I would be. Or that such a thing, so cruel and outrageous, would be so unbelievably arousing at the same time.

Tasha came, and between her legs, Rebecca eagerly slurped up the juices that poured out of my girlfriend’s shaking body. It sounded like a wet one. If that was any indication of Tasha’s emotional state, of just how powerfully turned on she was, then Rebecca had clearly done her job. Her sexiness and her dominance had worked my girlfriend up to a fever pitch of desire, gotten her so horny that she had forgotten that she was straight. Rebecca, this woman we hardly knew, had done in less than an hour what I would never have dared to do, would never even have dared to suggest. If I had ever suggested she get with another girl, I knew Tasha would have looked at me like I was some total pervert. And now, look at how she was enjoying herself.

Rebecca lifted her face from between Tasha’s shaking thighs. My girlfriend lay back on the bed, still with her eyes closed, totally overcome with passion and pleasure. Her breasts rose and fell rapidly in the tight confines of the corset she wore, her breath coming as ragged gasps as she basked in the afterglow of the orgasm the other woman had given her.

And Rebecca rose to her feet. In her black lingerie and tall boots, she looked unbelievably dominant, and I felt a strange thrill of something close to fear as I watched her rise in front of me. Those unforgettable cobalt eyes were glittering like a sunny sea as she began to walk toward me. Slowly. Taking her time. Never anything less than fully in control of not only herself but everyone around her.

Rebecca walked slowly toward me. And even though my sexy girlfriend was lying there in provocative lingerie, her dripping pussy fully on display between her shaking thighs, I had eyes only for Rebecca as she approached. Bewitched by the stalking motion of her body. Her swaying stride made her hips roll and her boobs bounce and her glossy dark hair swing and sway just above her shoulders. And those eyes, locked on me, enjoying to the fullest every last moment of my deep and unbelievable humiliation. Rebecca was in her element. I could see that. She was like some dangerous predator, some wild animal, and there was absolutely nothing I could do about her or with her. This was her show now, fully and completely, and both me and my girlfriend were reduced to mere tools to give this incredible woman a wild sadistic thrill.

“I love eating straight pussy,” Rebecca said as she stood close to me, and even though she was talking to me, I heard Tasha moaned on the bed, her eyes still closed. “There’s nothing hotter to me than turning a girl who doesn’t think she likes other girls. But you can’t argue with an orgasm. Did you see how I made your girlfriend cum just now?”

“Yes,” I admitted, feeling every gram of the shame I didn’t doubt Rebecca wanted me to feel. And the devious smile on her pretty face only got wider as she stepped closer to me. I could smell her perfume, and I could smell the sex she had given my girlfriend, and as Rebecca suddenly gripped the back of my neck and pulled my head down toward her, I was taken by surprise. She kissed me, pressing her lips forcefully against mine, driving her tongue into my mouth. I kissed her back, almost by habit as much as by desire. And I was reminded of something I had forgotten in all the time I had been with Tasha; that no two girls kissed the same way. Rebecca’s kiss was aggressive, like she was occupying my mouth, taking it over like an enemy force. And as I tasted the familiar taste on her lips and tongue, I realize why she was doing it. Not out of passion. Not out of attraction to me. This was just one more stage in my humiliation.

“How does her pussy taste on my lips?” Rebecca asked as she let go the back of my neck and pulled her lips away from mine. I stared at her in wordless astonishment. Because she was absolutely right. I could taste Tasha’s pussy on her mouth, could taste the fragrant juices of orgasm my girlfriend had so happily released just moments before. It was hardly a surprise to me; I had watched the whole show with my own eyes. But still, somehow, this brought it home even more viscerally. To know what a bad girl Tasha had been, and to know that I had allowed it. To know that Rebecca had made this all happened, and that I was unable to stop her, and that I didn’t want to. These wild thoughts raced through my mind until they threatened to drive me completely insane, and all the while, Rebecca stood there in front of me, smiling that confident smile, totally and inarguably in control. And somehow, she looked more desirable than ever. I was going to have to get used to the idea that the crueler she was, the more I was attracted to her. And as she stood there in front of me, basking in her sexual power while my girlfriend recovered from a powerful orgasm on the bed behind her, Rebecca had never seemed sexier.

“You know the best thing about sex with a girl?”

This time, Rebecca raised her voice as she spoke, turning toward the bed where Tasha lay. I finally saw Tasha open her eyes, staring up at the ceiling for a moment as though trying to collect her thoughts, to bring them back from whatever strange arena of pleasure they had occupied. But then she turned toward Rebecca, toward me, and I could see the flush in her cheeks that reinforced the fact that my girlfriend had just cum. She radiated orgasm from every pore of her body, her bliss so powerful that I could almost feel it, or an echo of it at least, from where I stood helpless and rejected. Tasha’s glowing eyes moved from her lesbian lover to me, then skated away quickly. As though she couldn’t look me in the face after what she had just done. She still had enough shame for that, I supposed. But not nearly enough, I suspected, to stop what was happening.

Not that I wanted her to.

“It’s not over until I say it’s over,” Rebecca said. I shivered as she reached down and ran just the tips of her fingers along my straining shaft, just for a moment, teasing me with her touch even as she walked away and not even looking at me as she went. Instead, she moved toward her backpack that still lay on the bed and reached inside. Both Tasha and I watched her every movement as we waited to see what strange implement of pleasure or torture this wild woman would produce next. And Rebecca didn’t keep us waiting for long.

As she drew some new item out of her backpack, I heard Tasha gasp. And I almost did the same when I saw what it was. Rebecca had a dildo in her hand, a solid black replica penis that looked absolutely huge in her fist. And as she held it up higher, I could see that a network of straps dangled from its base. Between the straps, there was a small projection with a curve to it, and even though I had never seen such a thing in real life before, I knew immediately what I was looking at. Rebecca had brought a strap on dildo with her to what was supposed to be just a casual night of hanging out with a new friend. If that’s not an insane level of sexual confidence, I don’t know what is. But after all, as both me and my girlfriend were quickly finding out, that was exactly what made Rebecca so unbelievably desirable.

Rebecca stepped around behind me, circling over to the other side of the bed. Once again, it seemed like she was taking her time, drawing the moment out like an actress to increase the tension and the drama. Tasha struggled to sit up, the tight corset keeping her waist from bending properly as she twisted over onto her side, then pushed herself upright. Just as I was, she was watching Rebecca’s every move. And Rebecca knew it. Basking in all this attention, she set the dildo down on the mattress in front of her temporarily and pulled her panties down. Her hips swayed gently from side to side as she removed her underwear, letting it fall to the floor before stepping out of it so that her high heels thumped softly on the floor. Then, she picked up the toy again. I watched with unfulfilled longing as Rebecca carefully slid the curved part of the dildo between the lips of her pussy, her eyes closing and her lips fluttering slightly as a small sigh escaped them. Then, with the toy buried inside her, she began to wrap the straps around her hips and ass.

Both Tasha and I watched her tighten them down, watch the straps lift her round ass slightly as she pulled them tight. And just like that, Rebecca was transformed. The black cock projecting from between her legs matched the bra and boots she still wore, along with her jet black hair. If anything, she looked even more menacing now, even more sexually powerful. And as she climbed slowly onto the bed, crawling on her knees, Tasha looked at her new friend and smiled.

There was no doubt who that menacing toy was intended for. There was no doubt about what was going to happen next. And all I could do was stand there, bound and forced to watch, as my girlfriend’s new friend fucked her.

Tasha pivoted on the mattress, turning to face Rebecca as she approached. She began to lay back, supporting her weight on her arms as she lowered herself down. And Rebecca climbed on top of her, her short dark hair hiding her face from my view as she leaned forward and kissed my girlfriend right in front of me. Tasha kissed her back enthusiastically, raising her head from the mattress to press her lips against those of the other woman. And I remembered all the times Tasha had refused to kiss me after I went down on her, and my heart ached even as my cock throbbed in desperate lust.

The girls kept on kissing. And Tasha’s hands tentatively reached out toward Rebecca’s body, just stroking her arms for now. Tasha still had that reluctance, that hesitation, that I could only assume came from never having been with a woman before. But Rebecca was confident enough for both of them. As she kissed my girlfriend, her hips began to rock back-and-forth, and the strap on moved against Tasha’s body, the thick head teasing her wet and swollen lips until she began to moan with desire. Then, breaking the kiss, Rebecca hooked her arms under Tasha’s shoulders. Slowly but deliberately, she slid the dildo inside Tasha’s dripping pussy. And Tasha screamed with pleasure as the toy split her open, howling with every inch that sank into her until the other woman was completely bottomed out.

“You’re so gorgeous,” Rebecca said, her voice little more than a whisper, but I could still hear the way her words dripped with desire. “You’re so fucking sexy. And you’re all mine.”

Tasha laughed, but her laughter soon turned into another moan of exquisite desire. Rebecca’s hips were moving, the straps around her hips and ass digging entire as she slowly fucked my girlfriend with the toy. She plunged it deep inside Tasha’s pussy, and every time she did, she made my girlfriend howl. That beautiful sound was the soundtrack to my disgrace, my total humiliation as I stood there with my own cock rock hard and ready for sex, rejected in favor of an unfeeling toy. But the women were feeling plenty. Tasha was practically sobbing with pleasure as Rebecca began to fuck her faster, and soon, Rebecca started moaning too. The part of the toy buried deep inside her was doing its work, and before long, the two women’s voices joined in a mingled symphony of physical bliss.

Tasha’s hands gripped Rebecca’s arms. Rebecca held herself up above my girlfriend, her breasts bouncing in her bra with the rhythm of her thrusts, her black boots catching in the sheets as she struggled for leverage to fuck my girlfriend harder. The mattress was bouncing to their movements, the whole bed frame rocking and shaking, and I could feel the movement in the rope tied around my cock and balls, tugging on my manhood as a reminder of the embarrassing position I found myself in.

Tasha’s legs shook as she wrapped them around the other woman’s hips. Her eyes were closed again now, and I could see her losing herself to the pure pleasure she was feeling. She was trembling and shaking as she held onto Rebecca’s arms for dear life, and as a great scream erupted from her open mouth, I knew I was watching my girlfriend cum again. Rebecca sighed with pleasure, her dark hair hanging around her face as she lowered her head, her hips still sliding the cock deep inside my girlfriend’s body as Tasha exploded in another orgasm. And as her cries slowly subsided, as her body shook and trembled underneath Rebecca, Rebecca swept her dark hair back behind her ear with one hand. Her stunning eyes were fixed on my girlfriend’s face now. And as Rebecca continued to fuck her, Tasha opened her eyes to stare up into those twin blue vortexes of crystalline beauty.

“Say it,” Rebecca demanded in a voice that dripped with sexual power. “Say you’re mine.”

“Oh my God, I’m yours, Rebecca,” Tasha said, without so much as a moment’s hesitation. “I’m so fucking yours!”

And as if I didn’t already know who those words were aimed at, Rebecca turned her smiling face toward me. Her hips were still moving rhythmically, still fucking Tasha underneath her as she smiled at me. I was convulsed with a wave of hatred for this woman, hatred that did nothing to dampen my desire for her. I wanted them both so badly, both Tasha and Rebecca, and I could have neither of them, and it was driving me crazy. I had never been so turned on, never been so overtaken by lust for anyone, not even Tasha. But she had never looked better than she did in that moment, still climbing down from the peak of one orgasm while another one already started to bloom inside her. She was a creature of pure sexual energy now, pure pleasure, and the fire in her eyes as she looked up at the woman fucking her left me in absolutely no doubt what she was feeling. She was looking at Rebecca like she loved her. Looking at her like she meant every word she said. I had no reason to think she didn’t. I had no reason to doubt what my girlfriend was saying as she proclaimed herself Rebecca’s property. I couldn’t even be mad at her. We all knew that I had no more power to resist this incredible woman that my girlfriend did.

“That’s what I like to hear,” Rebecca said, turning her smiling face back to Tasha. “I fucking love turning straight girls. Admit it. You like my cock better than your boyfriend’s.”

I drew in a breath sharply as I stood trembling at the foot of the bed. And for the first time in what felt like forever, Tasha turned to look at me. I could see the ecstasy on her face, could see the pleasure Rebecca was still giving her as she continued to slide that dildo in and out of my girlfriend’s dripping pussy. My girlfriend was sex drunk, and I had seen this from her before, but not often. It was a state I had only managed to get her into myself once or twice, and Rebecca had nailed it right away. Still, to her credit, Tasha hesitated. But Rebecca was too smart, too devious, and too evil to be resisted. Abruptly, she stopped her movements, leaving the dildo buried inside Tasha’s pussy but no longer fucking her with it. And I saw Tasha turn her face back to her lover with a stricken look on her face that was close to panic.

“No, please, don’t stop,” she said, and the pitiful sound of her begging made desire growl inside me again.

“Then say it,” Rebecca smiled down at Tasha. “Tell your worthless boyfriend that he’s been replaced. Or maybe you don’t need to cum that badly.”

Rebecca sat back on her knees. Reaching down, she slid the dildo out of Tasha’s pussy, and Tasha let out a kind of growl of frustration and disappointment and rage. She struggled to sit up on the bed, the corset inhibiting her movements once again. And Rebecca smiled down at her, slowly stroking the dildo that was now dripping with Tasha’s juices as she ran her hand up and down it. The air in the bedroom seemed suddenly tight with unbelievable tension.

Tasha turned toward me. Her breasts heaved in the tight corset as she drew a deep breath and let it out in a sigh. Her eyes found mine, and as I looked at her, I didn’t even know any longer what I wanted to happen. Not that it mattered what I wanted, of course.

“I’m sorry, Matt,” Tasha said, while Rebecca grinned openly beside her. “It’s true. I like her cock better than yours. She fucks me better than you do.”

“Oh my God,” I groaned. Tasha shrugged, making her breasts bounce again, and a sheepish smile showed on her face. But Rebecca was grinning openly, her plan coming together beautifully. And just as I was supposed to, I felt unbelievably ashamed, completely humiliated, and wildly turned on.

“Good girl,” Rebecca said. “Now, let’s try this.”

Reaching out, she took Tasha by the arm and guided her toward me. For a moment, confusion showed on my girlfriend’s beautiful face, but Tasha soon realized what Rebecca wanted. She turned on the bed, facing me where I stood, getting on her hands and knees. I looked down at her from above, tormented by the way her hips spread beneath the corset, the way her breasts bounced with every movement as she balanced herself on her elbows. Tasha swept her red hair back from her face and smiled up at me, and my cock surged to look at her like that, in such a submissive posture, her face close to my aching cock, but never close enough.

Meanwhile, Rebecca positioned herself behind her. I watched the other woman grip Tasha’s hips in her hands. And I watched Tasha’s eyes roll back in her head, her fingers gripping the bed sheet, her mouth opening in a perfect O of pure pleasure as Rebecca entered her from behind.

This time, Rebecca was more aggressive. Her hips began to move quickly as she started to pound Tasha from behind. And Tasha shrieked in pleasure, while Rebecca moaned as the dildo did its work inside her. Again, the whole bed rocked to their movements, and I could feel every thrust in my bound cock and balls, and my girlfriend’s face was obscured by her hair as she lowered her head, screaming her pleasure at the mattress in front of her. Rebecca raised her hand and slapped my girlfriend’s ass, and Tasha yelped in a sound that was half pain, half pleasure, at being handled so roughly.

Rebecca’s movements were almost feverish now, her grip on Tasha’s hips tighter than ever as she continued to pound that thick dildo into my girlfriend’s pussy. And Tasha screamed and moaned as another orgasm erupted inside her, the corset laces straining all along her back as she panted for air. She had her head lowered to the mattress now, but Rebecca didn’t want that. Leaning forward, she grabbed a fistful of Tasha’s hair and pulled savagely. Tasha screamed as she raised her face up toward me, her eyes finding mine.

I watched her cum. I saw her face transfigured by the power of pleasure, saw the orgasm shining in her eyes and bursting out of her throat, saw her breasts quivering to the rhythm of Rebecca’s thrusts while the whole bed trembled and shook beneath them. I cried out too, letting out an involuntary wail of frustration and despair and rage, but it was lost in the sound of the two women screaming in ecstasy. Because as Tasha came, it seemed that Rebecca came too. Her eyes closed, her lips trembling as she squealed in pleasure, her breasts shivering in the black bra. And Rebecca held my girlfriend like that, just for moment, the two of them posed like some erotic statue that told the story of absolute female bliss.

I saw Rebecca’s body relax. And I could see the fatigue in Tasha’s movements as she panted on the mattress in front of me. But still, Rebecca didn’t let go of her grip on my girlfriend’s hair. Instead, she pushed herself forward again, driving the dildo even deeper into Tasha’s pussy and making her cry out again. With Rebecca’s weight behind her, Tasha inched forward on the mattress, and soon, her face was right in front of my bound cock. Rebecca held her there, using her grip on her hair to keep my girlfriend staring up at me.

“Think you could make him cum like that?” Rebecca asked, including Tasha’s attention by delivering another loud slap to her backside.

“I don’t know,” Tasha said. She smiled as she spoke, her eyes traveling from mine down the length of my body to my cock that throbbed right in front of her face, all bound up in red rope.

“Only one way to find out,” Rebecca said. “You can make your boyfriend cum, if you want. But even if you do, I’m not releasing him. We’re not finished yet, sexy lady. I haven’t even started fucking you yet.”

“Oh my God,” Tasha murmured. But the look of excitement on her face was something I knew, even in that moment, that I would never forget. And my girlfriend opened her mouth, leaning her head forward as far as Rebecca’s grip on her hair would allow, wrapping her lips around the sensitive head of my cock. I groaned in long-awaited pleasure as she teased me with her tongue, my shaft straining against the ropes, my balls aching as they tried to tighten against my body despite their bondage. And behind Tasha, Rebecca again to fuck her again.


5. A Man Replaced

How did I manage not to lose my mind completely? Maybe I did. Certainly, something in me changed that night. Our whole lives changed, the fairly normal, ordinary life Tasha and I had been living up to that point blown away in one unforgettable evening. We had never imagined, when we moved to a new town to start a new life, that things would take this unbelievable turn. And yet, as difficult as it has been, as downright painful and disgraceful as my experiences have been since Rebecca came into our lives, I don’t regret it. And I know my girlfriend doesn’t. Our sex lives have never been so thrilling, so fulfilling, despite everything that woman puts us through. Or not in spite of it; because of it. That’s the honest truth. Rebecca filled some need in both of us that neither of us knew were there, opening us up to a whole new unexpected world of dark sexual pleasure. It began that night, and it still hasn’t stopped. And in some strange way, I sometimes feel thankful to the woman who torments me, who has made me suffer like no other. Even at its very worst, when I find myself wishing it would all end, I remember what life was like without her, and I know I couldn’t go back.

Even worse, neither could Tasha.

But we couldn’t know all that on that first wild night. All we knew was that this kinky game was out of our control, and the both of us were completely in Rebecca’s hands. And it was thrilling. I could see what Tasha was getting out of it, the multiple orgasms she had already had from Tasha’s mouth and strap on dildo, her whole body glowing with pure pleasure. But what I was getting out of it was hard to understand, even for myself. Even as my girlfriend teased my cock with her mouth, and I could feel every groan and scream of pleasure she made as Rebecca fucked her from behind while Tasha blew me. Every moment seemed to bring a new heightening of desire, a new peak I had never glimpsed before, but this was the greatest mind fuck of all. Because the movements and motions of Tasha’s mouth were bringing me indescribable pleasure, but somehow, orgasm eluded me. Maybe it was the rope tied tightly around my cock and balls. Maybe it was just the pure weirdness of the situation. I couldn’t say. But even though Tasha’s tongue sent tremors of physical bliss racing up and down my spine, somehow, it wasn’t quite enough to push me over the edge.

Of course, Rebecca didn’t care about that. For now, all she cared about was fucking my girlfriend. And once again, she had both hands on Tasha’s round hips, plunging that remorseless cock deep inside my girlfriend’s pussy again. And as their pleasure grew, Tasha removed her mouth from my cock. I groaned in frustration, but my girlfriend was too lost in lust to care. She screamed as Rebecca fucked her, and I could feel the air leaving her mouth right in front of my straining cock, but that was all I got. That, and the maddening motion of the bed frame I was tied to, every thrust of the woman who had taken my girlfriend from me making itself felt between my legs while I stood there, a witness to my own sexual betrayal.

Again, Tasha lowered her head to the mattress, her features obscured by her long red hair. I watched as Rebecca fucked her aggressively, her eyes cast down, the black bob of her hair swaying frantically around her ears with the motion of her body. There was a sheen of sweat on her skin now, her boobs glistening as they bounced in her push-up bra, responding to the rhythm of her wild thrusts. Her stamina was incredible. I watched her raise one knee, placing her high-heeled boot on the mattress to give her more leverage. And Tasha gripped the footboard I was tied to, her face still hidden from me, her cries of pleasure louder than ever as she surrendered completely to her new lesbian lover. Rebecca grunted and swore, a deep aggression within her exploding to the surface as she fucked my girlfriend remorselessly. But the dildo was doing its work inside her, too. Both women screamed in pure pleasure as they came again.

When Rebecca drew the dildo out of Tasha’s ravaged pussy, my girlfriend practically collapsed. She sprawled on the bed in a fetal position, panting desperately, her big boobs testing the limits of the black and blue corset that barely contained them. And Rebecca sat back on the mattress, the dripping strap on dildo projecting lewdly from between her legs and shining with my girlfriend’s orgasms. Her breasts rose and fell in her bra to as she panted, sucking down air that reeked of sex as she sprawled back against the headboard of the bed with her legs spread. As she tilted her head back, her eyes found mine, and a cocky smile spread across her beautiful face. She sat back like an Empress, her untamed cock still rising tirelessly from between her legs, her whole body soaked in sweat and her chest heaving with her exertions. And for a while, both women just lay there, recuperating. And my eyes traveled from one to another, unable to decide which of them was more attractive to me in that moment, knowing I didn’t have to choose. Knowing it didn’t matter anyway, because I couldn’t have either of them. All I could do was watch. And my cock throbbed as painfully as ever against the red rope Rebecca had tied around it to keep me in my place of the foot of the bed, the captive witness to my girlfriend’s first lesbian experience.

Finally, Tasha sat up, struggling against the tight corset that made it hard for her to bend her waist. She pushed herself upright on the mattress, and both Rebecca and I looked at her as she swept her fiery hair back from her face. She was still panting, but not quite as breathless as she had been. She looked at me, and then looked quickly away. In the heat of the moment, she seemed to have no problem meeting my eyes, but now, she seemed somewhat embarrassed about what she had done. But not embarrassed enough to regret it. I knew that from the bright smile on her beautiful face.

“That was amazing,” she said, as she turned to Rebecca. “I can’t believe we did that.”

“I can,” Rebecca grinned at Tasha. “I’ve been thinking about doing that to you from the moment I met you. When you first walked into the office, I thought to myself, there’s a girl I could never get tired of fucking.”

“Really?” Tasha said, a faint giggle in her pleasure saturated voice.

“Absolutely,” Rebecca went on. “And when I found out you were straight, that turned me on even more. I knew I’d be able to turn you. It’s just too easy. I mean, guys can be fun, but it’s just not the same. They don’t know what they’re doing. You need a woman to really appreciate your body.”

“I guess so,” Tasha said, her eyes looking down at the mattress for a moment. I could tell that she was embarrassed of how she had lost control, but I could also see that that embarrassment was part of the pleasure she was feeling. Rebecca turned her on to a whole new way of being, a whole new dimension of her sexuality. For a girl like Tasha, who could appreciate female beauty but had never truly been sexually attracted to a woman before, it had to be a confusing experience. Then again, standing there bound at the foot of the bed and more turned on that I had ever been by being treated so cruelly, I was having trouble understanding my own desires, too. The only thing that was clear to me was that I wanted to fuck Tasha desperately, to reclaim her beautiful body from what Rebecca had done to it. And I wanted to fuck Rebecca, too. I wanted them both more than I had ever wanted anything in my life, and I knew I couldn’t have them. The handcuffs holding my hands behind my back were comfortable but completely unyielding, and there was no way to free myself from the prison Rebecca had put me in. I was there, like an ornament, like a statue, until these girls decided otherwise.

“I guess so,” Tasha said again, raising her eyes to meet Rebecca’s. “I never thought I’d be into this. This is all so confusing. But I can’t argue with multiple orgasms.”

“No, you can’t,” Tasha said. And she patted the mattress beside her as she spoke. “Come here,” she said in a soft voice.

Tasha obeyed. She began to crawl forward on the mattress, her boobs bouncing maddeningly in her tight corset, her eyes shining as she smiled at her lover. And as she reached Rebecca’s side, I watched the other woman wrap her arms around my girlfriend. I watched Rebecca bury her face in Tasha’s boobs the way I so longed to do, and I watched my girlfriend giggle as she stroked the hair back from Rebecca’s face. She was still a little hesitant, I noticed, still feeling weird about touching the other woman’s body. But less so than she had. Like she said, you couldn’t argue with the orgasms Rebecca had given her. I growled internally as I contemplated the knowledge that I had never made my girlfriend cum like Rebecca had, not in all the years we had been together. That feeling of inadequacy added to my shame and humiliation and, bizarrely, to my desire as I stood there watching the women enjoy each other’s bodies.

“This is so naughty,” Tasha said in a voice I had heard before. I had heard her say those exact words when we had sex together. One time in a car in a parking lot, and another in the back of a movie theater. But those little adventures paled in comparison to this one. “But I can’t stop,” Tasha added. And my heart seemed to freeze in my chest as my girlfriend turned, swinging one leg over Rebecca to straddle her and turning her back on me.

Rebecca grinned up at Tasha, adjusting her position on the pillows at the head of the bed. She reached down, taking hold of the fat dildo that rose from between her legs. And Tasha spread her knees, lowering herself down on the toy, moaning out loud in pleasure as she once again felt Rebecca’s cock spreading her wet lips apart.

This time, it was Tasha’s turn to dictate the pace of their sex. My cock strained once again against the ropes. I loved it when my girlfriend went on top, loved seeing that desire in her. I longed to be in Rebecca’s position now, watching Tasha’s boobs bounce frantically in the corset, watching her red hair tumble around her shoulders, watching her face contorted with pleasure as she bounced up and down on top of a cock. But all I got was the view from the back, watching the laces of the corset straining against Tasha’s spine, feeling the bed bouncing once again to the rhythm of their sex as Tasha bounced frantically up and down on top of the cock that wasn’t mine.

Soon, she was screaming in pleasure once again. And underneath her, so was Rebecca. I remembered again the other end of the dildo that was buried in the other woman’s pussy, and I watched Rebecca’s hands hold Tasha around her narrow waist, then slide upwards take hold of her fat boobs. Tasha leaned forward, placing her hands on the headboard, her hair hanging like a red curtain around her and around Rebecca, shutting me out. I watched her body move, watched her round ass bouncing frantically up and down on top of the other woman, watched Rebecca’s boot heels catching in the sheet as she shifted her legs. Locked out of heaven once again. Forced to watch and forced to hear the sounds of orgasmic bliss, forced to feel the frantic movements of their bodies but unable to enjoy the pleasure they were experiencing.

Rebecca came. I saw her legs tremble in their sexy leather boots, saw them stiffen abruptly and then relax just as abruptly as a long scream was torn from her throat. And at that sound, Tasha sobbed in pleasure of her own. I could imagine with horrible clarity her pussy tightening around the dildo the way it did when she came, and my cock surged as I longed to feel that for myself. But I was denied. And Rebecca was still screaming in orgasm as Tasha gave in to her own outrageous pleasure. The women came together again, the moisture of their juices staining the sheets Tasha and I had picked out together, while their thrashing bodies made the bed sway and creak.

As her climax came and went, Tasha fell forward. Her big boobs engulfed Rebecca as she lay beneath her, and the two of them embraced, holding each other tightly as though to help them weather the storm of the pleasure they were feeling. Then, with a groan, Tasha climbed off Rebecca’s cock. She swung one leg over and rolled away to sit back against the headboard next to her lover. Again, they were both panting in bliss. I watched two sets of boobs rise and fall, one in a black push-up bra, one in a black and blue corset. Tasha sat with her legs open, and I could see her pussy shining with the juices that were smeared all over her swollen lips, all over her shaking inner thighs. Not that I had doubted the pleasure she was feeling; there was no faking that. But seeing it right in front of me like that, smelling it in my nostrils, kept on driving me crazy.

And sitting side-by-side propped up against the headboard, the women had nowhere else to look but right at me. Two sets of eyes, one cobalt blue, one burnished bronze, regarded me where I stood at the foot of the bed, my cock still aching as it struggled uselessly against the ropes, my chest rising and falling as my heart hammered inside me. I felt incredibly ashamed to be in that position, totally humiliated, and my desire was burning with the same feverish intensity it had been all night as two women, sated with pleasure, looked me over.

Then, almost simultaneously, they both burst out laughing.

I cringed, as though they had struck me a blow. But it was my pride the took the impact. What was left of it, anyway. I knew how ridiculous I must look, standing there completely rejected and forced to watch my girlfriend cheat on me. But as if the girls had been distracted from it by their sex, they came back to it now. Reminded of the situation we were in, the compromising position they had me in, and utterly delighted with their own sexual power.

“You think it was better, having him watch?” Rebecca asked as she turned her smiling face toward Tasha.

“Oh, definitely,” Tasha said. “I mean, I feel kind of bad for him. But it made it so much hotter having him there, wanting to fuck us both and not being able to.”

Rebecca gave a little growl of agreement and raised her face closer to Tasha’s. Again, the two of them kissed, and I watched in desperate jealousy as Tasha wrapped an arm around Rebecca’s waist, pulling her closer. That hesitation she had, that sense of doubt about touching another woman’s body in a sexual way, seemed to be evaporating by the moment. In the afterglow of orgasm, I knew, the two of them would feel closer than ever. It was the same way Tasha love to cuddle with me after sex, and the more powerful the orgasm, the closer to me she usually felt. As she snuggled against Rebecca, I felt the greatest stab of jealousy yet. Because that, I realized with blinding clarity, was the real worry. Rebecca might be better than I was in bed, by my girlfriend’s own admission. But the bigger threat was that my girlfriend would get her emotional needs from this unbelievable woman, too. And then where would I be?

The girls made out for a long time, and cuddled for even longer afterward. For a long while, they sat there, Tasha’s head on Rebecca’s shoulder, Rebecca’s hand in Tasha’s hair, slowly stroking the long red locks. Neither of them said anything. And for now, neither of them was looking at me. Again, it seemed as though I had been forgotten.

But then, Rebecca’s startling blue eyes snapped toward me, and I felt a chill of fear pass through my body. A fear that was only accentuated by the smile that spread across her face.

“He didn’t cum,” Rebecca said, still looking straight at me while she spoke to my girlfriend. “I’m kind of glad. One thing you learn about boys, if you don’t already know it, is that they’re much easier to control when they’re horny.”

“Is that what you want to do? Control him?” Tasha said. She was still smiling as she looked up at Rebecca, and I couldn’t miss the excitement in her voice.

But Rebecca didn’t answer. Instead, she disentangled herself from my girlfriend’s arms. Tasha sat back, leaning against the headboard again, and Rebecca rolled over onto her knees, then began to crawl down the mattress toward me. When she reached where I stood tied to the footboard, she carefully placed one foot on the mattress and stood up, balancing herself on her heels as they sank into the soft fabric of the bed. Her head was almost at the ceiling as she stood above me. Behind her, I knew Tasha was watching, but I kept my attention on Rebecca for now. After all, she was the one directing this whole insane experience.

“Did it turn you on watching your girlfriend have the best sex of her life?” Rebecca mockingly asked while Tasha spluttered with laughter behind her.

“Yes,” I growled, causing both women to laugh again. Tasha reached out and placed one hand on my shoulder, gripping it tightly for balance as she lifted a foot from the mattress and placed it on the top rail of the footboard, right next to my straining cock.

“Good,” she said. And I winced as she slid her foot closer, pressing the sole of her boot against the top of my cock and squeezing it between her boot and the metal footboard. She didn’t press down too hard, not nearly as hard as I knew she could have. But the meaning was clear. This woman could do whatever she wanted to me, and there was nothing I could do to stop her.

“You should get used to it,” Rebecca went on. “If you’re smart, you’ll learn to take some pleasure from it. Because it might be the only pleasure you get for a long while. I really enjoyed fucking your girlfriend, and I’m definitely going to do it again. And if you’re a really good boy, we’ll let you watch. Maybe we’ll even let you help. But only when you’ve been very, very good and done everything you’re told.”

“Oh my God, Rebecca,” Tasha said behind the other woman, but I could hear the laughter in her voice. My girlfriend was enjoying this. Maybe she felt some pity for me, just as she said she did. But clearly, it was eclipsed by her delight at seeing things take this strange exciting turn.

“Since this is your first time being cuckolded, I might let you cum,” Rebecca went on. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes,” I growled again. There was no point denying it. My cock was still surging underneath Rebecca’s boot, still straining against the rope she had tied around it. I wanted nothing more than an orgasm in that moment, and I didn’t care what I had to do to get it. Or at least, that’s what I thought.

“Then beg for it,” Rebecca went on, smiling down at me like the cat that got the cream. “Beg me. You should get used to that, begging me for pleasure.”

I hesitated, but only for the briefest moment. After all, it wasn’t like I had any choice. Desire was raging inside me, and my body conspired against me, telling me that it wasn’t so bad what she was asking, that it would be worth it.

“Please, Rebecca,” I said, while both she and Tasha erupted in laughter. “Please let me cum, please!”

“God, I love that sound,” Rebecca said as her bright blue eyes burned into mine. “Nothing better than hearing a man beg. Okay, slut. I’ll let you cum. But first, you have to suck my cock.”

I gasped. Tasha gasped. I scowled up at the woman who stood above me, barely able to believe what she had said. But there was the dildo, still sticking out from her body, as untamed and aggressive as ever. And Rebecca lifted her hand from my shoulder and placed it on my head instead, lowering her foot back down onto the mattress. She stepped toward me, and her cock shone right in front of my face, and she swung her hips from side to side, making the tool sway in front of me.

“Go on,” Rebecca said. “You know you’re going to. I want you to taste your girlfriend’s cum on my cock. I want you to clean up every drop of her orgasms so you know who’s the boss now. I want you to taste how much she creamed herself while I fucked her in front of you.”

Her words stung, just like they were supposed to. And I couldn’t take my eyes off the cock swaying in front of me. My mind rebelled, my damaged pride railing against what she was ordering me to do. But I could see the moisture that shone on the toy. I could smell the arousing scent of Tasha’s pussy. And I felt the bed shake as my girlfriend moved, crawling down the mattress toward us.

“Wait, I want to see,” Tasha said as she positioned herself at the footboard, sitting up on her knees. Rebecca grinned at her for a brief moment before turning her attention back to me.

“Go on, suck it,” she ordered. “If you don’t, I might have to punish your little cock and balls, and then you’ll end up doing it anyway, but in a lot more pain than you are now. May as well get it over with. Swallow that pride. And swallow your girlfriend’s cum at the same time.”

Tasha spluttered with laughter beside me. And as Rebecca thrust her hips forward, I knew I had no choice. The wet head of the dildo pressed against my lips, and reluctantly, I opened my mouth. I gagged as Rebecca slid the toy inside, but she didn’t care. And she was right. I could taste Tasha’s juices on the fake cock that filled my mouth, and I desperately reminded myself that it wasn’t real, that it was just a toy, even as I choked on my girlfriend’s new lover’s cock.

“Suck it,” Rebecca ordered from above as she thrust her hips slowly back-and-forth. “Clean every inch of it. Get it nice and clean for next time I decide to fuck your girlfriend.”

Kneeling beside me, Tasha couldn’t stop laughing. And she didn’t take her eyes away from the humiliating display for even a moment. Meanwhile, I did was I was told. My cheeks burning with shame, I wrapped my lips around the fake cock and ran my tongue over its surface and tasted the orgasms Rebecca had given Tasha while the two women completely humiliated me.

Eventually, the ordeal came to an end. Rebecca’s cock slid out of my mouth with a wet sound, and she stepped away from me.

“You can make him cum now,” Rebecca said as she turned to Tasha. “But don’t fuck him. That pussy belongs to me now.”

“Okay,” Tasha giggled. Reaching forward, she began to untie the red rope wrapped around my cock and balls. I sighed with relief as she freed my manhood from the tight constraints. Smiling at me, Tasha wrapped her hand around my bruised cock and began to stroke.

I moaned. Pleasure coursed through my veins, and after what felt like an endless night of teasing, I was finally getting some relief. Maybe not what I would’ve wanted. But my body didn’t know the difference. Tasha’s boobs heaved in her tight corset with every breath she took, and she smiled encouragingly up at me as her hand moved faster and faster, and soon, I cried out and spurted my orgasm across the sheets in front of me. Rebecca laughed as she watched, the undisputed queen of our bedroom. And even as Tasha continued stroking my cock, milking it of every last drop of orgasm, Rebecca sank down on the mattress. She unzipped her boots and tugged them off, throwing them carelessly to the floor. Then she unbuckled the strap on and sighed as she pulled it out of herself, setting it down on the bedside table. She lay back on the bed, and Tasha saw. Releasing my now flaccid cock, my girlfriend crawled over to her new lover and lay down beside her, wrapping her arms around her.

“Better?” Rebecca said, raising her head from the pillow to look at me with one arm wrapped around Tasha’s shoulders.

“A little,” I said, making them chuckle again.

“Good. But don’t expect that every time. Boys don’t deserve orgasms. Those are for girls. If I or your girlfriend see fit to allow you to cum, you should be grateful however it happens. Now, I’m going to stay here tonight. Right here, in your bed, with your girlfriend. You can go sleep on the couch.”

“Are you serious?”

The words burst out of me involuntarily, prompted by this latest humiliation. Now that I had had my somewhat disappointing orgasm, I felt the shame of my situation even more keenly. But clearly, Rebecca wasn’t about to let me off the hook. Her face darkened as she looked at me, opening her mouth to say something. But Tasha preempted her.

“Of course she’s serious,” my girlfriend said. “We’re very tired after all that awesome sex we just had. So run along and sleep on the couch. We’ll call you if we need anything.”

Rebecca laughed at Tasha’s words, and Tasha smiled at Rebecca as though looking for the other woman’s approval. I stood there astonished at everything that had happened, barely able to believe it was true. But there was nothing I could do about it. And so, I turned and walked out of the bedroom, my hands still cuffed behind my back, still completely naked. As I stepped through the open door of the bedroom, dismissed like an unneeded servant to spend an uncomfortable night on the couch, I heard the two women laughing at me behind my back.


6. Morning Service

I spent an extremely sleepless night on the couch. It would have been anyway, with all the wild thoughts that were racing through my brain. But also, there was the physical discomfort to deal with. Neither of the women had bothered to uncuff my hands from behind my back, and I was incapable of freeing myself. No matter how I twisted and turned, there was no way out. Plus, I had no blanket, no pillow, nothing to make my night more comfortable. I had been dismissed like a servant, and clearly, my comfort was irrelevant to the women who help me prisoner. All they cared about was their own twisted pleasure.

I should have been angry. I knew that. Tasha and Rebecca had no right to treat me like this. I shouldn’t allow it. That was the thought that kept racing through my head, even though no suggestion of what I might do about it presented itself. I had a choice, and I didn’t. They would have to free me eventually, and when they did, Tasha and I could have a talk. Lying there in the lonely darkness of the night, sleepless uncomfortable, it was easy to imagine that I would take a hard line with my girlfriend. But even then, in the depths of my discomfort, far away from the kinky pleasure that animated the whole game for all of us, part of me knew I would do no such thing. After all, I had let them tie me up in the first place. It was my own fault I was so helpless. I can’t say I expected what followed; not even a little. But it would be a lie to say I regretted it.

If I slept at all that night, it was only fitfully. Certainly, I was awake long before anyone else in the house. Quietly, I made my way to the bathroom and used the toilet sitting down, the only safe way to manage it without my hands. As I crept through the apartment, I realized I was trying not to wake the women sleeping in my bedroom, though I didn’t know why. I suppose I had every reason to be afraid of them. But what I felt toward Tasha and especially Rebecca wasn’t exactly fear. Even though there was no questioning the power they both had over me, and their will to hurt and humiliate me. But I was more focused on the reward. I wanted them both so badly, and even over the course of a long and sleepless nights, that desire had not gone away. And the only chance I had of getting what I wanted, however remote it might be, was to make them happy. That, I knew, meant doing exactly what they said. And although no one had told me to keep the noise down, no one had told me they didn’t want to be woken, I could figure it out for myself. After all, I had seen what they did to one another the night before. I had no doubt they must both be tired.

So was I. Really, after the night I had spent alone on the couch, I should have been exhausted. But a strange energy animated me as I made my way back to the sofa and sat down. The events of the previous night had never really stopped playing over and over again on an infinite loop in my brain, and now I felt myself mentally watching it all over again. The frustration. The betrayal. The pure unbelievable wickedness of Rebecca, and even of Tasha, a woman I had moved across the country and uprooted my whole life for. Should I feel betrayed? I had been. There was no doubting that. Just because I was part of it, a passive audience to my girlfriend cheating on me, didn’t make it anything other than cheating. My permission had not been requested or required. Tasha had just done what she wanted, seduced by the beauty of a dominant woman neither of us really knew. But somehow, it didn’t feel like cheating. Maybe it was just the silly bias of a straight man with a contradictory attitude to lesbian sex. If Tasha had done what she had done to me the night before, except with a man instead of Rebecca… well, it didn’t bear thinking about. That would probably have been the end of our relationship there and then. Everyone knows you can’t tolerate a cheat, and that a leopard never changes its spots.

But somehow, for whatever reason, this was different, even if only in my own mind. Okay, so my girlfriend had cheated on me, but she had done it in such an unbelievably sexy way that even if I tried, I couldn’t summon up much anger about it. Being cheated on like that had been the biggest thrill of my life. And when I thought about some of the things Rebecca had said, when I thought about the possibility of it happening again, I couldn’t deny the way excitement rose inside me. I knew what I wanted, and it was exactly this. To be hurt and humiliated and mocked and rejected, again and again and again.

I couldn’t understand why. Nothing in my history and my previous sexual experience prepared me for this. You can’t deny the truth, no matter how embarrassing or how painful it might be. Nothing turned me on more than the thought that my girlfriend now had a lesbian lover. And even just the thought of the two of them in bed together, their beautiful bodies entwined, basking in the afterglow of the kind of pleasure I would never know for myself, was enough to set my heart on fire all over again.

To say I was conflicted would be a masterpiece of understatement. I didn’t know what to think. All I could do, I knew, was accept it. My sex life had taken this unexpected and kinky new direction, and that was all there was to it. Not much point in analyzing it. Better just to take it for whatever it was. But somehow, I couldn’t keep myself from trying to think my way through it. Trying to explain to myself what had happened and why, and what it all might mean. Not the most fruitful way to spend my morning, perhaps. But then again, it wasn’t like I had a lot of other options.

And then, as the morning wore on, my ears pricked up at the sound of movement from the bedroom. They were awake. And for now, I stayed on the couch, listening intently for even a hint of what was going on and wondering desperately how they felt now to wake up beside one another and know what they had done. Tasha especially. After all, I didn’t really care about Rebecca. Not in a bad way; I just didn’t know the woman. Besides, I didn’t have to know her well to see that clearly, she was an old hand at this. She admitted as much herself. That she loved turning straight girls and seducing women with male partners. My cock throbbed as I remembered that, another little stab of arousal making itself felt in my teased and denied body. Rebecca’s dominance, her cruelty, her believable confidence and sexual power was just such a turn on. Sitting there on the couch waiting to see what happened next, I hardly knew which of them I wanted more. My girlfriend with her newfound passion for lesbian sex, or the woman who had so easily seduced her. Not that it mattered, I thought to myself with a tiny little stab of bitterness. If the previous night’s activities were anything to go by, I couldn’t have either of them anyway.

I listened. The bed springs creaked. I heard whispered voices, though I couldn’t tell exactly who was speaking, let alone what they were saying. There was a soft giggle. More movement. There was a growing sense of nervousness inside me, a feeling that something was about to happen. I didn’t bother questioning what that something might be. And in the end, I didn’t have to wait long to find out.

When my ear first caught it, I didn’t immediately realize what I was hearing. But then it happened again. A small but rhythmic sound with an intensity that steadily grew. And my heart trembled at the certain knowledge of what I was listening to. That was Tasha’s voice, rising in sexual pleasure. My girlfriend was cheating on me again.

Soon, those quiet sounds, those gentle sighs and blissful whispers, turned into louder moans and gasps. Soon, I could hear Tasha virtually sobbing in pleasure. And my cock throbbed determinedly the whole time, anxious for what I knew I couldn’t have. All over again, I realized what this was doing to me. If I had been free, I had no doubt I would’ve reached for my cock and touched myself, unable to bear the outrageous sexual tension of knowing what was going on in the bedroom and not being a part of it. But with the cuffs on, that wasn’t an option. All I could do was sit there and feel every moment of my betrayal, my worthlessness, my obsolescence. Just like Rebecca wanted. Just like Tasha did, too.

Unable to stand the pressure any longer, I rose to my feet. By this time, I knew, of course, that I was at least partly responsible for my own torment. On some deep fundamental level, I was a willing participant in everything that was going on, without for so much as a moment truly understanding why. There was nothing in that bedroom that could make my captivity easier on me, nothing that could do anything except make this moment even harder. But that didn’t stop me walking toward the bedroom, drawn on by the sounds of female pleasure as though hypnotized. I had to see what was going on, even if it killed me. And in the state of desperate and denied arousal I was in, that hardly even seemed like an exaggeration.

The bedroom door was open. I stepped inside, my rigid cock projecting in front of me and revealing my state of desperate arousal to anyone who cared to look. There was Tasha, sprawled on the bed, leaning back against the headboard as tendrils of her messy red hair clung to her face and heaving shoulders. She was naked now, last night’s corset finally removed to let her sleep. But she wasn’t sleeping now. Her mouth was wide open, letting out a series of passionate cries that echoed in the small space of our bedroom that in such a short time had seen so much. Her eyes were closed, her face a mask of passion as she surrendered herself to the powerful feelings of pleasure. Her hands were busy, gripping the sheets, gripping the headboard, grabbing her own breasts, as though she wasn’t sure quite what to do with them at any given moment. And from time to time, they reached sightlessly out toward Rebecca.

Rebecca lay curled up on the mattress beside my girlfriend. She lay partially on her side and partially on her front, her back turned to me. I could see that she was naked too, and her slender waist tapering toward the full bloom of her firm round ass only made my predicament worse as I stood there with a hard-on, watching what I couldn’t have. My cock throbbed in time with my beating heart as I took in everything, Rebecca’s black hair shining on her head as her body moved in time with the motions of her hand. Her fingers were buried deep in Tasha’s pussy, and that was what was making my girlfriend scream. Tasha had her legs wide open, welcoming the other woman inside, practically demanding it. And I could see the wetness that poured out of her, the juices of approaching orgasm shining on her thighs as I trembled with the force of her bliss. Rebecca’s fingers slid in and out of my woman, reaching up inside her to find that spot we all knew would make her explode. And while Tasha moaned and thrashed, I saw Rebecca lean forward, applying her mouth to my girlfriend’s swollen clitoris, making Tasha squeal with unbridled joy.

No one seemed to have noticed me. I wasn’t sure how I felt about that. But I stood there in silence just inside the bedroom door, watching the whole spectacle, tormenting myself just as much as they were tormenting me. Maybe more. I had no doubt that what had happened last night, meticulously planned as it was by Rebecca, was at least somewhat organic. Certainly, Tasha’s reactions were as she allowed herself to be seduced into performing acts she never had before with a woman. Still, I was part of it. Part of the experience, part of the show. Not nearly as involved as I wanted to be, but that didn’t change the fact that having me there was part of the thrill. Tasha had said as much herself.

But now, I felt more like I was eavesdropping. What was happening now seemed more like a natural expression of their own desire: rather than a show they were putting on to tease me. It didn’t even seem like either of them knew I was watching. This was what they wanted: each other. Or at least, Rebecca clearly wanted Tasha. Tasha just wanted pleasure. And judging by the sounds she was making, she was getting exactly that. An intensity of pleasure I had never managed to give her, I thought to myself with an inner cringe of embarrassment. The girls made a lot of how much better Rebecca was better in bed than me, how inadequate I was as a lover. That was all part of the act, too. The Watching Rebecca get my girlfriend off again that morning, my own inadequacy was easier to believe in than ever.

Tasha came. I watched every beautiful moment of her orgasm as it swept through her and over her, making her lose control of her body as she howled and thrashed on the mattress. Her screams lit up the bedroom air, and I didn’t need to ask if I had ever made her scream like that. I felt certain the answer was no. It was hard to believe anyone had made Tasha cum like that before, and I was stricken by the terrifying idea that Rebecca was capable of giving my girlfriend better sex than she had ever had before. And maybe, just maybe, my girlfriend would never be able to go back.

As Tasha’s climax slowly faded, her breathing gradually returning to normal, Rebecca slowly removed her fingers from my girlfriend’s pussy. Leaning forward one last time, she gave Tasha’s swollen clit a final tender kiss. Tasha opened her eyes, and for a moment, I saw the unguarded look of astonishment on her face. Astonishment at what this woman had done to her. Astonishment at who exactly it was who had made her cum like never before. And then, Tasha’s eyes found me, watching her from across the room.

They widened at the sight of me, an expression of surprise replacing the one of bewildered joy that had been there moments before. For just a split second, she seemed almost scared, as though she knew she was doing something wrong and had been hoping to hide it from me. But that moment lasted no time at all. All at once, the realization of the situation we were in and everything that had passed between us the night before seemed to come crashing in on Tasha. The smile that already shone on her face turned magnitudes brighter as she looked at me, and her warm brown eyes danced over my face and over my body, taking in my rockhard cock that projected from between my legs to leave her in no doubt how I felt about what I had just seen. Seeing me standing there, horny and frustrated, Tasha let out a bright burst of laughter. And at the sound, Rebecca raised her sleek black head to turn and look at me over her shoulder. She smiled to at the sight of me standing there, a smile cooler and less surprised than my girlfriend’s, but still leaving me in no doubt that the dominant woman was pleased with what she saw. Pleased with what she had turned me into, and pleased to be reminded of it now as she lay naked in my bed with my girlfriend’s pussy juices cooling on her fingers and on her lips.

“Good morning,” Rebecca said, a mundane greeting that seemed almost ridiculous given the outrageous situation the three of us found ourselves in. “I see our little prisoner’s up already.”

“He certainly is,” Tasha said with a giggle, her eyes drifting toward my cock again. I felt my cheeks burning with embarrassment, but there was no point trying to hide the truth. By now, we all knew where we stood. I wanted these women badly, and they were never going to forget that. It felt like they were never going to stop using that against me. And I didn’t want them to.

“Good,” Rebecca said. “Maybe you can make yourself useful. Go make us some coffee.”

Tasha chuckled again at Rebecca’s commanding tone. But I looked at the other woman in confusion.

“I can’t,” I said, after turning and waggling my fingers to remind her I had my hands still cuffed behind my back. Rebecca sat up straight on the bed, seeming to slowly uncoil herself like a serpent about to strike.

“Can’t isn’t in your vocabulary anymore, bitch,” she said. Menace dripped from her every word. Beside her, Tasha wasn’t laughing anymore. Instead, her eyes darted from Rebecca to me and back again in astonishment, as though she had never suspected this side to her new lover. Though personally, I couldn’t really understand her surprise. Almost from the moment I had met her, it seemed clear to me that Rebecca was not the kind of woman to take no for an answer.

“I told you to do something, and you’ll do it. I don’t care how,” Rebecca went on in the same commanding tone. “I was good enough to come here and give your girlfriend the best sex she’s ever had. The least you could do is make my damn coffee for me. If you’re not going to do as you’re told, what use are you, really? We already know you can’t fuck to save your life. You should feel grateful we still find any use for you at all.”

“I think you should probably do it, Matt,” Tasha said to me. “I’m sure you’ll find a way.”

I hesitated. It wasn’t like I had a lot of choice, and I knew that. Still, for all the humiliation and disgrace I had been through up to that point, this was different somehow. Bad enough to be cast out of my own bedroom and dismissed to sleep on the couch like a lowly servant. But now, it seemed Rebecca wanted to actually make me into a servant. Except, I thought to myself with an unexpected thrill, servants get paid. Doing what Rebecca ordered would make me more like a slave. And just that word was enough to send a shiver racing up my spine as I considered what this all meant. Everything was moving so fast, and the blood was pounding in my ears just as it was throbbing in my cock, and some fading rational part of myself was screaming at me that if I did this, there would be no going back. It wasn’t like I had a lot of pride left to lose, but to do this, to be bossed around by a woman I barely knew while my girlfriend watched, made me genuinely afraid of what the future might hold.

But what choice did I have? The long night I had spent on the couch had amply demonstrated to me that there was no getting out of the handcuffs until one or both of these women decided otherwise. The very thing that made Rebecca’s order difficult to carry out was exactly the reason I had to obey.

And maybe I was fooling myself, telling myself lies to make this humiliating submission easier. But as Tasha looked at me, I sensed something in her look. As though her eyes were transmitting unspoken words to me, almost pleading with me. My girlfriend didn’t want this game to end. And she was far less conflicted about everything that had happened than I was. After all, she wasn’t the one being completely sexually humiliated. All she was getting out of this was pure pleasure. And looking at her, I could tell that above all else, Tasha didn’t want the game to stop. She wanted me to play along, even if it was deeply humiliating. Because it was. Because it turned Tasha on to know that her new female lover could order her boyfriend around and make him do whatever he was told. That was the relationship she wanted to establish, the game Tasha wanted to play. It was hard to believe after all the tender moments we had shared together, after years of being together when neither of us had ever expressed any interest in playing kinky games like this. But that did nothing to change the facts. For different reasons and in different ways, we both wanted this. That, I told myself, was all that really mattered.

So I did it. Without another word, I turned toward the door of the bedroom, and as I did, I felt the tension in the air lift. Nobody exactly breathed a sigh of relief, but it almost felt like they did. I saw a wicked smile spread across Rebecca’s pretty face, pleased to be obeyed, pleased to have won our unequal contest of wills. And although Tasha didn’t laugh, I felt sure I could feel how badly she wanted to. Not because she found what had happened funny, but because she was relieved it was happening. That still, after everything, I was playing along. I was still letting this happen, still bowing to the will of these two women and letting them treat me however they wanted.

Leaving them behind, I made my way to the kitchen. I can’t tell you the difficulties I had pulling a bag of coffee down from a shelf with my teeth, ripping it open behind my back, and clumsily pouring it into the coffee maker. I swore as I spilled coffee on the floor, but I carried on with my task. I was able to switch the coffee maker on with my nose, the red light glowing and giving me an almost embarrassing sense of achievement to have finally completed my task. Unwilling to go back to the bedroom and face Rebecca’s glowing eyes, I waited in the kitchen, listening to the growing bubbling of the coffee machine as the brew slowly percolated. And when it was finally ready, the smell of coffee now filling the air like a promise of some bright new day, I realized that I had reached the end of my abilities. There was no way I could remove the coffee jug and pour it with my hands tied behind my back, no matter what Rebecca might have to say about it. No matter how she cajoled and threatened, no matter how much her eyes flashed.

I returned to the bedroom. Now, both women were lying under the blanket, their gorgeous naked bodies hidden from me by a single layer of fabric.

“Coffee is ready,” I said. Rebecca smiled at me with a wolfish grin, casting aside the blanket to reveal her nakedness. As if it didn’t matter at all. As if I had no more feelings about it than the bed itself, or any other item of furniture. That was how I felt, in that moment, like a tool for these women to use. That, I suspected, was exactly how Rebecca wanted me to feel.

The beautiful dominatrix climbed out of the bed. She walked toward me, and my heart beat faster as she approached. But she didn’t touch me. Instead, she stepped right past me on her way to the kitchen, following the delicious smell of the coffee that cold her onward.

And after Rebecca left the bedroom, Tasha climbed out of the bed. As naked as her friend, she still didn’t quite have Rebecca’s sexy confidence, even if her body was in no sense less beautiful than that of her friend. Tasha stepped toward me, and the feel of her hand on my chest as she touched me gently, almost tentatively, was enough to send fresh sparks of desire racing through me. My cock raged and throbbed in the empty air between us, rising up toward the woman who had been my sole sexual outlet for so many years, but now was the partner of another. Rising up on her tiptoes, Tasha kissed me. And I was surprised by my own passion as I kissed her back. I was desperate for her touch, for her affection, for any hint that might tell me it was all going to be all right. That despite this sexy adventure, she was still the woman I loved, a girl I had chosen to spend my life with. It was a lot to ask of a single kiss. But I channeled all that desperation into it as I passionately kissed my cheating girlfriend right on the lips that had so recently trembled with the sounds of forbidden pleasure.

“God, this is wild” Tasha said as she finally lifted her lips from mine. She shook her head as she spoke, her red curls bouncing and swaying that the motion. “I can’t believe we’re doing this. But it’s so fucking sexy. It’s sexy when she bosses you around, too. Like she’s an evil boss bitch who needs to be obeyed. God, it turns me on so much. Come on, baby, let’s keep doing what Rebecca says. Let’s keep my new lover happy.”

As she spoke, Tasha reached out and closed her hand around my cock. She didn’t stroke it, she just held it, letting me feel the warmth and softness of her skin. All the same, I groaned with desperate desire, my manhood surging to her touch as though I hadn’t had sex in years. And Tasha giggled, her big breasts with their puckered pink nipples bouncing as she moved. Still holding my cock, she turned toward the open door of the bedroom. And I followed along behind her, led along by the leash of my desire as my cheating girlfriend led me back toward her dominant lesbian mistress.


7. Hanging With The Girls

It’s always a little surreal. That’s something I’ve learned, something I didn’t immediately recognize back when this all started. The morning after the very first night Tasha betrayed me, the first night she spent with her dominant lesbian lover Rebecca, I couldn’t shake this feeling of strangeness. Not at what had happened between the three of us, as wild and confusing as that was. But at the moments of mundanity that followed. Normal life is normal life, and it exerts its pressure no matter what you do. You can be the kinkiest submissive slave or most dominant Mistress in the world, but sooner or later, normality intrudes.

Though admittedly, it’s a strange sort of normality.

Tasha and Rebecca sat on the sofa, drinking their coffee. They were both intolerably lovely, both infinitely desirable, their curvaceous bodies thoroughly on display as I sat naked on the cushions. Only their crosslegged position hid their pussies from my hungry view, and their bare breasts bounced every time they breathed, every time they laughed. They laughed a lot. Why shouldn’t they? They had done the unthinkable. In a single night, Tasha had become bisexual, and Rebecca had become my new dominatrix. And I had barely even touched the woman. A kiss; a hand around my cock. That was all I had had from Rebecca, but that and her beauty and her sexy dominant attitude had been enough to weave a spell over me and pull me into her power completely.

I didn’t know quite what to do now. Sitting on the couch beside them seemed completely out of the question. My hands were still cuffed behind me, my cock still desperately hard, and I didn’t expect it would soften anytime soon with the two of them around. But for now, the women had no further orders for me. For now, they were content to ignore me, to let me stand there naked and on display while they chatted about work and about life and about inconsequential things I couldn’t even pretend to be interested in.

Still, a naked man can only stand in a room for so long without someone commenting on it. And two women who are clearly attracted to each other can’t sit naked on the couch together for long before desire starts to flow once again and the air begins to crackle with that familiar sexual tension. These two wanted each other badly, and as much as it hurt my heart to admit it, it also turned me on like nothing else to know how deeply my girlfriend been seduced by this dominant woman. Just as deeply as I had, for that matter. That was part of the reason I couldn’t bring myself to be mad at Tasha. Because as attracted as I was to Rebecca, I could understand all too easily why she had fallen for this woman so hard.

“I need to take a shower,” Tasha said, setting down her nearly empty coffee cup on the table in front of her. She uncrossed her legs, and I couldn’t keep my eyes from drifting down toward her pussy even if I tried. But I wasn’t the only one who’s eyes lit up at Tasha’s announcement. As always, Rebecca had ideas of her own.

“Me too,” she said. “I’ll come with you.”

Half-standing, Tasha paused. Smiling, she bit her lower lip as she looked at Rebecca, then at me. My girlfriend and I had showered together before, of course. But it had been a while. The truth, as we both knew and kind of wordlessly acknowledged, was that joint showers don’t really work as a way to get clean. It’s more just an excuse for sexy fun. The kind of thing new couples do in the first flush of desire for one another, when they can’t get enough of each other. I cringed unnoticed as I contemplated that that was exactly what I was witnessing here. The birth of a new relationship, with all the excitement and desire that entails. The thought that my girlfriend now had a girlfriend of her own was still far too much for me to process, far too wild to be able to get any kind of grip on it. But however I felt about it didn’t change the fact. This was the reality. And while I didn’t know how long it might go on for or what strange turns this adventure might take, I knew all I could do was hang on for the ride.

“Okay,” Tasha said at last, and Rebecca rose to her feet. As I stepped away from the couch, Rebecca reached out and took Tasha’s hand in hers. I watched as they walked along side-by-side, giggling together, their beautiful round asses swaying from side to side, soft skin taught touching soft skin at the hip as they moved together. My heart ached at the site, just as my cock throbbed. And they were almost at the open door of the bathroom before Rebecca turned her face to smile at me over her shoulder, the sleek bob of her black hair shining like it always did as it swelled just above her shoulders.

“You can come too, Matt,” she said. “You can be our towel boy.”

Tasha burst out laughing at that. Personally, I failed to see the humor in it. But I did what was expected of me, what was demanded. I practically sprang forward, my cock leading the way as I hurried after the women, still as bewitched as ever by their beauty and their sex appeal and willing to pay any price to be near them, no matter how humiliating it would undoubtedly be.

Like the rest of our apartment, our bathroom was small. There wasn’t much room for the three of us in there, but no one seemed to mind that. If anything, it just forced us to be close to one another, and that only added to the wild intoxication I felt just to be in the presence of these two beauties. Tasha reached into the shower, turning on the water and pushing back the shower curtain. She stepped over the edge of the tub, and I watched with desperate hunger as the warm water began to cascade over her lovely form. Tasha sighed in mild pleasure, a teasing echo of the way Rebecca had made her scream that morning and the night before with desperate sexual ecstasy. The water ran over my girlfriend’s head, slicking her red curls back against her skin, and my cock throbbed as desperately as ever as I watched it all, unable to look away.

At least, until Rebecca cleared her throat. The dominant woman stood at the edge of the tub. Her beautiful blue eyes were fixed on me, an expectant look on her pretty face. She held out her hand, and for a moment, I didn’t understand. But then, the answer came to me. And I cringed again, overcome with shame but just as helpless with desire as I had always been. I stepped forward. And a smile spread across Rebecca’s beautiful face to see that I understood. Humiliated and used, I stood at the edge of the tub, and Rebecca placed one hand on my shoulder, using me like a support as she lifted her leg over the edge of the tub. She was a young woman in good shape, and she didn’t need it, I knew. It was yet another power-play. Yet another reminder of my lowly position. Yet another demonstration of the humiliating fact that I was there to be used.

“He needs to get used to serving us,” Rebecca said as she lifted her hand from my shoulder. “He needs to learn that anyone with a pussy is his superior and needs to be served. That’s just the way it works for a cuckold like him. They need to learn to serve women anyway they can and worship the pussy that owns them.”

“Sounds good to me,” Tasha said as she stood beneath the cascade of warm water. Her eyes glowed as she looked at me, and I couldn’t fail to notice that once again, she was becoming more and more comfortable with my new subservient role. By her own admission, it turned her on. She liked seeing me do as Rebecca ordered, liked seeing the other woman boss me around. How long before Tasha started developing a dominant persona of her own? If the evidence of the past 24 hours was anything to go by, I knew I wouldn’t be able to resist my girlfriend anymore that I was able to resist Rebecca. No matter what happened next, I knew our relationship was changing, fundamentally and forever. The thought of what the future might hold turned me on. But it made me nervous, too. I was still learning that those two feelings are by no means mutually exclusive.

Standing outside the stream of running water, Rebecca reached for a towel that hung on a bar close to the shower. Lifting it off, she beckoned me closer. It was still a strange thing to see how comfortable she was in our home, treating it like she owned the place. It almost felt like I was the guest, visiting this sexy power couple in their home, not mine. And obedient as ever, I stepped toward Rebecca, standing just outside the tub while she stood in it, taller than me now. Smiling to herself, she draped the towel over my rigid cock, arranging it carefully so that it hung from my appendage. Beside her, Tasha laughed.

“Nice to know those things do have some uses,” Rebecca said. “Now, make sure you don’t drop that, towel boy. For now, you just have one job. So stand there and be quiet and wait until we need you.”

With that said, Rebecca turned toward my girlfriend. I watched, my breathing growing quicker as the dominant woman pressed her sexy body against Tasha’s. And Tasha twined her arms around Rebecca, the two of them holding one another close, enjoying the feel of each other’s feminine forms while I stood there outside the tub, once again a witness to everything I couldn’t have.

“What will you do if he does drop it?” Tasha asked. I could hear the desire in her voice now, her words soft and sultry as she spoke. Her eyes were fixed on Rebecca, ignoring me for now. Rebecca smiled, her pink lips just inches away from Tasha’s, her eyes studying every inch of my girlfriend’s face as she held her close against her.

“Wouldn’t you like to know?” she said.

“Yes,” Tasha smiled. It hurt my heart to see how my girlfriend was flirting with this other woman, using the same girlish tone she used when she wanted to get something out of me. And the way they stood so close together, their arms wrapped around each other, their eyes taking in every detail of one another’s pretty face as though trying to memorize it. From where I was standing, I had a horrible feeling that I was watching Tasha falling for someone else right in front of me. And under the towel draped on it, my cock twitched and throbbed.

“I just mean, would you, like, punish him?”

I suppressed a cry at Tasha’s question. She didn’t look at me. Instead, she kept her eyes on Rebecca, her smiling face studying every detail of the other woman. Tasha had never once in her life expressed even the slightest interest in this darker side of sexuality. Then again, I remind myself, neither had I. I had never even really been curious. Now look at us.

“I suppose I might,” Rebecca answered. “The good thing about cuckolds like him is that they’re easy to punish. Just deny them sex. That’s all it takes to turn them into a drooling mess that will agree to do just about anything for you.”

Tasha burst out laughing, throwing back her head under the streaming water of the shower, and Rebecca laughed too. Raising one hand from my girlfriend’s waist, Rebecca reached up and took one of Tasha’s heavy breasts in her hands. Tasha bit her lip as Rebecca idly flicked her thumb over the nipple, teasing it while my girlfriend squirmed in her grasp.

“I get off on power, but I’m not super into inflicting pain,” Rebecca went on. “If you know how to use your sexuality, you really don’t need to. You can make people obey you just because they want you so badly. Especially men. Especially boys like him.”

For the first time in what felt like a long time, Rebecca tore her eyes away from my girlfriend to smile at me. And I could hardly meet her gaze. Because I knew that everything she was saying was true. I knew that somehow, this woman who barely knew me at all had unlocked parts of my sexuality that were a mystery even to myself. Unbelievable, but true. As I stood there with the towel hanging from my cock, still as desperately hard as ever, I had to acknowledge the Rebecca was almost certainly right in what she was saying.

“Doesn’t mean I’m afraid to get rough if I have to, though,” Rebecca said, turning back to my smiling girlfriend who by now was practically purring in her arms. “Why? Does that turn you on? You want to see me punish your cuckold here?”

“I don’t know,” Tasha murmured. And now, her eyes flickered toward me too, just for a moment, before returning to the dominant woman who held her in her arms. “I mean, I love him. I don’t want to see him hurt. But it’s really hot when you boss him around. When you’re mean to him, and he just… does what he’s told. I just think it’s… interesting.”

“It is,” Rebecca said with a knowing smile. From the look on her pretty face, I guessed she wasn’t taken in by Tasha’s feeble ruse. Neither was I. The idea that my girlfriend wanted to see me punished and hurt was a strange thing to contemplate. Then again, I had been given plenty of those over the last day or so. Maybe Tasha wasn’t fully sure of her own feelings, and I definitely wasn’t of mine. I’m not into pain. I didn’t like the sound of being hurt by either of them at all. But in its own kinky way, there was something undeniably exciting about the idea. Not the pain itself, I realized as I thought about it. But the idea that they could. The idea of having so little agency in my own life that this dominant woman could punish me for failing to obey her properly. Because I already knew I would let her. And the thought that it turned my girlfriend on only made it even more exciting for me.

“For now, he’s been a pretty good boy,” Rebecca went on. Now both her hands were on Tasha’s breasts, gently massaging the soft flesh. And Tasha arched her back, thrusting her chest toward her new lover, her face lit up with pleasure as she watched the other woman skillfully manipulate her. Early on last night, Tasha had almost seemed reluctant to acknowledge that it was a woman who was doing this to her, who was making her feel this good. She had often kept her eyes closed while Rebecca worked on her body. But now, it seemed she was embracing it. After all, you can only deny the truth for so long. I had been the witness to Tasha’s orgasms, and I knew in the bottom of my burning heart that I had never made her cum like Rebecca had. There wasn’t much point pretending not to be attracted to her, for either of us. The truth was far too obvious for a lie to make any sense at all.

“But if that changes… well, then you might see a very different side to me,” Rebecca said softly. Her words and her movements were weaving a spell over Tasha. I watched my girlfriend press her body against the dominatrix as Rebecca’s hand crept lower. Her fingers traveled from Tasha’s breasts over her toned stomach down between her thighs, and once again, I was watching another woman touch my girlfriend’s pussy. Tasha groaned under the streaming hot water, feeling pleasure advancing inside her again, and Rebecca skillfully manipulated her body, playing her like some beautiful instrument until groans and gasps of sexual excitement rose under the streaming water.

“Both of you,” Rebecca said. And I saw Tasha’s eyes go wide as Rebecca slid her fingers inside my girlfriend’s pussy.

“Both of us?” Tasha said, her voice already dripping with obvious sexual pleasure. “You’d punish me, too?”

“Depends,” Rebecca grinned, still holding Tasha tight as she worked her fingers in and out of her streaming pussy. “If I think you’ve been a bad girl. If you don’t do as you’re told. You think you’d like that?”

“I… don’t know,” Tasha said. Her eyelids were fluttering now, her body trembling as Rebecca continued to play with her pussy and I stood there as silent and immovable as a statute, only my molten inner core to remind me that I was alive. I could hardly believe what I was seeing, or how much it turned me on. The thought of anyone laying a violent hand on Tasha made anger boil inside me, made every protective urge I had rise up violently inside me. But this wasn’t exactly that, was it? In the same way that watching Tasha have sex with another sexy woman wasn’t really cheating, at least in the conventional sense I understood it. It was all part of Rebecca’s dominant charm, part of her dominatrix persona, and that was what made her so infinitely sexy to me, and I suspected it was a big part of what turned Tasha on about the other woman as well. She was playing us both majestically, like she had a beeline to the inner desires of both of us. And Tasha yelped as Rebecca drew her fingers suddenly out of her pussy, raising her hand and delivering a strong slap that echoed loudly on my girlfriend’s ass.

“Oh my God,” Tasha said, reaching up to rake her fingers through her wet hair, as though the intensity of what she was feeling was too much to bear. I could relate to that.

“There’s nothing wrong with that,” Rebecca said, shaking her head, biting her lip as she stared deep into Tasha’s eyes. “People like what they like. That’s what this is all about. Being free. Being free to dominate, if that’s what you want. Being free to submit, too. Either way, you’re so fucking sexy, I can’t resist. I want you so fucking bad right now.”

Again, Rebecca took hold of Tasha’s big boobs. I watched her lower her head, her black hair shining wet against her scalp now just like Tasha’s did. She kissed Tasha’s breasts, and Tasha closed her eyes, leaning back against the tiles as the other woman sucked a nipple into her mouth. Rebecca showered Tasha’s boobs with kisses, burying her face in the soft mounds just the way I longed to. Maybe she felt the same way about my girlfriend’s magnificent breasts as I did, I thought to myself as I trembled with frustration. The only difference was, she got to play with them, and I didn’t.

But Rebecca was never going to be content with just that. And I watched, the towel still covering the erection that stood relentlessly proud of my body as Rebecca slowly lowered her head. She sank to her knees in the shower, and Tasha’s eyes snapped open again, staring down in wonder at the beautiful woman before her. Slowly, taking her time, Rebecca kissed her way down Tasha’s body. Both my girlfriend and I watched the other woman’s mouth move steadily lower, kissing every inch of Tasha’s body that she could reach. Kissing her way down over her stomach, down over her hip, Rebecca slowly and inevitably found my girlfriend’s pussy. And as she kissed Tasha’s dripping sex, I heard Tasha moan and saw her close her eyes again, letting the unstoppable pleasure wash over her all over again.

Rebecca gripped Tasha’s firm ass, her fingertips sinking just a little into the skin as she pulled my girlfriend closer to her. Like she was drinking from the bowl of Tasha’s sex, absorbing her delicious femininity with every lick. Even with the water running in the background, I could hear the moist noises of Rebecca nuzzling her face between my girlfriend’s legs, kissing the lips of her pussy, sliding her tongue inside. But soon, those sounds were lost in Tasha’s growing cries of pleasure.

My girlfriend held nothing back. Her skin shone wetly as she reached out toward the walls, bracing herself against the bathroom tiles as though afraid she would collapse with pure pleasure otherwise. She didn’t seem to notice the water that still streamed over her body, so deeply lost in sexual pleasure that her brain couldn’t process anything else. I stood there as helpless as ever, my arms still cuffed behind my back, my insistent erection hidden by the towel, knowing Rebecca was about to make my girlfriend cum again. Knowing there was nothing I could do about it except stand there and watch and feel another wild sexual memory burning itself onto my brain, never to be forgotten.

Tasha came. Her cry of exquisite bliss rang out in the confined space of the shower, bouncing back from the shining wet walls. Her breasts shuddered as she sucked down air, her whole body convulsing. Her legs trembled, and for a moment, it seemed only Rebecca was holding her up by her grip on her ass, squeezing my girlfriend’s broad hips as she slurped up the juices that poured out of Tasha’s pussy.

And then, slowly, the spasm passed. Tasha opened her eyes, still leaning back against the tile, and the first thing she saw was me, standing there in silence, a towel hanging from my ignored cock. The smile that lit up her face at the sight of me was at once heartwarming and crushing. Confirmation I didn’t need that it turned my girlfriend on to see me like this, that nothing gave her greater pleasure than to enjoy an orgasm that I couldn’t share in and know that I knew her lover was better than me at pleasing her.

Rebecca lifted her face away from Tasha’s pussy. For a moment, she stayed on her knees in the shower, looking up at my girlfriend with a smile. As though unable to help herself, overtaken by Tasha’s beauty, she leaned forward and planted a gentle kiss on my girlfriend’s sex again.

“Your pussy tastes so good,” she said as she smiled up at Tasha while Tasha smiled down at her. “I could eat it all day.”

“Works for me,” Tasha giggled. “You’re so good at that.”

“I know,” Rebecca said arrogantly. “That’s what you get when you go with another girl. But as much as I love eating you out, pussies aren’t just for licking. You’re turning me on, Tasha. I think you know what that means, naughty girl.”

Tasha sighed at those words from Rebecca, biting her lip with obvious arousal. And Rebecca rose easily to her feet, her glistening skin shining underwater from the shower. There was a familiar fire in her cobalt blue eyes as she turned toward me. Reaching out, she pulled the towel off my cock and tossed it across the bathroom to land on the countertop next to the sink.

“Go get my strap on, cuckold,” Rebecca ordered, while Tasha purred in pleasure and anticipation beside her. “I want to fuck your girlfriend again.”

I looked at Rebecca. I looked at Tasha. But there was no hint of mercy or pity on either of those beautiful faces. Instead, they were both looking at me with expressions of desire, with bright lights of lust burning in both their beautiful eyes, polished bronze and cobalt blue. I thought of what Rebecca had said, about punishing me if she needed to. I had no idea what that might mean. But I didn’t doubt for a second that she would know exactly how to go about it. And it never even crossed my mind that I could resist. If I had had that ability, I would have deployed it long ago.

So I stepped away from the tub. I heard the women laughing at me as I made my way out of the bathroom and toward the bedroom. On the floor, I found the discarded dildo that had made my girlfriend cum so hard on so many times the night before.

I sat down on the floor beside it. Reaching out my fingers, I could just about touch it. But I couldn’t pick it up. I couldn’t quite close my hand around it. And the women were waiting.

Finally, I rolled over onto my knees. Feeling deep shame even though there was no one there to see, I leaned forward at the waist and took the dildo in my mouth. I picked it up and rose to my feet, knowing what a ridiculous spectacle I must make as I walked down the hallway of our apartment toward the bathroom where the girls were still showering. I tried to brace myself for the humiliating laughter I knew would greet my entrance, but that didn’t soften the blow any as I stepped inside. Both Tasha and Rebecca burst out laughing as I approached them with the dildo in my mouth like a dog carrying a toy, a pet who wants to be played with. And that was more or less exactly what I was in that moment. Except for now, I knew, no one was going to be playing with me.

“Give me that,” Rebecca said. Reaching toward me, she pulled the dildo out of my mouth. Stepping away from the streaming water, she slid it into herself, sighing with pleasure before she hold the straps tight around her hips and ass. Tasha watched the whole thing, grinning with excitement, looking over at me for a moment as though to share her pleasure before turning back to her new lover.

And once Rebecca had the dildo in place, she stepped forward. The fake cock projected from between her legs just like the real thing, and I saw with a stab of jealousy that my girlfriend couldn’t take her eyes off it. Reaching out, Rebecca talk took hold of one of Tasha’s arms. Tasha yelped as the other woman spun her around, pressing her against the tiled wall of the shower. I watched as Tasha’s delicious boobs were squished against the wall, watched as she turned her wet head to look over her shoulder, her hands on the wall on either side of her head while Rebecca advanced on her, the fake cock held in one hand. Rebecca ordered Tasha to spread her legs, and Tasha did as she was told. I heard my girlfriend cry out in deep bliss as Rebecca guided the toy into her pussy from behind again. Rebecca’s hips moved as she began to fuck my girlfriend slowly, and again, Tasha’s cries of pleasure echoed in the tiny space of the shower.

“That’s right, take that cock,” Rebecca growled, her mouth just inches from Tasha’s year as my girlfriend began to scream aloud in pleasure. “A sexy girl like you deserves way better cock than you ever got from that cuckold loser.”
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8. Reclaiming Tasha

Sometimes, words let you down. To say that what happened that weekend with Rebecca was the greatest experience of my life is virtually meaningless. It was so far outside my normal experience that it was like a different life entirely. I couldn’t get over it, even when it was happening. And when it was finally over, it was hard to believe it had ever happened in the first place. Almost immediately afterward, it started to feel like some strange dream, something I had invented or perhaps seen in a movie somewhere. Not something that actually happened to a regular guy like me.

But the thing was, it had happened. And if I ever found myself doubting that, I only had to look at my girlfriend. After our sexy adventure with Rebecca, Tasha just wasn’t quite the same. I don’t mean that in a bad way. But I don’t necessarily mean in a good way, either. It’s just that something changed inside her. There were two different versions of her, before Rebecca came to our house and after. Although the two women might bear a superficial resemblance, might share the same beautiful face and body, they were not the same inside.

And some hint of that transformation made its way to the outside, too. I could see it in the way she held herself, the way she moved, the way she smiled at seemingly nothing while her thoughts were far away. It wasn’t like she had a secret from me; after all, I had been there for every crushing, humiliating moment of her betrayal. But it was like she only now realized something. About herself and about me and about the relationship between us. Something that had been hidden from both of us was now completely out in the open. I’ll admit, there was something intimidating about this new version of my girlfriend. Selling wild and strange and hard to explain. But I have to confess, I didn’t hate it. If I didn’t know that confidence is sexy before, I certainly did after meeting Rebecca. And although Tasha didn’t have anything like her new lover’s self possession, even after an incredible weekend that had convinced her more than ever of her beauty, I could see for myself that she was getting closer to it.

Rebecca fucked my girlfriend. She fucked her over and over again, taking full control of Tasha’s body, using it any way she saw fit. And Tasha, of course, let her. Tasha loved it. Tasha couldn’t get enough of this kinky game, couldn’t get enough of what Rebecca was doing to her. As both women were at pains to make me understand, Rebecca was doing things to Tasha that I had never done, things I could barely even imagine, let alone understand. It was his though the physical act they were engaging in was somehow something beyond sex, something more than that. Some whole new level of physical pleasure that only gorgeous goddesses like them had access to, not regular guys like me.

What was it that Rebecca called me? A cuckold. It wasn’t a term I was familiar with before she came into our lives, but I soon learned exactly what it meant. It meant that my girlfriend wasn’t faithful to me. She was allowed whatever pleasure she wanted, while I had to be content with whatever I could get. It meant that I had been replaced, in my girlfriend’s bed at least, if not in her heart. I desperately hoped I hadn’t been replaced there. And now, when it came to Tasha and me, hope was all I had. The hope that somehow, for some reason, Tasha would still want me, even though we both knew she now had a far better option in the form of Rebecca. A woman who was sexy in a way I could never be, who knew a woman’s body as I never would. A woman who did things to my girlfriend that no one had ever done before. Not me, and not anyone Tasha had ever been with. Or so I suspected, anyway. Because if anyone had made Tasha feel the way Rebecca made her feel before I came along, I found it impossible to believe the two of us would have ended up together in the first place. Who would give up the most incredible sex I had ever seen, for any reason? I don’t flatter myself that I’m that lovable.

But I guess even a dominant goddess like Rebecca needs to rest eventually. After several more sessions of nailing my girlfriend with the strap on, after going down on her over and over again and making Rebecca scream and howl with unbelievable pleasure, even Rebecca needed to rest. She put her outfit from the night before back on, the sexy dress and boots she had worn to come to my house and seduce my girlfriend. To seduce us both, albeit in different ways. And then, with a menacing promise to return someday and continue this game again, she had left. Kissing my girlfriend goodbye at the door like they were old lovers, Rebecca finally left the two of us alone. And I stood there in the living room, still naked, still in handcuffs, waiting breathlessly as my girlfriend reappeared.

Tasha smiled at me. If she had any doubt, any regrets about what she had done, any faint tickling of remorse over this new uncharted territory we found ourselves exploring, she gave no sign of it at all. In fact, I had to guess what she was feeling based only on the expression on her face, I would have to say that she seemed to be pleased. Pleased with herself and how everything had gone. Pleased at what she and her new friend had done to me. And in all honesty, I wasn’t in any way sure I wanted her to be all that remorseful anyway. After all, if our wild weekend had taught me anything beyond my own sexual inadequacy when it came to pleasing my girlfriend, it was that confidence is sexy, and that nothing was hotter to me than women who took what they wanted and didn’t apologize for it.

“Well, that was quite something,” Tasha said as she stepped toward me. My whole attention was taken up by her, every fiber of my being transfixed by her beauty and the movement of her body and the unprecedented atmosphere that existed between the two of us. Nothing in our relationship up to that point or in any relationship I had ever had had prepared me for a situation like this. I didn’t even really know how to feel, let alone how to act. Easier, really, to let Tasha do the thinking for me. Easier to let her decide what the weekend meant and what it would continue to mean for the two of us going forward. Because honestly, I had no idea. And standing there gazing at my beautiful, cruel, unfaithful girlfriend, I could hardly even think about the future. For me, in that moment, nothing existed but the present, and the present held nothing but desire.

“That was unbelievable,” I said. Tasha laughed, but truthfully, I could hardly be more serious. What had happened was utterly unbelievable, in the truest sense of the word. I barely believed it even as it happened, and certainly couldn’t believe it now. But of course, my feelings didn’t alter reality. What happened happened. There was no getting around that. In some terrified part of my brain, I guess I knew that we were going to have to deal with that, sooner or later. But not now. Don’t let it be now.

“Did you like it?”

Tasha was standing right in front of me now. I could practically feel the heat coming off her body, and detect the faint but lingering scent of sexual pleasure that seemed to rise from her to torment me still. It was barely believable, what this woman had done to me. And yet there I was, wanting her more fearfully than ever. I had never cheated on Tasha, never even seriously thought about it. To the best of my knowledge, she felt the same way that I did. That cheating was wrong in all circumstances, that no relationship can survive infidelity. But now there we were, standing in the shadow cast by her betrayal of me. And although there was no way to pretend that things weren’t changing, that our relationship wouldn’t be fundamentally different from that point forward, I knew in some deep part of myself that it wasn’t over. Far from it. Maybe the past was dying, but only so something new could be born.

This was my chance, I knew. Tasha was standing in front of me, and the look on her face showed concern. Quite different from the demanding dominatrix she had been for as long as Rebecca was around. Now, at last, I was seeing Tasha as I knew her again. My girlfriend, my partner in crime, the woman for whom I had left behind everything I knew and moved to a strange new town and embarked on an adventure that I knew neither of us had imagined being anything like this wild and strange and kinky. But now, for the first time in what felt like a very long time, Tasha was concerned about me. About how I felt. And as I tried to come up with an answer, I was confronted with another conundrum. I barely knew myself how I felt about everything that happened. Still, one thing at least was clear. My cock still rose between my legs, throbbing in the empty air, an unmissable sign of just how I felt about everything that had happened. Along with whatever else it might be, there was no denying that it was a massive turn on.

“Yeah, I guess I liked it,” I admitted, and was rewarded with the sight of Tasha’s face lighting up in a delighted smile. “It was really intense, though. I mean, how do you feel about it? How do you feel about Rebecca now?”

“She’s fucking awesome,” Tasha said at once, without a moment’s hesitation. “She’s amazing. I never met anyone like her before. She’s so hot and kinky and uninhibited and free. I never felt this way about a woman before in my life.”

I nodded slowly. Nothing Tasha was saying was a surprise to me, none of it in the least bit unexpected. But that didn’t mean it didn’t hurt. My fears and my desires felt as though they were at war with one another, though looking back now, I don’t think that was really the case. I think it would be more accurate to say that they were fueling one another in the most expected but potent way imaginable.

“So you like her better than me now.”

It wasn’t a question. I didn’t ask. I croaked the words out, believing in them wholeheartedly even as some part of me still desperately hoped it wasn’t true. And Tasha’s face changed in and instant. A look of concern transformed her beautiful features, raising her sculpted eyebrows, making her mouth drop open in obvious astonishment. Seized by a spasm of pity, she ran toward me, crossing the few short steps between us in instant. She wrapped her arms around me, and my cock pressed against her body. She had gotten dressed when Rebecca did, wearing a T-shirt and yoga pants, but that casual outfit did nothing to hide the body I desperately craved and the raw sex appeal my girlfriend seemed to exude. Her lips pressed against mine, against my cheek, against my neck, as Tasha showered me with kisses in a blizzard of desperate affection.

And it worked. There’s no point pretending otherwise. In that moment, it was exactly what I needed. To be reminded that this woman had feelings for me that went beyond sex, and even if I couldn’t hope to match Rebecca in bed, there was more to Tasha’s feelings for me just the physical.

“No, baby, no,” she said between frantic kisses. “No one’s replacing you. After that, especially. How many other men would put up with something like that? I love you so much. This Rebecca thing is fun, but you’re the man I love, and nothing’s changing that.”

“I love you too,” I said. And despite the ridiculous position I found myself in, I couldn’t have meant it more wholeheartedly than I did in that moment. When Tasha raised her face to look at me again, I could see that her eyes were shining with unshed tears.

“Oh, you poor thing,” she said suddenly. Reaching around behind me, she detached the leather cuffs around my wrists from each other without removing them, and I sighed gratefully as I rolled my shoulders, finally able to move my arms after hours of restraint. My arms felt light and weak as I worked the blood back into them, letting the feeling return. And I wrapped them around Tasha and held her close, her fully clothed, me completely naked, still with the leather cuffs on each wrist to remind us both of the game we had played, but that for now, seemed a very long way away. Because now, our feelings were about more than sexual desire. Now, it was love, not lust, that crackled in the air and made the moment sacred. I held her close, kissing her almost as desperately and hungrily as she had kissed me, and my feelings of doubt and anxiety and fear, though they didn’t evaporate completely, faded into the background in the storm of affection Tasha was showing me.

Love and sex, we all know, are not the same. And that was my main hope when it came to Tasha’s newly fledged relationship with Rebecca. There was no denying my girlfriend wanted this woman, and I had to also acknowledge that I wanted her to want that. Nothing was sexier to me than the thought that Rebecca turned my girlfriend on so much that she would step outside the bounds of our relationship and push the envelope of her own sexuality just to be with that incredible woman. But the thought of Tasha falling in love with Rebecca terrified me. My best and only hope was that Tasha could keep the two feelings completely separate in her mind.

But while they may not be the same thing, they are not worlds apart, either. For a while, it was just love that flowed between us, that lit up the air in the living room of the apartment we shared. But not forever. The events of the previous night and day had not left my mind, not even for a moment. And unlike Tasha, I hadn’t been treated to several mind-blowing orgasms. I hadn’t had a single one. Desire was sleepless inside me, and with Tasha’s soft body pressed against mine, it was only a matter of time before it raised its head again.

I felt it coming with a kind of silent inner growl. And as my hands moved over Tasha’s body, she seemed to feel it too. When I grabbed her ass in both hands, pulling it aggressively toward me as my fingers sank into the skin and muscle, she yelped happily. After hours of erection, my cock had just started to soften with all these protestations of love, but now it was very much on the rise again. I took hold of Tasha’s body, and she cried out again as I lifted her off her feet. She threw her arms around my neck and jumped up at me, wrapping her legs around my waist. Holding her by that gorgeous ass, I carried her like a prize toward our bedroom and flung her down on the mattress, immediately climbing on top of her. My body knew exactly what to do without any input required from my brain. I was moving on autopilot now, and I was glad to do it. Glad to finally be able to do what came naturally, to no longer be teased with what I couldn’t have but to take what I had been wanting so desperately for nearly 24 hours now.

My hands grabbed the bottom of Tasha’s T-shirt and pulled it roughly up. She raised her upper body from the mattress so I could pull it off completely, her red curls springing free and cascading over her naked shoulders. Her breasts heaved in the bra she wore, plain and nondescript, so different from the sexy corset Rebecca had demanded she wear. But that didn’t matter to me. I was lost in a storm of my own desire, and everything about my girlfriend was infinitely sexy to me in that moment, and there was no more need for sexy outfits or kinky games to get desire roaring between us again.

“Want to reclaim me, baby?” Tasha said. Her voice was a near whisper, low and husky with desire, and after everything she had been with Rebecca, it was almost hard to believe that my girlfriend still wanted more. That she wanted me when she could have this other woman. But she did. There was no doubt about that. I could see the fire in her copper-colored eyes, could hear the lust in her voice as she spoke. “Want to fuck Rebecca right out of me?”

“Fuck, yeah,” I growled, and Tasha giggled. Reaching around her back, I pulled at her bra, tearing it away from her and not caring if I damaged it. Her breasts sprang free, and I took them in my hands, feeling their weight and softness, burying my face in them the way I had longed to do while watching Rebecca do the same. Meanwhile, Tasha reached out and took hold of my cock. She slid her hands along its length from base to tip, both of them, one after the other, like a continuous pull on my manhood that made me tremble with desire. Letting go of her breasts now, I peeled off her yoga pants and the thong she wore underneath them, tossing her clothing carelessly across the room until she lay as naked as I was beneath me.

Placing my hands on her shoulders, I pushed her down roughly on the bed. She cried out with delight as I pinned her on the mattress, pushing her legs apart with my own knees. My cock touched the wet entrance of her pussy, and I could feel the moisture that was already flowing from her, a testament to her deep arousal. I lunged forward, burying my weapon inside her, and to my delight, Tasha screamed in pleasure to feel this new intrusion.

Pumping my hips back-and-forth, I lay down on top of her, inhaling the smell of her hair as I buried my face in the pillow her head rested on. Her screams were loud in my ear, but I wanted them to be louder. A strange kind of anger merged with my desire, completely replacing the tender feelings of love I had been experiencing just moments before. Now, there was a new sexual aggression inside me. Tasha moaned wordlessly, letting her pleasure ring out in the bedroom all over again, a new pleasure now, or an old one rediscovered. And I felt like I had something to prove. Tasha’s words about reclaiming her haunted me, echoing in the dark space between my ears, and I knew that that was exactly what I wanted to do. The mattress bounced and swayed underneath us as I began to pound her body, snarling unseen against her neck as I gave into the most animalistic desires.

Tasha moaned. She screamed. She thrashed underneath me and clutched at the mattress, clutched my shoulders, raking her fingernails along my back. And despite how long I had been teased, despite how desperate for orgasm I had been for so long, I didn’t cum. Not before she did. I felt her pussy spasm around my cock as though trying to draw it deeper into herself, and I obliged, ramming at home like a weapon to make her yell in ecstasy all over again. Her orgasm seemed to well up from deep inside her, rising from somewhere low down in her body to slowly erupt through her throat and open mouth, leaving me in no doubt what I was doing to her. And it felt good. It felt better than good. It felt like every moment of the teasing and humiliation I had endured was worth it, and more than worth it, just for this moment of bright-burning bliss. It really did feel like I was reclaiming her, like I was making my mark on her all over again to say to the universe that she was mine and not Rebecca’s. That if I couldn’t please her the way her new lesbian lover did, I could certainly come close. I could certainly make her cum, could certainly make this bedroom echo with the music of desire just as it had when she and Rebecca played in front of me and drove me wild with the desire that was fueling me now.

I did. Tasha came, and slumped beneath me, luxuriating in the afterglow of pleasure, but I didn’t stop. That aggression inside me had not subsided, and it made me selfish. I wanted to please her, wanted to make her body explode in ecstasy. But more than that, I wanted to do that for myself. I wanted to give myself what those wicked women had refused to give me all this time, a powerful orgasm that had been building inside me for what felt like forever.

But still, it didn’t happen. Still, I kept remorselessly pumping away, driving Tasha’s beautiful body into the mattress. The sleepless night I had spent on the couch evaporated as though it had never happened, and I was seized by an unbelievable energy that propelled me forward, making me into a monster, into a machine, into a creature with a singular purpose that would carry on pushing through fatigue until it got what it wanted.

Tasha came again. This time, her orgasm seemed even more powerful, sounding almost painful as it was ripped from her body. I didn’t care. I didn’t care about anything but pleasure, hers and, more importantly, my own. And after I felt her pussy tighten in the throes of climax, after waiting just a moment for her to loosen up again, I carried on fucking her, and Tasha screamed beneath me in disbelief. Now she was the one reduced to a sex object. Now she was the one being used for the pleasure of another. And judging by the sounds she was making and the ecstatic expression on her face, I could see just how good it felt. Just as it did when I was the one being used.

Finally, I could feel an echoing orgasm building inside my own body. I let it come, letting it grow within me, filling every cell of my body with light. My cock fattened inside Tasha, and she screamed along with me as I spurted my cum inside her. I almost blacked out from the pure pleasure of the moment, my cock thumping remorselessly as it fired spurt after spurt of my seed deep into her receptive pussy. I could hear her moaning underneath me as she felt me cum what seemed like a gallon inside her, a climactic explosion more pure and powerful than any I had ever had with her or with anyone.

The wave crashed, and rolled back. I slumped down on top of my girlfriend, panting for air, inhaling the scent of her hair with every breath. And she was panting too underneath me, our chests pressed together, our bodies soaked in a sheen of sweat. As though we were melting together, until I could hardly tell where I ended and she began. Tremors continue to shake her body, and I felt her clenching my cock as her pussy spasmed arrhythmically around my manhood.

I don’t how long we lay together like that. Regular time no longer seemed to apply. Mentally, I drifted among the stars, lost to the world and completely absorbed in the afterglow of pleasure it felt I had waited a lifetime for. And for a long while, Tasha was content to do the same. We just lay there together, savoring the feeling of pure bliss that echoed inside us both, called out of us by the unbelievable game we had been playing for the last 24 hours.

Finally, I rolled off her and lay naked beside my girlfriend on the mattress that had been the scene of my ultimate betrayal. Tasha was still breathing fast, though it was more measured now than it had been. For a long time, neither of us said anything. There was nothing to say. Words seemed inadequate to describe what had just happened, what had been happening since the night before when Rebecca first arrived at our door to change our lives forever.

Then, finally, Tasha turned to me. Stray strands of her red hair clung to her flushed cheeks as she looked at me. The expression in her face told me everything I needed to know about the way she felt. Then again, I had felt her powerful orgasm from the inside. For the first time in what felt like a long time, I wasn’t feeling inadequate. Not after what I had just done to this beautiful woman.

“Holy fuck,” Tasha breathed. She ran her hand over my chest as she spoke, feeling the warmth of my skin against hers, the steady beating of my heart. Nuzzling her face against my shoulder, she kissed me tenderly, taken over with the affection that follows a really powerful orgasm. And I wrapped my arms around her, holding her close. Now that I had finally had the orgasm that felt like I had waited forever for, my fears and doubts returned, stronger than ever. What had happened with Rebecca seemed somehow even more unbelievable, even more outrageous. But I clung onto Tasha as though she were a rock in the ocean and I were a drowning man. Maybe my girlfriend had sunk my ship herself. But now, she was the only thing that could save me.

“That was amazing,” Tasha murmured, her voice almost lost among our heavy breathing with her mouth pressed against my skin. But I heard her loud and clear all the same. I nodded, even though she couldn’t see from where she lay beside me.

“Yeah, it was,” I said.

Tasha raised her head from my shoulder. Her eyes were sparkling with a faint echo of their former mirth as she grinned at me. Her hand was still on my chest, but now her nails dug slightly into the skin, just on the verge of leaving a mark.

“If I knew you’d fuck me like that afterward, I would have cheated on you a long time ago,” she said.


9. Back To Work

“What do you think?”

I raised my head as Tasha entered the living room. It was early morning. I still had no luck finding a job, and truthfully, there was really no need for me to be up so early. But I did it for a couple of reasons. I didn’t want to let the rot set in, didn’t want to let this period of unemployment get me used to staying in bed all morning. And I did it because Tasha did it. Because it didn’t seem fair that she had to get up early and I didn’t. I did it out of a sense of solidarity, I guess.

But our mornings were not usually like this. I sat on the sofa, a bowl of cereal in front of me, next to a steaming mug of coffee. Since I didn’t have to get ready to go anywhere and Tasha did, I generally made the coffee for us both in the mornings, and Tasha would usually gulp it down quickly as possible, always at least a little late. But today, the first day after our weekend adventure with her colleague Rebecca, Tasha had gotten up earlier than usual. She had spent longer than she normally did getting ready. And now, I was seeing the fruits of that.

She had her curly red hair swept back from her face, held in position by unseen clips so that the copper curls cascaded down behind her head. Perfectly appropriate for a day at the office, I supposed, though more effort than the casual ponytail she usually went with. And her makeup, too, was different. I’m no expert in cosmetics, not by a long way, but I could tell by the way her eyes sparkled like polished bronze between thick dark lashes that Tasha had put a little more effort in than usual. Her lips were an eye-catching red, too, seeming almost twice their usual size as she smiled at me.

But it was the dress she most wanted me to see. A navy blue sheath of elasticated material that covered her body from high on the neck all the way down to her knees, but clung unmissablly to her ample curves. The dress was sleeveless, exposing her toned but slender arms, and I couldn’t miss the way her big boobs strained against the clinging fabric, testing its tensile strength to the limit just as her hips did further down. Tasha had a natural hourglass figure, and the tight dress emphasized that, highlighting her narrow waist between the unmissable curves of breast and hip. And the skirt clung tightly to her thighs, showing off the toned muscles in her legs with every step she took, forcing her to walk with short steps that made her gorgeous body sway from side to side.

“You look incredible,” I said. And she did. It had been a long time since I had seen my girlfriend dressed up like this, unless you counted the lingerie Rebecca put her in to make her more appealing as a fuck toy. Since moving to this new town, we had barely been out, our social lives narrowing down to only spend time with each other. At least until Rebecca came along. It wasn’t like I had forgotten what a knockout Tasha could be when she wanted to. I was confronted with their beauty every day. Still, seeing her like this, actually putting some effort into her appearance, reminded me what an unbelievably lucky guy I was. And unbelievably cursed, too. Because my girlfriend was an absolute knockout, the sexy woman of any red-blooded male’s dreams. But she was monstrously, unforgettably unfaithful, too.

And I knew what waited at the office, or more correctly, who. Since Rebecca went home on Saturday, neither of us had seen her, though I knew that Tasha had been texting with her new lesbian lover right through Sunday. She had gone shopping alone on Sunday, too, and now I could see why. This dress was new, bought especially for work. Bought for a purpose I didn’t completely understand, but feared anyway.

“Thanks,” Tasha giggled. “It might be a little much for the office. But I like it.”

As she spoke, she ran her hands over her body, down over her breasts, over her stomach, toward her hips that swayed from side to side as she modeled the dress for me. And I felt that old hunger stirring inside me, my desire never far from the surface and awoken by this vision standing in front of me. Tasha looked sexy as hell, and the dress, though technically modest enough, did more than just hint at the body that lay beneath it. That was the idea. My heart contracted as I thought about how my girlfriend would look working all day dressed up like she was going to a nightclub. I couldn’t stop myself from wondering how Rebecca would react to seeing her new lover like this.

“You look sexy as hell,” I said. Trying to push the thoughts of Rebecca out of my mind, I let my spoon fall with a loud clank into the cereal bowl as I rose to my feet. Without really thinking about what I was doing, I stepped toward my girlfriend, driven along by wild desire, my body seemingly acting of its own accord. Tasha giggled as I reached out for her, holding her hips in my hands, pulling her body toward me. I embraced her, and her eyes went wide, her white teeth showing as she bit her fat red lower lip at the feel of my hardening cock pressing against her body.

“Stop that,” she said, playfully slapping her hand against my chest but making no real effort to push me away. “I don’t have time.”

“Be late,” I said. My arms wrapped around her narrow waist, I pulled Tasha even tighter against me, burying my face against her neck. I trailed kisses down from her earlobe toward her shoulder, knowing what that always did to her. And I heard her groan in a mixture of frustration and desire. It was working. Maybe I didn’t have Rebecca’s raw sex appeal, or the dominant lesbian’s powers of seduction. But I knew my girlfriend well. I knew how to get her motor running. I could only hope that this might get me what I wanted.

“You’ll mess my makeup up,” she said. My hands were moving over her ass now, feeling the way the tight dress strained against the mesmerizing swell of skin and muscle. My cock was fully hard as it pressed against her, my girlfriend once again a prize to be won, her body, that had always hypnotized me with desire, seeming even more appealing to me now that I had some competition. Now that I knew I wasn’t the only one who turned Tasha on, who made her body light up with wild pleasure. Knowing my girlfriend was back on the market was doing interesting things to my psychology, and my desire for her. There was no denying that, even if I didn’t necessarily want to admit the truth of it.

“I’ll stay away from your face,” I said. At the same time, my hands reached around behind Tasha, my fumbling fingers finding the long zipper in the back of the dress that held it tight against her body. Lifting the little tab, I slid it down, feeling the tight dress grow looser around her with every inch I slid the zipper down.

“They’ll know,” Tasha protested. “I can’t show up to work looking like I’ve just been fucked. This dress is already going to make people talk about me. I don’t need everyone thinking I’m the office slut. Even if I am.”

She spoke those final words with a giggle, and I did my best to ignore the pang in my heart they caused. Truthfully, that was exactly how Tasha looked that morning. The office at her new job had no dress code, so far as I was aware, and I had never seen her wear anything to work that wasn’t jeans or dress pants. She’d never even worn a skirt except to her interview. For all I knew, club dresses were commonly worn where Tasha worked, but somehow, I doubted it. There was no doubt she would make a splash, looking the way she did. After all, her appearance was certainly having a powerful impression on me. And again, I thought of Rebecca waiting at the office, and again, my heart contracted with bitter jealousy and fear and doubt and desire. She was the competition, and she had access to Tasha all day at work. I only had these moments. I had to make them count.

“Come on,” I said. “I’ll be quick.”

“Well that doesn’t really sell it to me, does it?” Tasha said. As I lifted my face away from her neck, I could see that she was smiling. She could deny it all she wanted, but I was getting to her. Hope swelled in my heart at the thought that I might just be able to convince this incredible woman to give me what I wanted, what I felt like I desperately needed. What Rebecca threatened to take away from me, making it more precious than it had ever been before. There was some deep psychology to this game we were playing, but in that moment, I wasn’t thinking about that. I was thinking only about how badly I wanted this woman, and how amazing she looked, and as my hands slid the sleeveless dress down off her shoulders, my arousal soared, and with it, my sense of triumph.

Tasha let me undress her there in the living room. She just stood there, as though she couldn’t quite decide what to do but was willing to passively allow me to get what I wanted. Fine by me. I peeled the dress off her torso, seeing the unremarkable seamless bra she wore underneath it to contain her big breasts, and unable to resist, I leaned forward and buried my face in her cleavage. My favorite place to be. I kissed her boobs, my hands rising to tease her nipples through the fabric, and she placed a hand on the back of my head, but still, she didn’t stop me. And my blind hands continued their work, pulling the stretching dress over her broad hips, pushing it past her thighs until it fell to the floor at her bare feet. My fingers found the warmth between her legs, touching her pussy through the front of the skimpy panties she wore. The dress was tight enough that she had to wear a thong underneath it to avoid panty lines, and as one hand touched her pussy, the other moved around behind her to feel the bare skin of her ass. Tasha sighed, and still, said nothing to stop me.

Taking hold of her tiny panties, I pulled them down. They fell to the floor, but Tasha stood still, the fabric of her dress and her underwear bunched up around her ankles. I pulled down my pajama pants and boxers too, stepping out of them as my cock rose into the empty air, ready for her, hungry for that gorgeous body standing in front of me. But as I raised my head from her breasts, I saw the sparkle in her eyes, and I felt a stab of doubt as I remembered that she had looked just that way when she played with Rebecca. When she taunted me with her sex with her lesbian lover and got off on my total helplessness and inadequacy and inability to stop her.

“Get down there,” she said as she placed both hands on my shoulders and pushed down. Her voice was soft, her pretty face still smiling at me. And I grinned at her, but still, I did what she said. I dropped to my knees on the floor of our living room, kneeling among her discarded clothes, and finally, Tasha stepped out of them. Her pussy shone in front of me, decorated by the russet strip of her neatly-groomed pubic hair. I held her delicious ass in my hands once again, and she placed her hand on the top of my head, and stepped toward me. The smell of her pussy engulfed me as I buried my face between her thighs, sticking out my tongue to run it over the sensitive folds of her sex.

Tasha shivered. As I probed her pussy with my tongue and lips, teasing wetness out of her, I heard her sigh. If this was part of her new more dominant persona, I was all for it. I loved it when she told me what she wanted, when she demanded what would make her happy. It saved me having to guess. And even though I wanted her desperately, even though my cock throbbed and ached for that beautiful body I could taste on my tongue, I was happy to please her, too. Happy to do what Tasha wanted in the expectation that my service would be rewarded.

I licked her. I kissed her pussy, making out with it right there in the living room while she stood above me, her hands still resting on my head. I looked up the length of her gorgeous body, but I could barely see her face, obscured by the big breasts that rose out from her chest, still barely contained by her utilitarian bra. That didn’t matter. I could imagine that beautiful face all too clearly, her eyes closed, her mouth open, every line of her body radiating the deep pleasure that she was feeling as I went down on her. And lifting one hand from her ass, I wrapped my fingers around my own cock, unable to resist the temptation to stroke myself and give myself a little taste of the pleasure I was giving her the same time.

The wet sound of me eating Tasha’s pussy filled the living room. Soon, it was accompanied by her steadily rising moans of pleasure. This wasn’t the wild screaming and shrieking she made when I fucked her, or when Rebecca fucked her, I thought with another stab of embarrassment and shame. This was something smaller, more tender, and somehow more intimate. But that didn’t change the fact that she loved it. I could taste her juices running over my tongue and lips now, another obvious sign that what I was doing was working, that I was turning my sexy girlfriend on. But I had to slow down the movements of my hand on my cock to keep myself under control as the taste of her filled my mouth, as her moans of pleasure filled the air.

Suddenly, Tasha gripped a handful of my short hair. I cried out, as much in surprise as in pain as she cranked my neck roughly back. Now I could see her face, staring down at me from above her magnificent boobs, no longer smiling. Her eyes were flashing now with something like malice, though the obvious desire had never left her expression either.

“Are you stroking your cock right now?” she said.

“Yes,” I admitted, as Tasha laughed out loud. After all, there wasn’t much point denying it. She could clearly see for herself what my hand was doing as I kneeled at her feet.

“God, you just can’t get enough of me lately, can you?” she said. And in her words, I heard a faint echo of Rebecca’s confidence, her arrogance, her raw sexual power. Already, my girlfriend had learned a trick or two from her lesbian lover. And it only made her more sexy to me than she already was.

“No, I can’t,” I said. “You’re so fucking sexy, Tasha. You always were. But lately, you’ve just taken it to another level.”

“Now that I’m fucking Rebecca, you mean.”

“Yeah, that. But it’s not just that. It’s everything. The way you look. The way you act. The look in your eyes these days, sometimes, is…it’s unreal. I don’t really know how to explain it. But you’re driving me fucking crazy.”

“Good. That’s good,” Tasha beamed. “So go ahead. Stroke your cock at my feet while you eat me out. Go on, make me cum. And hurry up. I don’t want to be late for work.”

When she was done speaking, Tasha pulled on my hair again, steering my face back toward her streaming pussy. But she hardly needed to. I was already lunging forward, desperate to plunge my tongue into her tight wet folds again. And again, her cries of pleasure rose in the living room as I worshiped her sex, and again, my hand slid up and down my cock. I didn’t bother to think too closely about what she had said, and gave no thought to why she might have said it. I didn’t care, too lost in wild lust to really think about it. I wanted to make her cum, and I wanted to cum myself, and I set about both tasks with enthusiasm. And soon, Tasha’s cries of pleasure erupted into the air of the living room, her big breasts bouncing inside her bra as she panted for air. I felt her pussy tighten around my tongue, spasming against my lips as though to kiss me, and I drank down the free-flowing juices of her orgasm as she surrendered herself to it.

The feel of her explosion against my face ignited one of my own. My cock throbbed in my hand, and even though I felt a faint tinge of disgrace at what I was doing, I didn’t hold back. I spurted my orgasm at Tasha’s feet. And as I raised my head from her dripping pussy, she stepped back, and I could see the delight that shone on her face as she looked at me kneeling there, my cock still dripping, my face shining with the juices of her orgasm.

I had got to her. I felt sure of it. I had seduced her as surely as Rebecca had seduced her over the weekend, and I knew from experience that Tasha had a line that, once crossed, would cause her to let go of everything else. Get her turned on enough, I knew, and she wouldn’t care about being on time for her job.

But I had forgotten just how much my girlfriend had changed over the past few days.

Tasha’s big breasts heaved in her bra as she bent forward, sweeping up her discarded phone from a pile of clothes on the floor. As I rose to my feet, certain that we would now be headed to the bedroom, Tasha wadded the underwear up into a ball and used it to wipe the orgasmic juices off her pussy lips and her thighs. Then, playfully, she stretched the underwear out between her thumbs before firing it at me. I laughed as the wet underwear hit my chest, then fell to the floor, brushing against my cock on the way down.

“Now you’ve really made me late. You have to help me. Put my dress back on.”

“Wh-what?”

This was unexpected. I had felt so sure of myself, so confident in what would happen next, that it never crossed my mind that Tasha might have other ideas. But her red lips compressed as she looked at me, her eyes flashing, the ready smile leaving her face for once as she looked at me.

“You heard me,” she said. “Did you think I was going to have sex with you? I told you, I can’t do that before work. Now hurry up. Pick it up and put it on me.”

I was confused. But I’d be lying if I said that Tasha’s confident and dominant tone did nothing for me. So without really thinking about what I was doing, I did as I was told. I picked up her new dress from the floor, and Tasha made me hold it out for her to step into. I pulled it up her body, feeling the way the fabric stretched and clung to her just as I wanted to. Tasha slid her arms into the sleeveless dress, and I stepped around behind her to pull it shut and zip it up, taking care to lift her cascading red curls out of the way. In all the years we had been together, I had never dressed her before. I had undressed her plenty of times, but this was different. I couldn’t help feeling like this was a representation of the change in the relationship between us, this newfound sexual power my girlfriend had over me, encouraged by what she had seen with her new lover Rebecca.

And it hadn’t escaped my notice that my girlfriend was no longer wearing panties under her skintight dress, either.

Without a word of thanks, Tasha turned away from me. Wearing only a T-shirt, I watched the gorgeous sway of her body as she moved down the hallway toward the bedroom. In no time at all, she returned, holding a pair of shoes in her hands. Open high heels dangled from her fingers, held by the thin straps that would crisscross her foot when she wore them. Stepping in front of me, she thrust the shoes into my chest, and I instinctively grabbed them. She stepped back, her hands on her hips, the skirt of her dress growing tighter around her legs as she spread her feet as far as the dress would allow.

“Put them on,” she ordered. “Hurry up. And make sure you don’t drop them in your little cum puddle down there.”

I cringed at her humiliating words. After all, she was absolutely right. The puddle my orgasm had made was still right there on the floor at her feet. Carefully avoiding it, I sank down to my knees in front of her again. I could hardly believe I was doing this, and barely understood why. But Tasha was clearly in a rush, and it was at least partly my fault. Plus, I don’t know. Again, there was that dominant thing. Something I had never thought I wanted in a woman but now seemingly couldn’t get enough of. As I kneeled at my girlfriend’s feet, she placed one hand on my head for balance, lifting her foot so that I could slide her shoe onto it and fasten the tiny buckle that held the straps together around her ankle. And I did the same with the other shoe. With the high heels on, she towered above me, looking as radiantly sexy as ever and perhaps more powerful than ever before.

“Okay, I gotta go,” she said as I sat back on my knees, not bothering to rise to my feet. “Make sure you clean up that puddle while I’m gone. And try not to make too many more while you think of me at work all day in this tight dress with no panties underneath. I wonder what Rebecca’s going to think about it.”

There was that smile again. Mischievous, devious, and wickedly sexy. Tasha knew exactly what she was saying, and as she ran her hands over her hips while she spoke, I speculated that she was just as turned on by all this as I was. Already, my cock was starting to fatten and thicken again, already trying to rise back to hardness at the sight of this gorgeous goddess who stood in front of me.

But that didn’t matter to Tasha. Pivoting on her heels, she stepped away. I watched her dark dress strain around her gorgeous body until she disappeared from my sight down the hallway of our apartment. I heard her pick up her handbag and her coat. She didn’t even say goodbye to me. The door of the apartment opened and shut, and she was gone, heading off to work looking like sex on two legs.

Rising to my feet, I made my way toward the kitchen and grabbed some paper towels. Kneeling back down on the floor, I wiped up the embarrassing puddle of my orgasm. Already, somehow, I knew that Tasha was right. I could still taste her in my mouth, and the thought of her even now, heading to work with excitement burning inside her brain and her body wrapped in that tight dress was enough to get me twitching with desire. Somehow, her inaccessibility only made her hotter. The fact I couldn’t have her, that she was lost to me now and for the rest of the day, and all I could do was think about her, was already driving me wild with frustration and desire. Another faint echo of the way she and Rebecca had made me feel all weekend, the strange masochistic pleasure of not quite getting what you want.

With shaking hands, I picked up my girlfriend’s discarded panties from the floor. I pressed them to my nose, taking a deep breath to inhale the scent of her arousal, matching the taste that was slowly fading on my tongue. And my cock swelled uncontrollably. Tasha was right, and the fact that she was right, that I would sit here all day jerking off and thinking about her, only humiliated me more. And that, in turn, turned me on.

To say it was a long day would be an understatement. My phone sat silent on the coffee table while I moved slowly around the house, cleaning things up. I pulled out my laptop to do my usual fruitless job search, sending off a few applications without much care or enthusiasm. All I could think about with her. Her, and Rebecca, cooped up together in that office all day, with my girlfriend looking unbelievably sexy and knowing it. Tasha had gone to work turned on, thanks in part to me, and I have been too stupid to see what was coming until it was too late. Just like Tasha had, just like I knew she wanted me to, I wondered how Rebecca would react to her tight and sexy dress. And several times throughout the day, the thought of the two of them overwhelmed me, and I was forced to masturbate frantically. There was no need to fantasize. All I had to do was remember the wild events of the weekend, when Tasha had betrayed me over and over again with her beautiful lesbian lover. The same woman she was at work with now.

Even the longest days end eventually. The clock crept around toward 5 PM as though afraid to reach it. I had tidied everything that could be tidied, done laundry and done dishes, applied for jobs, masturbated myself senseless. All in a futile effort to pretend I wasn’t desperately waiting for Tasha to come home, to bring that pretty face and beautiful body and wicked imagination back to me.

5 PM. 5:15. 5:25. The minutes scraped by, but right around 5:30, I heard the noise of Tasha’s key sliding into the lock on the front door. She stepped inside. I called out a greeting to her, and she responded. She came around the corner, and seeing her again in that outfit almost took my breath away as she tossed her handbag carelessly down by the side of the couch and smiled at me.

“Did you miss me?” she asked.

“Oh my God, you have no idea,” I said as I rose to my feet, stepping toward her in a hurry. I took her in my arms and kissed her passionately, deeply, wanting to let her feel every ounce of my frustration and desperation, my wild need for her. And it seemed she did from the way she laughed as she lifted her lips away from mine, placing one hand on my chest to gently push me away.

“Good. But so did Rebecca. So get ready, cuckold. She’ll be here in a minute.”


10. She Takes His Girlfriend

Excitement crackled in the air. After all, how could it not? I hadn’t been able to stop thinking about Rebecca, and neither had Tasha, and it wasn’t like we’d had enough time to dull the edge of the memories that haunted us. And now, again, Rebecca was coming. I didn’t know what that meant, yet at the same time, I knew exactly what it meant. It meant sex for the girls. And, more likely than not, deep sexual frustration for me. And yet, as nervous as I felt at what Tasha was up to, I felt excited too. That strange masochistic excitement I just couldn’t shake, the way that even just the thought of Rebecca made my heart beat faster in my chest. There was nothing normal about what was going on here, and since the weekend, I had had plenty of moments when I called myself names and screamed at myself that I shouldn’t tolerate this. But already, I had learned not to take that voice in my head all that seriously. In some way, on some level, I wanted this. Why was still a mystery to me, and I suspected it would probably remain that way. But that didn’t change the fact. For whatever reason, this was what I wanted.

And it was what Tasha wanted, too. She raced around the house, setting things in order in anticipation of the arrival of her new lover. Not that things were in much disarray to begin with. After all, I had been home all day, as usual. I wouldn’t call myself a great housekeeper, but I’m not afraid to do my share. And since Tasha was the only one working, it was only fair that I look after our small apartment. Still, Tasha hurried, putting unnecessary finishing touches on everything. She was still wearing the outfit she had worn to work, the sexy dress that clung to her body and made my heart pound in my chest a little faster every time I looked at her. No doubt it had done the same to Rebecca, I thought to myself with a little stab of bitter jealousy. After all, I had known that it would. And I didn’t doubt that was why Rebecca was coming around now. My girlfriend’s body tightly sheathed in her skintight dress had gotten to Rebecca just as it got to me. I could imagine all too clearly the two of them at work together all day, giggling and flirting with one another, enjoying the unique sensation of having a shared secret. It made me jealous, of course, but I knew enough about how this all worked by now to not be surprised that it also turned me on. My cheating girlfriend was the sexiest creature in the world to me, and the only other person who came anywhere close was her new lover Rebecca. The two of them together were more than I could handle. And I was all too willing to be lost in the dark pleasure of surrender.

When Rebecca finally arrived, we were ready. Or as ready as we were ever going to be. Tasha’s phone buzzed over on the couch, and she turned to me with a wild look in her eye. I forced a smile onto my face, encouraging her in this madness. And, without a word, she stepped away from me, picked up her phone, and buzzed her lover in.

Nothing takes longer than passively waiting for something. It seemed to take Rebecca an hour to climb toward our apartment, and Tasha and I waited, still in that strangely solemn silence. Tasha was not asking my consent for what was about to happen. That would be completely out of character, completely at odds with the nature of the game we were playing. But that’s not to say I didn’t feel something passing between us all the same. Without words, in silence, we both somehow came to an agreement with one another. That this was going to happen. That this was what we both wanted. That again, I was about to suffer shame and disgrace and humiliation, and I wanted that, and the woman who loved me wanted that for me too. It was almost too big for words, too wild and strange to talk about properly. Maybe this meaningful silence was the best we could do.

Finally, Rebecca arrived at our front door. She knocked, and Tasha rushed to answer it, her already tight dress tightening around her thighs with every quick step she took toward the front door. I heard the door open and Rebecca come inside, the two women greeting each other with unconcealed enthusiasm while I waited in the living room.

Tasha came around the corner first, followed by Rebecca. I was still enchanted by the way my girlfriend’s body moved in her tight dress, but I managed to tear my eyes away to look past her and see Rebecca. Rebecca was dressed much more normally than my girlfriend was, in jeans and a black top that matched her glossy hair. But her tight jeans flaunted her body, showing off the curves of her hips and thighs and leading my eye inward. Her breasts pressed against the fabric of her top, not as big as Tasha’s were, perhaps, but still more than enough to catch any man’s eye. Or any woman’s, I thought to myself with another little stab of indignant jealousy. Certainly, she had caught my girlfriend’s eye, and held it. That wasn’t all she held of Tasha’s, either.

“There he is,” Rebecca said as she stepped into our living room. Again, all her confident movements seemed to suggest that this was her home, not mine. She was as comfortable here as though she owned the place. Though with Rebecca, I got the sense she was like that in every room she entered. She seemed like a woman who had never once been uncomfortable in any situation, who somehow always seemed to know what to do. Probably that wasn’t true. She was only human, after all. No doubt she was prone to the same doubts and fears the rest of us have. But she didn’t show it. Certainly not when I was around, anyway.

“Our little bitch boy,” Rebecca said as she stepped further into the living room, and Tasha laughed. Uninvited, Rebecca took a seat on the couch, dropping heavily onto the cushions and crossing her long legs. She was wearing black suede ankle boots, I noticed, the slender heel contributing to the sexy swaying walk I already knew the woman had mastered. The truth was, Rebecca didn’t have to dress up. She was irresistibly sexy no matter what she wore and no matter where she was or what she did. And she knew it. Rebecca knew exactly the source of her powers. I stood there in my own living room, once again feeling completely awkward, completely overcome by everything that was happening. Feeling that intoxicating loss of control, almost as though I was shrinking by the second, steadily diminishing as these two unbelievable women grew in stature and power.

Tasha stepped forward. Smiling cheekily at me, she smoothed her tight dress behind her as she took a seat on the couch beside Rebecca. Unusually for her, she was still wearing the high heels I had put on her that morning, that contributed so much to her sexy look. They didn’t look like the most comfortable shoes in the world to be wearing, but I knew that for now, that didn’t matter to Tasha. What mattered was being the alluring sex kitten Rebecca wanted her to be. Again, I felt a stab of jealousy as I pondered how she didn’t do these kinds of things for me. And knowing I was supposed to feel that way didn’t do anything to lessen the sting of it.

“Forgets his manners quickly, doesn’t he?” Rebecca said, turning her smiling face toward Tasha for a moment. But not for long. Soon, the smile dropped from her face completely as she turned those deep blue eyes, lit from within by a light that was as sinister as it was beautiful, on me.

“Drinks,” she ordered in a tone that left no room for argument. “Make yourself useful if you want to be allowed to watch what happens later.”

Again, Tasha laughed. I remembered when she used to laugh like that at me. Actually, she still laughed at me, but for completely different reasons. She was laughing at me now in the new way she had, her brown eyes sparkling as she looked me up and down. I knew what it did to her to see her girlfriend order me around. And I told myself that was why I was doing it, the only reason I was allowing a woman that after all, I still barely knew, to talk to me this way. It was easier to tell myself that than to admit how much it turned me on. Easier to tell myself that I was doing this for Tasha, to make her happy, and that it wasn’t the secret truth of my own twisted desires, too.

So I did as I was told. Without a word, I turned and headed toward the kitchen, accompanied by the laughter of the women behind me as they watched me go, dismissed like a lowly servant. Exactly as they wanted. Exactly what lit the fire inside them and kept their desire brimming over. This, I knew, was how I turned them on. How I participated in the thrilling new sex life my girlfriend had with her coworker. I just desperately hoped it wasn’t the only way I would ever get to participate. And even though I knew that faint hope was part of my prison, part of what kept me complying with their wishes and obedient to them, I did it anyway. Somehow, it didn’t seem like I had any other choice. Somehow, I didn’t want any choice. I knew that would only make things harder.

In the kitchen, I performed my new humiliating duty. I poured glasses of wine for the women, knowing by now what they liked. Maybe it was a sign of my growing acceptance of my position that I didn’t even think to pour one for myself. It really was like I was a servant, like I had never any other role in life but to serve these two women in any way they saw fit. That’s certainly how it felt.

And I humbly carried the wine glasses back into the living room, handing one each to both Tasha and Rebecca. They grinned together as they clinked glasses, delighted with this latest act of service they had more or less forced me into. Once again, it was all going so well for them, so easily. And so badly for me. But still, I had that faint hope that kept me going, that motivated me to put up with all this and more, knowing there was surely worse coming. Because I didn’t doubt that the rewards these two could give me, if that was what they chose to do, would constitute some of the greatest experiences of my life so far.

Still, for now, that possibility seemed to live far in the future. For now, all I could do was watch and wait and do as I was told, hoping all the time that surely, eventually, my submission would be rewarded.

Not yet.

“What did bitch boy here think of your little outfit?”

Rebecca was talking about me, but it was abundantly clear that she wasn’t talking to me. For now, the conversation was entirely between Tasha and her. Not that I minded, really. It was easier not to say anything, to be more of a passive participant. To not have to acknowledge my active role in my own humiliation.

“He liked it,” Tasha said with a chuckle, her eyes straining momentarily toward me before returning to Rebecca again. “He liked it almost as much as you did.”

“I guess I can’t blame him for that,” Rebecca said. Still smiling that mischievous smile of hers, she turned toward my girlfriend and placed a hand on her thigh. Tasha smiled at her new lover while I watched in that same intoxicating mixture of frustration and desire that I always felt at moments like this. Watching the two of them together, I was starting to believe, was addictive. I knew it was bad for me, and I didn’t care. I couldn’t help myself. I was completely hooked not only on their beauty but on the deviant thrill of submitting to it, of letting them own me like this. I didn’t have to understand it to feel the powerful effects.

And Rebecca’s hand slid a little higher on Tasha’s thigh, and Tasha smiled as she allowed it, and none of this was a surprise. It was all going the way it was supposed to, the way Rebecca had no doubt planned that it would as she wove her seductive spell over the woman I loved. And my hands twitched uselessly at my sides as I watched, longing to make that same connection with Tasha myself but knowing it wasn’t permitted. Knowing that for now, at least, that beautiful body was not for me. Knowing that for now, until Rebecca had had her fun and was good and finished, Tasha’s beauty was for me to admire from afar, but not to possess for myself. Now, that was a privilege granted only to the woman who seemed intent on replacing me.

Rebecca set down her half-finished glass of wine on the coffee table in front of her. She leaned toward Tasha, a big bright smile on her pretty face. And I did what I could suppress the moan of frustrated desire that rose in my throat as I continued to watch the erotic spectacle of my latest betrayal. By now, I wasn’t surprised to feel my cock hardening in my pants, quickly teased to full erection by what I was seeing. Rebecca’s small but nimble hand moving steadily up Tasha’s thigh, over the clinging material of her dress, and Tasha sighing in pleasure at the touch of another woman.

And I had wanted this. I couldn’t help bitterly reminding myself of that pertinent fact. I still wanted it. The thought of Tasha discovering this new bisexual side of herself, the image of her being with another woman, especially one as undeniably sexy as Rebecca was, was enough to keep me awake on any given night. It was enough to make me pant and drool, to make me shiver and tremble with unrelenting lust. And here it was, happening right in front of me, and all I could do, despite what my nature screamed at me, was watch.

Rebecca pressed her lips against Tasha’s. I heard the tiny moan my girlfriend made in the back of her throat, and knew exactly what it meant. And Rebecca knew exactly what she was doing too. She kissed Tasha deeply, passionately, right in front of me, and I saw my girlfriend close her eyes, saw her surrender to deep and powerful pleasure that seemed to light up every line of her body all at once. Not for the first time, I had the sensation almost that I was eavesdropping, like I was witnessing something I shouldn’t be saying. Some private moment of intimacy between the two of them, as if they had forgotten I was even there. I didn’t know which was worse: the thought that they had, or the knowledge that having me there, watching and not participating, was part of what made this whole adventure so exciting to them.

Rebecca kept on kissing Tasha, moving her lips from my girlfriend’s smile to feast instead on her graceful neck. And Tasha threw back her head, yielding to the other woman the way she always did, yielding to the pleasure that burned brightly inside her and pushed us all ever further down this dark and dangerous road. What I knew was about to happen felt unstoppable now. Not that I wanted to stop it. I wanted, so desperately and so embarrassingly, to see my girlfriend dissolve all over again with the pure force of sexual pleasure. I wanted, more than anything, to hear those shrieks of ecstasy torn from her, to hear her scream and moan in wild surrender the way I knew Rebecca could make her do. Well, maybe it wasn’t the thing I wanted most. But it was the thing I wanted most of all the limited options of what I knew I was likely to get.

Rebecca kissed her way slowly down Tasha’s neck, and as usual, Tasha allowed it. She encouraged her with her soft moans of pleasure and delight. After all, Tasha had absolutely zero incentive to pretend that what her lover was doing felt anything less than spectacular. In my loving girlfriend’s own sadistic little way, she wanted me to feel all of what Rebecca was doing to her. She wanted me to feel every scrap of the shame and inadequacy that echoed inside me at moments like this, driving me wild with unrelieved lust, making me tremble as I stood there watching helplessly.

Rebecca was still kissing Tasha’s neck as she shifted position on the sofa. She reached around behind my girlfriend, and I could see what she was going for. So did Tasha. Without opening her eyes, she sat up straighter, and Rebecca’s clever little fingers found the zipper at the back of Tasha’s dress, the one I had done up that morning with trembling hands, fearing and desiring exactly a situation like this.

Taking her time as though to emphasize the unassailable power she had, Rebecca undid Tasha’s dress. And the two of them moved together on the sofa, their bodies intertwined now, as they worked together to get Tasha undressed. My heart beat faster in my chest as I watched Tasha shimmy her shoulders out of the dress, letting Rebecca pull it down over her arms to expose the seamless bra she wore underneath. And once Tasha’s shoulders were bare, Rebecca showered them with kisses, raining affection down on my girlfriend while Tasha squirmed with delight under the storm.

Rebecca’s head tipped, her glossy hair shining as she lowered her face toward Tasha’s boobs. Enjoying the feel of the other woman’s lips on her exposed skin. Rebecca buried her face in my girlfriend’s majestic cleavage, moving her head back and forth, smothering herself in Tasha’s boobs while Tasha giggled in delight. But at the same time, Rebecca didn’t get distracted from her real goal. Her hands still moved over Tasha’s body, pulling her dress down over her waist, toward her hips. And Tasha shifted her weight from side to side on the couch, helping the other woman pull off her tight dress. Finally, Rebecca pulled the stretchy fabric down over Tasha’s thighs, and I heard her giggle as she lifted her face at last away from my girlfriend’s boobs.

“Naughty girl,” she said with an audible chuckle. “You know, when you told me at work you weren’t wearing any panties, I almost didn’t believe you. But I see now that you’re a bigger slut than I realized.”

There was a sharp intake of breath as Rebecca spoke the word. Tasha’s eyes snapped open, and for the first time in what felt like forever, I saw a glimmer of doubt on her pretty face.

“I’m not,” she said. But even I could see that her protest was weak, her resolve faltering under the pressure of the wild pleasure she was feeling. And Rebecca wasn’t the type to let something like that go. Maybe was in her nature, to find weaknesses in other people and exploit them for her own advantage. She only got away with it because she had a knack for using weakness in the exact way the people with the weakness secretly wanted her to.

“You’ve been parading around the office all day in that skintight dress and no panties on underneath,” Rebecca went on. “Sounds like slutty behavior to me. But that’s okay. It’s okay to be a slut. You know, we don’t really have an office slut at the moment, and every good office needs one. Maybe that should be you. I mean, you are cheating on your boyfriend with me. You’ve got the looks. You’ve got the wardrobe. Just embrace it, Tasha. Be the slut you were born to be.”

Tasha groaned loudly. But it was a moan I knew well. it was a cry of surrender, not of protest. It was the moment she made when she was giving in to something too powerful to face. In this case, the wild desire Rebecca inspired in her. It was a foregone conclusion, anyway. We all knew what was coming. We all knew she had no more power to resist Rebecca’s seductive charms than I did. And Rebecca knew it better than anyone.

Tasha’s dress was sitting around her knees now, holding them tightly together. But Rebecca didn’t feel like waiting. She plunged her hand between Tasha’s thighs, and Tasha groaned as she felt the other woman touch her pussy. Rebecca grinned as she watched my girlfriend surrender, knowing it was all because of her. Knowing that no one could stand against her beauty and loving the feeling of pure power it gave her.

“Take her dress off, bitch boy.”

Rebecca barked her latest order without even looking at me, as though my obedience was a foregone conclusion. It probably was. Even my own body seemed to think the same, jumping forward at her words before my brain could intervene. But then I hesitated, just for a moment, fighting again that constant battle inside myself between what I wanted and what I didn’t want to admit.

Tasha’s eyes snapped open, turning at once on me.

“Just do it, bitch,” she said in a voice that dripped with pleasure and the anticipation of more, and Rebecca burst out laughing at Tasha’s cruel words. But they had the desired effect. The shock I felt seemed to overcome my reluctance, and before I knew fully what was happening, I was doing what Rebecca said. I stepped close to the women, bending down over Tasha to take hold of her dress and pull it down past her knees. As close as I was, I could hear the wet sounds of Rebecca’s fingers moving over Tasha’s pussy. I could smell the wild sexual excitement in the air, could feel in the most visceral way imaginable what these two women were doing to each other. I sank to the floor the floor as I pulled her dress off and Tasha pulled her feet out of it, gladly spreading her legs for the other woman.

Rebecca shifted her position on the couch. She sat up straighter, bringing her arm more into her motions as she plunged her fingers in and out of Tasha’s streaming pussy. And I could imagine all too easily how good it felt for Tasha to finally feel that. I knew my girlfriend well enough to know that she would’ve been excited all day, after our little adventure in the morning and with Rebecca in the office to tease her with her beauty. Just wearing that dress, that skintight number with no panties underneath, would be enough, I knew, to keep Tasha in a state of sexual excitement all day long. And now, finally, she was able to let go. Able at last to release those powerful feelings in a wild cry of pleasure. And as always, I was there to watch and listen. And to serve.

“Hold her leg up,” Rebecca ordered. She tore her eyes away from my girlfriend only for a moment, the barest amount of time she needed to let me see the dangerous flash in her blue stare. Then she turned her attention back to my girlfriend. Her tongue showed pink in the corner of her mouth as she finger-fucked Tasha, drawing screams of ecstasy from my kinky girlfriend as she toyed with her pussy.

It was hard to believe what I was seeing. It was even harder to believe what I was doing. And yet I did it all the same. I took Tasha’s left leg in my hands, holding it gently, almost trembling at the silky feel of her skin and the toned muscle that lay beneath. Gently, I lifted her leg into the air, and Tasha encouraged me, holding her leg up high to give Rebecca the access she wanted to my girlfriend’s pussy. Tasha set the height, and I held her leg there, feeling it trembling with ever more powerful tremors as Rebecca set about her task.

She took her time. She always did. Over the last few days, I had learned more about lesbian sex than I ever expected to know. One thing I had learned was that it took a lot longer. I had no doubt that Rebecca desired my girlfriend just as powerfully as I ever had. It was clear in her face and in her words and in the motions of her body. But still, she was never hurried. Her movements never seemed to have the frantic pace that mine did in moments of passion with my girlfriend. I fucked Tasha, when I got the chance, as though she might at any moment change her mind and stop the whole thing. As though it were a rare gift that might suddenly be taken away from me. Rebecca, on the other hand, fucked my girlfriend slowly, comprehensively, savoring every second of her pleasure and Tasha’s both. She fucked Tasha as though it were her inalienable right, as though she owned the beautiful body that she was making squirm and squeal and howl with the movements of her arm. And maybe that was part of what made Tasha enjoy it so much. Maybe that was why she had been so easy for Rebecca to turn. Maybe, maybe, I thought to myself, a horrible thought recurring in that moment the way it reliably did, this was the way it was supposed to be. Maybe when Tasha said that Rebecca was a far better lover than me, it was more than dirty talk, more than an insult designed to humiliate me and turn me on the same time. Maybe it was nothing more than the honest truth. Maybe what I feared most, my complete replacement by Rebecca in my girlfriend’s affections, was in some way inevitable. The natural order of things, to be superseded by someone better. More powerful. Sexier.

Those thoughts made me shudder and shake as I stood there almost as much as Tasha’s legs shuddered in shock while Rebecca fingered her. But I kept my thoughts to myself, my input not required or desired for now. Because for now, it was all about Tasha’s pleasure. And as I listened to my girlfriend’s voice ringing out in yet another lesbian orgasm, I knew that Rebecca had given her what she wanted once again.


11. Rebecca’s Slut

Tasha screamed as she came. Just like always. Except this was nothing like our regular life, nothing like the past we shared together. Nothing was the way it used to be. I was standing there, holding my girlfriend’s leg up in the air to help her new lesbian lover fuck her better. Nothing in my old life had come anywhere near preparing me for anything like this.

And still, there was that wild thrill to it all. Still that masochistic pleasure in the outrageous things we were doing together. My cock was raging inside my pants, stirred into life by the beauty of both Tasha and Rebecca and fueled by the ecstatic moans Tasha was giving as Rebecca fingered her. There was a quiet rage building inside me, but it was nothing compared to the desperate desire I felt. Not just for Tasha, but for Rebecca too. I didn’t know which I wanted more, to be Rebecca or to fuck her, but I would settle for either, and I would get neither option. Instead, I was doomed to remain just me, completely overcome by the beauty of these two women, completely submissive to their desires, nothing more than a prop to help the two of them get off.

And Tasha was having the best sex of her life. She told me so herself, and from what I had seen and heard and felt, I knew it was true.

Tasha’s wild cries of orgasm slowly subsided as her climax came and went. Rebecca drew her dripping fingers out of Tasha’s pussy, and Tasha opened her eyes, her breasts rising and falling in her plain seamless bra, naked otherwise but for the shoes still on her feet. I was still holding her left leg up in the air above the couch, supporting its weight with both my hands, feeling the tremors and aftershocks that ran through her. And without a word, Tasha lifted her leg out of my hands, letting her foot drop to the floor and leaving me standing there.

Slowly, Rebecca raised her dripping fingers to her face. Her eyes were locked on Tasha, a smile spreading across her pink lips as she opened her mouth and took her fingers inside. Again, Tasha gasped as she watched Rebecca suck the juices of her orgasm right off her fingers. And Rebecca maintained eye contact with my girlfriend the whole time, teasing Tasha with an expression of pure desire on her face.

It was incredible. They were both unbelievably sexy by themselves, but together, they were unbelievable. And I was a mess, a trembling ball of pure desire and frustration, and yet still, I did nothing about it. I knew without having to ask that neither of them would permit that. Tasha’s words were still ringing in my ears from when she had barked an order at me earlier, telling me to obey Rebecca. More and more, she was discovering the same dominant energy Rebecca had so much off. And it turned me on. Tasha was somehow halfway between being a demanding dominatrix and being a yielding slut, the first toward me, the second toward her new lover Rebecca. And these different facets of my girlfriend bewitched me, draining me off any will I might have had to resist this cruel game.

Taking her fingers out of her mouth, Rebecca sat up on the sofa. She was the center of attention again, just the way she liked to be. Tasha’s shining eyes were locked onto the other woman, and so were mine as I wondered what was coming next. With these two, there was no way of knowing. At least not the details, anyway. But I didn’t doubt that whatever it was, it would be deeply frustrating and humiliating and wildly exciting at the same time.

And when Rebecca turned her shining cobalt eyes on me again, her sleek dark hair framing her gorgeous face, I felt another shiver of fear and excitement race all along my shivering spine.

“What are you doing still free?” she said, her eyes flickering up and down my body as she looked me over with theatrical disdain. “Get your clothes off and meet us in the bedroom. I think I might make you watch me fuck your girlfriend again.”

Tasha laughed at her lover’s words, but I didn’t. I knew Rebecca was 100% serious. Stepping back from the couch, I hurriedly undressed. Both women watched, a similar smile on both their gorgeous faces as they took in the spectacle of me hurrying to obey the woman who had replaced me in Tasha’s bed. I pulled my shirt over my head, my pants dropping to the floor, and my cock sprang out, rock hard and ready for sex I doubted it was going to get. Both women laughed at the sight of it, my naked need on display for their amusement. A reminder they probably didn’t need of the desperate situation I was in, bubbling over with lust for them and unable to do anything about it.

“Off you go,” Rebecca said, waving her hand dismissively at me. And just like that, I turned and walked across the apartment, down the hallway, my throbbing cock leading the way to the bedroom as I went where I was told.

The girls weren’t far behind me. Even as I turned away, I heard the springs of the couch creak. From the bedroom, I heard the sound of high heels on the floor following me, and soon I watched them enter the room. Rebecca was still fully clothed in what she had worn to work, while Tasha was naked except for the bra she had worn under her skintight dress. Rebecca was leading my girlfriend by the hand, guiding her toward the bedroom, the theater of my sexual humiliation. But when she reached the bedroom, Rebecca let go of Tasha’s hand. She stepped out of the open door of the bedroom, turning to the hallway for just a moment. Tasha smiled at me, her eyes wide and bright, biting her lower lip in obvious desire. She didn’t say anything. She didn’t need to. There was nothing either of us could say. We were caught up in this thing that seemed bigger than us both now, something neither of us could understand or control but that both desperately craved. And Rebecca reappeared in our bedroom in no time, a bag slung over one shoulder. Stepping past Tasha and me, Rebecca put the bag down on the mattress and began to rummage inside. I wasn’t even surprised when she pulled out a pair of handcuffs, solid steel ones this time instead of the soft leather cuffs she had used on me previously.

“Never leave home without them,” Rebecca said, holding up the cuffs and making Tasha laugh. Rebecca stepped behind me, reaching out to take hold of my wrists and pull them gently but firmly behind my back. I didn’t resist. Tasha was looking right at me, and I looked back at her, holding her eyes as her lover locked my hands behind my back. Because I knew this was what my girlfriend wanted, more than anything else. It was what I was going to give her. But I wasn’t going to lie to myself and pretend that it wasn’t for my benefit, too.

With my hands locked behind my back, Rebecca seemed suddenly even more comfortable than she had been before. She stepped up behind me, slowly circling around me, and I felt the electric charge as her fingers brushed my naked chest. Again, she looked me up and down, only this time, the disdain wasn’t as obvious as it had been before. But that’s not to say she exactly looked pleased with what she saw, either. It was more like she was weighing things up, considering her next move. In a weird way, you almost had to admire the woman’s creativity, because no matter what wild ideas she came up with, she never kept us waiting for long.

Rebecca was standing right in front of me as she began to remove her clothes. Again, she took her time, letting the moment linger, letting everything it meant vibrate in my mind and drive me crazy with desire and inadequacy. She peeled off her black top first, and her sleek black hair sprang free of the neck of her shirt as she tossed it away. Next, she reached behind her back and unfastened her lacy blue bra. I could see Tasha watching from behind with a bright smile on her face as Rebecca’s breasts sprang free, the erect nipples leaving me in no doubt about her state of arousal and tormenting me all over again with yet another thing I couldn’t have. With her breasts swinging free now, Rebecca took a step back. I watched her perch on the edge of my bed, watched Tasha slide across the mattress to make room for her. But Rebecca kept her eyes firmly on me. Those eyes were shining like polished blue steel as she lifted one foot from the floor, her leg held straight, the high heel of her suede black ankle boot pointing squarely at my chest.

“Make yourself useful and take off my shoes,” Rebecca said with a smug smile on that gorgeous face of hers. And I could hear Tasha, sit behind her, trying not to laugh without too much success. I opened my mouth to question the order. After all, Rebecca had only just finished cuffing my hands behind my back. But then, I thought it through and salt what she wanted. Another humiliating act of service for me, another reminder that I was firmly in the service of the superior women.

I stepped forward. Once again, the air in the bedroom seemed tense, the way it usually did in moments like this. Almost as though the girls were wondering if I would actually go through with it, if I would actually do what they ordered me to do. They should have known better than that, I thought to myself. When had I ever put up even the slightest resistance to their wild whims?

Rebecca chuckled happily as I leaned forward, bending at the waist and using my mouth to find the dangling zipper of her boot. Shifting awkwardly on my feet, craning my neck to carry out her command, I pulled the zipper down, gripping it between my teeth. Rebecca watched, her eyes shining malevolently, basking in her inarguable sense of sexual superiority as she made me serve her in yet another deeply humiliating way.

Once I had the zipper down, I paused. Rebecca was still looking at me expectantly, staring me down along her long leg. Tasha sat up on the mattress behind her, her hands on Rebecca’s shoulders, anxious to get a better view. A front row seat to my humiliation. I cringed at the knowledge of what I was going to have to do, but I knew there was no helping it. These girls wanted nothing more than to humiliate me, to disgrace me completely in any way they could. And that was what this was all about, too.

I didn’t need to be told. Not this time. Shifting my position, I took the slender heel of Rebecca’s boot between my teeth. I tried not to think of the office she had been walking around in all day, the dirt her shoes might’ve picked up. I tried to not even think too hard about what I was doing or why, knowing it would only cause me more pain and humiliation. Still, when you’re standing handcuffed in your own bedroom with a woman’s high heel between your teeth, it’s kind of hard to forget what you’re doing, and why.

With difficulty, I pulled Rebecca’s shoe off her foot. It made a loud thump as it fell to the bedroom floor, tumbling from my numbed lips. Lowering her leg, Rebecca smiled at me again and raised the other foot toward my face. She knew she didn’t need to say a word. She knew she had me right where she wanted me. Ready to bow down to her, to serve her in any way she chose, all in the forlorn hope that she or Tasha or – I hardly dared dream — both of them might one day reward me for what I was willingly going through for them.

Obeying Rebecca’s wordless command, I used my teeth to unzip and remove her other boot. That, too, fell to the floor at the foot of the bed. Next, I stood and watched as Rebecca, her smiling eyes still on me, reached for the front of her jeans. She knew just how badly I wanted her body, just how crazy it was driving me to watch her undress in my bedroom and know it wasn’t for me. She shimmied out of her tight pants and pulled them down off her legs, sitting on my bed next my girlfriend in nothing but a pair of pale blue panties. Then, she hoped her fingers under the waistband of those and pulled them down, to.

Rebecca smiled to see how I fought without success to keep my eyes off her sex. I couldn’t help it. It was right there in front of me, between her shapely thighs, listening softly with arousal and reminding me of everything I couldn’t have. I stared at her pussy, and Rebecca chuckled to herself, shaking her head slightly to make the black bob of her hair sway, deeply amused by my inability to resist her. Then, finally, she turned toward my girlfriend. I saw her place a hand on Tasha’s thigh, saw her eyes move over her face, and I knew I was about to be excluded once again.

“When was the last time you let him cum?” Rebecca asked, her tone almost conversational as she discussed these intimate details of my sex life with Tasha as though I wasn’t even there.

“Right after you left on the weekend,” Tasha replied, telling the truth. “He was so desperate to cum. He actually fucked me pretty well. He was so worked up after everything you did to him.”

“You’re too nice to him,” Rebecca said with another shake of her head. “If he were my slave, I’m not sure I’d ever let him cum at all. Just let him suffer and know that he doesn’t deserve orgasm. Let him know that sex is for girls, and all boys get to do, if they are very very lucky and very very obedient, is watch. That’s enough for them. That’s all they deserve.”

“Oh my God, you’re crazy,” Tasha said with a laugh. But I had heard those words and that laugh before. Rebecca might well be crazy, but it was the kind of crazy that appealed to some deep part of my girlfriend’s soul. I could pretend I didn’t understand it all I wanted, but I would only be being dishonest with myself. Ultimately, we both knew that Rebecca had the exact same effect on me, even if it manifested itself in different ways. But then, that was due to the different uses this dominant woman found for us more than anything else.

“No I’m not,” Rebecca said. “I just know what makes sense. There’s a reason women are multi-orgasmic and men generally aren’t, you know. The male orgasm is useless except for procreation. They’re just not sexual beings the way we are. I mean, sure, they want it. But they don’t even know how to do it properly. That’s part of why I like turning straight girls so much. Girls who haven’t been with men before have no idea what sex can really be about.”

I resisted the urge to say anything. In the circumstances, it seemed unwise, to say the least. Still, my heads was full of protest as Rebecca chatted her obvious bullshit. And yet Tasha seemed to lap it up. Hanging on the other woman’s every word as though this was the wisest speech she’d ever heard in her life, instead of the demented propaganda of a sexual deviant. Not that I was in a position to judge, mind you. With my cock raging visibly in the open and everything that was happening to me, I couldn’t exactly pretend that my own desires made perfect sense, even to me.

“Oh well,” Rebecca said, reaching up to run a hand through Tasha’s red curls. “At least you’re finally getting laid properly now. Late is better than never, I suppose.”

She smirked annoyingly as she spoke, and still, Tasha was lapping it all up. She smiled warmly at the other woman, enjoying Rebecca’s gentle caress, knowing as well as I did what was coming next. And again, Rebecca began to kiss her way down Tasha’s body in her practiced routine, weaving her little spell of pleasure and seduction over my girlfriend. And again, I stood there in silence and watched the whole thing.

Rebecca kissed her way down over Tasha’s boobs, over her stomach, and Tasha lay back as Rebecca’s head approached her pussy. I could still remember how my girlfriend used to be hesitant about being touched that way by another woman, how she used to be almost incredulous that she was doing it. But by now, that reticence had practically vanished. Rebecca had a way of making the craziest ideas and activities seem somehow normal, and the way our relationship had changed in only a few days was the best possible proof of that.

Once again, I stood there helpless with my cock raging and my arms locked behind my back as I watched Tasha’s sexy coworker go down on her. I watch my girlfriend throwback her head, watched her breasts heave and bounce as she panted in desire, listened to yet another powerful orgasm sweep over her as Rebecca ate her pussy. No wonder Rebecca could get Tasha to do just about anything. No wonder Tasha was so willing to go along with whatever crazy idea her lover had. My girlfriend was getting greedy for this, getting addicted to almost constant and powerful orgasms, and she would do anything, I knew, to keep this game going.

Again, Rebecca took her sweet time. But at the same time, she knew exactly what she was doing. And before too long, my girlfriend was shouting and moaning in orgasm again, and Rebecca was slurping down the juices of another of Tasha’s powerful orgasms.

And when the moment passed, Rebecca raised her head from between Tasha’s quivering legs. She smiled at my girlfriend, the juices of Tasha’s orgasm glowing visibly on her delicate features. Then, she wrapped her arms around Tasha and unfastened her bra. Of course, Tasha let her. I watched her big boobs spring free with an inner groan of desperate desire.

Except Rebecca wasn’t done. Holding Tasha’s bra in her hands, she twisted it. Tasha had no more idea what her lover was up to that I did as we watched and waited. But as Rebecca began to move on the bed, on her knees to circle back around behind Tasha, I think I got the picture a little quicker than my girlfriend did. I cried out in shock, but a glare from those remarkable eyes of Rebecca’s silenced me. And as Rebecca began to wrap the twisted bra around my girlfriend’s arms, Tasha seemed to understand. Her face lit up, and the expression I saw on her features, of surprise and momentary doubt that was quickly replaced by deep and lasting excitement, burned itself into my brain, ready to haunt me on many long nights still to come.

“Good girl,” Rebecca murmured as she finished tying Tasha’s wrists together behind her back. “That’s a good girl. Now, I want you to be a good slut for me, just like your boyfriend is. Can you do that for me, pretty lady?”

“Yes,” I heard Tasha breathe. Her voice was little more than a whisper, but Rebecca smiled to hear the words she was hoping for. In total control, just the way she always was, Rebecca was enjoying every single moment of her unquestioned power and dominance.

“That’s good,” Rebecca murmured. “That’s what I like to hear. Now, sexy lady, it’s time for you to please me for a change.”

Moving back around to kneel at Tasha’s side, Rebecca ran her fingers through my girlfriend’s red curls. As Tasha gazed at her, open-mouthed, Rebecca seized a handful of her hair and pulled. Not hard, but hard enough to make her shout. I heard Tasha cry out, and I felt as though my heart was about to explode with pity and shame and guilt at not being able to help her. Not that she was in any kind of real trouble, I knew. In fact, judging by the ecstatic look on Tasha’s face, there was nowhere she would rather be in that moment than exactly where she was. But even knowing that didn’t stop waves of anger and humiliation from washing over me, tormenting me with a fresh expression of my helplessness as I watched Rebecca manhandle Tasha and knew I was powerless to do anything whatsoever about it.

“So you’ve never eaten pussy before?” Rebecca said in that same seductive whisper.

Tasha shook her head. She opened her lips as though to answer, and her pink tongue showed as she moistened them, but she said nothing. As though she couldn’t even form the words. As though Rebecca’s dominance had robbed her even of the ability to speak.

And I was speechless too as I stood there, taking it all in. In some sense, I suppose, I had known this day was coming. But on the other hand, it caught me by surprise at least as much as it did Tasha. And I didn’t know how to feel or what to wish for as I stood there watching them. But either way, I knew it hardly mattered. We all knew that what was going to happen was whatever Rebecca wanted, and to a lesser degree, what Tasha wanted. My own desires weren’t secondary; they were completely irrelevant.

“Good,” Rebecca said, in a voice that was once reassuring and vaguely sinister. “That’s good. It means I can train you to do it just the way I like.”

Then, she moved fast. Using her grip on Tasha’s hair for leverage, Rebecca yanked my girlfriend’s head down. At the same time, she lay back on the bed, spreading her legs lasciviously in front of the other woman. With her hands tied behind her back with her own bra, Tasha could put up no resistance to Rebecca’s commands. Though of course, I doubted she would if she could. From the look on her face, I could see that Tasha was learning what I had already learned. That as humiliating and exhilarating as it can be to be put in bondage by a beautiful and dominant woman like Rebecca, it’s also freeing. She didn’t have a choice. She was freed of that burden. She could maintain the illusion of being straight, or at least partly so, and tell herself that she was licking Rebecca’s pussy because she had to, not because she wanted to. A false distinction, maybe, but I knew myself how important such distinctions could be.

For now, Rebecca didn’t seem to care too much about the finer psychological points of domination and submission. For now, she was greedy for pleasure, and the beautiful woman was rarely sexier than she was when she was completely selfish. She pulled my girlfriend’s head down, forcing her face between her thighs, and I saw Tasha’s eyes flicker toward me, just for a moment, but not for help. Maybe she wanted to see me watching. Maybe she wanted to be reassured that what she was doing was okay. I didn’t honestly know what she wanted in that moment, but somehow, she seemed to get it from me. And, with Rebecca’s guidance, she stuck out her tongue and began to lap at the other woman’s pussy. There I was, watching my girlfriend give oral sex to another woman for the first time in my life, and my cock throbbed with arousal so profound it was almost painful. I couldn’t remember ever seeing anything more erotic, despite all the amazing scenes I had witnessed recently in that same bedroom. All of it, Tasha’s doubts and reluctance, faded away quickly in the face of her arousal. Rebecca’s painted eyelashes fluttered in pleasure and her voice dripped with bliss as she directed the other woman on how to make her cum with her mouth. The sound of my girlfriend’s mouth moving over Rebecca’s sex, the wet sound that had rang out in this bedroom so many times before, but never quite like this. It was all terrible and wonderful, hauntingly sexy and deeply embarrassing, a psychological master class that had very definite physical goals as its purpose.

“That’s right, like that. Slow down, slut. You have a train to catch or something?”

The more turned on Rebecca got, the easier cruel words seemed to come to those quivering lips. And I wasn’t even surprised to note that the meaner she got, the more turned on Tasha became. Again, I had plenty of experience with that particular paradox myself. And soon, despite Tasha’s inexperience, she reached her target. Soon, Rebecca was moaning and groaning in pleasure, her eyes closed, her fist lost in the thick curls of Tasha’s hair. Rebecca thrust her hips forward as her passion got the better of her, driving her pussy firmly against my girlfriend’s face. Obediently, submissively, sluttishly, Tasha Lex up every drop of creamy juice that poured out of Rebecca’s trembling snatch.

And I watched it all without a sound, without a single movement, almost afraid that any action on my part would break the magnificent spell I was witnessing.

Rebecca howled in pleasure. Tasha moaned between her legs, and for the very first time in her life, she felt a woman’s pussy spasming orgasm around her tongue.

“Swallow it,” Rebecca snarled in a voice that dripped with pleasure and sadism. “Swallow every last drop, you fucking whore.”

And Tasha did.

Overcome with pleasure, Rebecca let go of her grip on Tasha’s hair at last and slumped back on the mattress. She closed her eyes, breathing deeply as she tried to recover herself. And Tasha sheepishly raised her face between her legs. I could see Rebecca’s juices shining on her lips and cheeks as she looked at me. Tasha looked embarrassed to have done what she had done, to have surrendered so easily and so willingly to her cruel and dominant lover. On the other hand, she didn’t look like she regretted it. And as I looked at her, I had to acknowledge that I didn’t regret that she had done it either. Sure, it was another wild betrayal to add the list, another shocking example of infidelity on my girlfriend’s part. But who was counting those anymore?

It was hot. In this strange three-person relationship we had fallen into, that was all that mattered.

“Not bad, for a first attempt,” Rebecca finally said, opening her eyes to grin at my girlfriend who kneeled above her now. “I think we’ll make a good little pussylicker out of you yet. You know what they say, slut. Practice makes perfect.”


12. Getting Her Ready

I slept on the couch. Once again, I was banished from my own bedroom, the space given over to Tasha and Rebecca. For most of the night, I stood there at the foot of the bed, watching them fuck. Now that Tasha had eaten Rebecca’s pussy for the first time, it seemed to make her even wilder and more avid for this new same-sex experience she was having. Like crossing that boundary swept away her last traces of doubt and hesitation. For a girl who had never displayed any interest in women before, who had never even hinted at any attraction to women, Tasha had seemed to become a fully fledged lesbian before my very eyes.

Watching the two of them fuck was an unbelievable tease. Especially because it seemed to go on for hours. Rebecca had her weird philosophies about the multi-orgasmic nature of women and how it made them sexually superior to men, but seeing the two of them together, it was easy to see how she came to that strange conclusion. It never stopped. They could go slow or they could go fast, but one way or another, they could keep it up all night. With fingers and mouth and toys at their disposal, sex for them didn’t end with an orgasm, or two, or three. It just went on and on until exhaustion overwhelmed them.

And when it did, I was dismissed. Before banishing me from the bedroom she had commandeered as her own, Rebecca at least unlocked the handcuffs around my wrists. But that was all the generosity I could expect from her. As the girls settled down for the night, cuddling one another intimately in our bed, I went to the bathroom and masturbated furiously, my orgasm coming more as a relief of unbelievable tension that as a pleasure. Then, I went to sleep on the sofa, just like I was told.

I woke up early the next morning. The girls were already up. My dreams had been strange and wild, and though the details escaped me almost from the moment I opened my eyes, the raging erection between my legs told me they had been deeply sexual. Then again, that was hardly a surprise. And as I regained consciousness, it felt almost as though I was still locked in the embrace of a dream. Because I could hear the sounds of sex coming from our bedroom again. It took me a moment of confusion before I remembered what had happened last night and the strange new path my life had taken. And when I did, I felt all over again the shame and humiliation but also the deep desire of knowing that my girlfriend now had a girlfriend of her own.

I sat up on the couch. This time, at least, I had been able to grab a pillow and blanket to make my night more comfortable. I had slept naked, not bothering to put on any underwear. And, drawn by the sounds drifting down the hallway, I walked slowly toward the bedroom, my erect cock leading the way like a dowser’s wand.

The door was open. After all, it’s not like Rebecca or Tasha cared about being discovered. And as I stepped through the doorway, I saw them holding one another under the blanket. They were making out, Rebecca’s sleek dark hair a mess from a busy night, her lips pressed against Tasha’s, their moans muffled but still audible as they kissed one another. The blanket hid their beautiful bodies from me, but I could see the shape of them moving underneath the fabric. The position of Rebecca’s arm, the movement of her shoulder, told me that she was fingering my girlfriend to orgasm again. And Tasha’s arms were wrapped around Rebecca, holding her close, exploring every inch of that fabulous body without the slightest hint of hesitation now. It seemed like every time I saw them together, Tasha’s desire for Rebecca grew. While Rebecca’s desire for Tasha was more or less static, having been deep and powerful and obvious right from the start. The woman had expertly seduced my girlfriend, and I had been a more or less willing participant in it, and maybe I was getting more and more used to being nothing more than an audience to their sexual pleasure. Because I just stood there, saying nothing, my cock throbbing hard as I watched them play with one another.

Finally, Rebecca lifted her lips from Tasha’s. She turned her smiling face toward me, and the lack of surprise on her face told me that she had known I was there from the minute I stepped through the door. Tasha opened her eyes too, looking at me without really seeing as Rebecca continued to toy with her pussy under the blanket. Her face was surrounded by a halo of her fiery red hair, her mouth open now and letting out long moans of pleasure that almost seemed directed at me, almost as if they were mocking me. Perhaps they were. Perhaps Tasha was exaggerating her pleasure just to rub my nose in my helplessness a little bit more. But somehow, I doubted it. I had seen what Rebecca did to my girlfriend in bed. Tasha didn’t need to exaggerate a single thing. The sex between them really was that good.

“Look at this horny little bitch boy,” Rebecca said with a laugh. Under the blanket, her arm never stopped moving, and so Tasha never stopped moaning, even as her girlfriend mocked me. “Hope you had a comfortable night on the couch. I definitely had a great night in here playing with your girlfriend’s fat tits and juicy pussy.”

I winced as Rebecca spoke, making the cruel woman laugh. And Tasha laughed too, a laugh that soon turned into another moan of pleasure as the other woman’s fingers kept moving inside her body.

“We have to get to work,” Rebecca went on. “But first, I think we deserve a couple more orgasms before we go. I don’t want to be late, so you can help us by making us some breakfast. Go on, run along. Run along to the kitchen like the houseboy you are.”

“Oh fuck,” Tasha moaned as an echo to Rebecca’s mocking words, closing her eyes as another spasm of ecstasy swept over her. Rebecca chuckled under her breath, turning her attention back to my girlfriend as though it were a foregone conclusion that I would obey her. Probably, it was. I didn’t seem to have it in me to do anything else. And besides, despite all my conflicted feelings about what was happening, despite the rage and jealousy and shame that burned inside me whenever I saw these two together or even thought about them, I couldn’t deny that I wanted this too.

But even though I wasn’t having sex with anyone but myself, even though I was teased and denied to the brink of madness, some sick part of me enjoyed this. The unbelievable tension that came from always desiring and never having that desire fulfilled made me feel alive. More alive than I had in a long time. Both Tasha and I had worried how we would build a new social life when we moved to this new town. Well, here it was, more wild and exciting than either of us had ever imagined it might be. And a huge part of me wanted it to end, wanted me to reclaim my personal power and fuck my girlfriend and maybe even fuck her lesbian lover too. But another part of me wanted exactly this. To have the promise of an incredible sexual reward dangled in front of me, but kept unfulfilled. I knew exactly what Tasha meant when she said it was sexy when Rebecca ordered me around. It was. That powerful woman was never more attractive than when she was displaying that power in such an obvious and humiliating way.

So I did as I was told. I went to the kitchen completely naked, my cock throbbing in an unneeded reminder of just how much it turned me on to be dominated like this. We didn’t have a lot of stuff on hand to make a big breakfast, but I was able to find some fruit to cut up and serve alongside a bowl of cereal for each of them. The whole time I went about this task, I could hear the sounds of female pleasure drifting down the hallway. Not just Tasha’s, either. My heart burned as I thought of the two of them having sex, fingering each other, playing with toys, or whatever else they were doing in my bed. But after all, that was the point.

I brought my girlfriend and her lover breakfast in bed. When I entered the bedroom, Tasha was just in the last throb of orgasm, her body convulsing under the sheet as Rebecca got her off with her hand. Rebecca’s cheeks were flushed too, a giddy smile on her face, and I didn’t doubt that my girlfriend had given as good as she got. I waited by the door, their breakfast on a tray as I watched the last wave of orgasm sweep through Tasha. When she opened her eyes to look at me, I could see the pleasure that burned deep inside them, that turned the brown of her iris into polished copper. She looked beautiful, absolutely radiant, in the full knowledge of her own desirability and sex appeal. She knew just how badly I wanted her, and being attractive to the dominant lesbian seemed to do even more for my girlfriend’s confidence than my own desire for her seemed to.

“Good boy,” said Rebecca as she rolled over onto her back, propping herself up with pillows as she sat against the headboard. While Tasha struggled to sit up to, Rebecca moved the blanket over her legs. I stepped forward, the tray held between my hands, trying not to shake with suppressed rage and desire and nervousness as I carried their breakfast toward them. I set it down on the bed between them, and Rebecca picked up a plate of fruit. Her blue eyes flashed, locked on me, looking me up and down as she bit into a juicy strawberry and licked her lips. She made me nervous. No surprise there. And still, I stood by the bed, naked and erect, waiting for further instructions. It didn’t seem like there was anything else to do.

“I think it’s pretty funny how you go to work and he stays at home all day,” Rebecca said, finally turning toward Tasha. Tasha had picked up a bowl of cereal from the tray and was eating it eagerly. Clearly, all that lesbian sex had helped her work up an appetite.

“You’re the breadwinner. You should wear the pants in this house. Not literally, though. In fact, I don’t want to see wear pants in the office ever again.”

Tasha smiled around the spoon in her mouth as she swallowed some cereal. It was crazy how Rebecca seemed to assume it was her right to give out orders. But what was crazier was that we let her. Both me and Tasha. Tasha’s smile told me already that she wasn’t going to resist this latest command. I would never have dreamed of telling my girlfriend what to wear. If I ever tried, I knew the kind of hostile response I would get. But somehow, it was all right for Rebecca to do the same. The girls didn’t have to say anything to drive the point home. You can get away with anything if you make a woman cum hard enough. I didn’t. I couldn’t. But clearly, Rebecca could.

“Really? What am I supposed to wear then?”

“Dresses. Skirts. Sexy outfits to give me something to look at all day. You have an amazing body, Tasha. There’s nothing wrong with showing it off. I want to see those legs as much as possible. Those boobs, too. You know everyone else in the office does too.”

“Oh my God, you’re going to make me look like such a slut,” Tasha said. But she was still smiling as she spoke. And Rebecca smiled too, her bright eyes dancing over my girlfriend’s face.

“Exactly,” Rebecca said. “My own personal office slut to sexually harass whenever I feel like. Don’t act like you don’t want it.”

In response, Tasha just laughed. And that was more than enough confirmation of the truth. Rebecca was right, and from the way my cock throbbed remorselessly at the thought, it was clear to me that in some sense, I wanted the same thing. Just another expression of the jealousy I felt that was inextricably tied to my desire by now. The thought of Tasha dressed up all sexy to please Rebecca and to be ogled by whoever else she worked with sent hot bolts of angry lust through my body. But I didn’t hate the idea. Better than anyone, I knew what a knockout Tasha could be when she wanted to be. And the thought of seeing her dressed up all sexy excited me, even if I knew that half the point was to tease me with what I couldn’t have.

“What are you going to wear today?” Rebecca asked around a mouthful of fruit. Tasha paused, swallowing another mouthful of cereal before applying.

“I haven’t really thought about it,” she said.

“That dress from yesterday’s going to take some beating,” Rebecca said with a smile. “Still, I’m sure you have something in that closet of yours.”

Then, Rebecca turned her shining eyes on me. It was hard to meet her stare, after everything that had happened between us. After being so thoroughly replaced by her in my girlfriend’s bed, after being bossed around and bullied by her and turned into nothing more than a glorified and sexually frustrated servant. Just sitting there in bed, Rebecca seemed to radiate unbelievable power, and even though I was standing above her, I felt like she was towering over me. She could get me to do anything. That was the truth. We all knew it. And that was what gave my desire for her and for Tasha that delicious thrill of fear as I stood there waiting to see what she would come up with next.

“Bitch boy, you’re going to help us pick out our outfits,” she said. “After all, you sit around here doing nothing but playing with yourself all day. It’s about time you make yourself useful. You should be serving Tasha like the goddess she is. Helping her bathe, helping her get dressed, cooking her meals, doing her laundry. Keeping this house nice and clean for her to bring lovers to and enjoy the sex you can’t give her. That’s your role in life now. Better get used to it.”

I said nothing. There was really nothing to say. The truth was, I already did a lot of those things, though by no means all. It only seemed fair, with Tasha being the only person bringing money into our house. Still, hearing it phrased like that had the desired effect of humiliating me further, of emasculating me and reminding me of my precarious position in this house. Somehow, I still didn’t doubt that Tasha loved me. And if anything, after discovering this kinky side to our relationship, I loved her more than ever. But I also knew I couldn’t rely on her to protect me from Rebecca’s wildest whims. I could see Tasha’s eyes shining with malicious glee as she sat up in the bed next to her girlfriend, taking in every word. I could almost see the cogs and wheels turning in her mind, and I knew that if she wanted to, Tasha could make me do exactly what Rebecca said.

“Go on,” Rebecca said, her words breaking into my distracted thoughts. “Go pick something out for Tasha to wear to work today. And it better be sexy. I want her to have a kind of sexy secretary look, like the office sex kitten she’s going to be from now on. Think about what would drive you crazy if you saw a hot girl like her wearing it in the office all day. You know, if you had a job.”

Tasha laughed again at that last little barb. But I tried to ignore it as I headed for the closet. Almost everything in there belong to my girlfriend, and as I went through the hangers, I was reminded that Tasha had so many clothes that I had never even seen. Many still with the tags on. I’m not saying she was especially materialistic, because she wasn’t. She isn’t. Still, she had plenty to choose from, and I had a hard time deciding as I went through one outfit after another.

I was torn, just like Rebecca wanted me to be. Part of me wanted exactly what she wanted. I wanted to see my girlfriend dressed up in a ridiculously sexy outfit, wanted to know that other people were lusting after her, including Rebecca. But that other jealous part of me wanted the opposite. It wanted to keep Tasha’s beauty all to myself. Still, I knew that wasn’t an option. Behind me, the girls chatted and ate their breakfast while I put together an outfit I hoped would please Rebecca.

When I thought I had it, I turned toward the bed. Rebecca instructed me to hold it up so she could see, so I did. It was a bright green dress Tasha had worn only once before, but I still had fond memories of the way she looked in it. Admittedly, it was more appropriate for the club than for the office. Then again, you could easily say the same about the skintight number Tasha had worn to work the day before. Tasha’s eyes went wide as she recognized the dress, while Rebecca’s narrowed, looking the garment up and down thoughtfully.

“I can’t wear that to work!” Tasha protested. “It’s a total boobs dress. I’ll be falling out of that thing all day. I know we don’t have a dress code, but that’s really pushing it.”

“That’s the idea,” Rebecca said with a devilish grin. “But since you’re nervous, I’ll let you pick out a cardigan or a jacket or something to wear over it and tone it down a bit. But something you can remove if I decide I want everyone at work looking at your tits. After all, I want everyone to know why I’m fucking you. I want them to see how sexy my new girlfriend is.”

Tasha laughed loudly, and Rebecca laughed with her. But I wasn’t laughing. Until that moment, I had no reason to believe that this couple were out at work, but Rebecca’s words made me wonder. Somehow, for all her growing confidence, I doubted Tasha would go that far. But Rebecca’s words reminded me that I wouldn’t know if she did. That all I could know about what went on in their office all day was what they chose to tell me. And the thought of other people knowing about this, knowing that my girlfriend was having sex with Rebecca, was like pouring gasoline on to the already raging fire of jealous lust inside me.

“Put it down,” Rebecca ordered. “You can help her put it on later. But first, we have to shower. Come on. Let’s go.”

Setting down her plate of fruit, Rebecca swung her legs out from under the blanket and stood. She was completely naked, and my cock surged again as I saw her beautiful body exposed before me. Rebecca seemed to think nothing of it. Being naked in front of me, for her, was as unremarkable a thing as being naked in front of a piece of furniture. Or so she like to pretend, anyway. Of course, I knew that wasn’t really the case. That she knew what the sight of her naked body did to me, and reveled in it. But she gave no outward sign of that as she stepped past me.

As Rebecca headed for the bathroom, confident that we would soon follow, I saw Tasha shrug her shoulders. She climbed out of bed too and stepped toward the open door. But she stopped along the way, placing her hand on my shoulder. She kissed me, and I felt electric sparks crackling and dancing up and down my spine as I kissed her back. She was as naked as Rebecca was, her big breasts pressing against my chest as I wrapped my arms around her, taking her in my embrace. My cock pressed against her hip, and I felt her smile against my lips. Then, placing her hands on my shoulders, she gently but firmly pushed me away from her.

“Better do what my girlfriend says,” she said, shaking her head slightly to make her red curls bounce and sway. “God, I still can’t believe I’m saying that. It still feels so weird to think about all this. But I’m having so much fun, even if it’s a little bit scary sometimes. What about you? It looks like you’re having fun, too.”

As she spoke, Tasha lowered her hand, running her fingers over my throbbing cock. I groaned at her touch, the touch I had been dreaming of all night long before then. But still, even though she was right there in front of me, I knew that my girlfriend’s gorgeous body was off-limits to me. Don’t get me wrong; if Tasha give me the word, I would have picked her up and through her her on the bed right there and then and not given a shit what Rebecca might have to say about it. But that wasn’t the game we were playing. And Tasha was having far too much fun teasing and tormenting me like this to break the rules and break the spell and go back to the way things were. I could only hope that soon, once Rebecca wasn’t around, Tasha would take pity on me and let me fuck her the way she did after the last time the girls played together. The best sex of my life, and I couldn’t ignore the fact that that was partly because of all the teasing and humiliation that preceded it. That was the lock on the prison I was in, the dark secret that both Tasha and I had stumbled into but now were never going to forget.

“Tasha!”

Rebecca’s voice rang out down the hallway of our apartment. Tasha took her teasing hand away, offering me an almost apologetic smile as she turned to answer her girlfriend’s summons. I followed along mutely behind her, my cock swaying from side to side, vibrating with pure desire as I followed her swaying body down the hallway.

It wasn’t the first time I watched the two of them shower together. It wasn’t the first time I stood there, reduced to an object, a human towel rack standing by as they pressed their wet and glistening bodies against one another, kissing passionately while soapy water cascaded over them. Memories of that time merged with this latest experience as I stood there watching, remembering how I had brought them a dildo in my mouth so that Rebecca could fuck Tasha right there in the shower. And I knew the same memory was hovering in the girl’s minds, too, adding that delicious sense of power they both seemed addicted to, that made everything even more exciting for them both as they played with one another.

But trust Rebecca to find a new angle on a familiar theme. Turning to me, she ordered me to help them get clean. Naked, I stepped inside the shower, the cubicle completely overcrowded now with three of us in there. Wherever I turned, I could feel soft female skin against my body, and it drove me wild with desire, just as they knew it would. But I had a job to do. Rebecca handed me a sponge, and I set to work, sponging down both of their beautiful bodies. Every touch was like a knife in my heart, every laugh and giggle of the women like an arrow piercing me. I touched their slender shoulders and supple backs and bouncing breasts, my mouth watering at their beauty as I watched soap bubbles slide over the skin. And then, I sank to my knees in the crowded shower cubicle, sponging off their bellies, their buttocks, their hips and thighs. I was a trembling ball of wild desire, my heart pounding in my chest as they stood above me, arm in arm, enjoying the spectacle of my pure frustration and need.

“You know what? It’s been a while since I did anything with a guy. I tell you what, bitch boy. To show your gratitude to me for fucking your girlfriend so well, you can eat my pussy and send me off to work with a nice orgasm. Really, I think it’s the least you could do. Now, what do you say?”

Rebecca’s full breasts hung heavily from her chest as she leaned forward, gripping my chin in one hand and turning my face up toward her. Warm water splashed over me, deflected from the bodies of the women as they stood above me, awaiting my response. For once, I wasn’t sure what was required of me. And Rebecca’s words stung my pride just the way they were supposed, as always. But the embarrassing truth was that what she was saying appealed to me. In all the times we had played together, I had barely so much as touched Rebecca, and I badly wanted to.

“Yes, please,” I tried, and the shower cubicle echoed with feminine laughter as the girls turned to smile at each other momentarily before turning their attention back on me.

“No, bitch,” Rebecca said. Releasing her grip on my chin, she slapped my cheek, and Tasha cried out with surprise. It wasn’t a hard slap, not designed to hurt. More like it was supposed to get my attention, supposed to wake me up from the trance I was in. Not that there was much chance of that.

“Thank me,” Rebecca said, speaking slowly and distinctly as though dealing with someone very stupid. “Thank me for fucking your girlfriend and allowing you to taste my beautiful pussy.”

I heard the sharp intake of Tasha’s breath as Rebecca spoke. But I was too far gone in lust to resist.

“Thank you for fucking my girlfriend, Rebecca,” I said, while both women dissolved in sadistic laughter. “Thank you for allowing me to taste your beautiful pussy.”

“There. That wasn’t so hard, was it?”

Without waiting for a response, Rebecca placed her hand on the back of my head and pulled my face toward her crotch. Straightaway, I began licking, the taste of her sex filling my mouth while my girlfriend watched. But even then, Rebecca wasn’t finished. Even as I tasted her sex, even as my hands ran up and down her toned thighs, enjoying the feeling of the incredible body she had been taunting me with since the night I met her, she continued making plans to change my life.

“When we’re done here, you’ll help us get dressed for work,” Rebecca said. “Then, while your girlfriend is out being a contributing member of society, I want you to clean this apartment top to bottom. Make sure you clean the sheets, because we made quite a mess of them last night. Your little pecker is probably going to get very hard while you do that. You’ll probably jerk off, won’t you, thinking about me fucking your girlfriend the way she deserves? I wish there was some way to stop you, to make sure you only have an orgasm when I feel you’ve earned it. But we’ll worry about that later. For now, you concentrate on making me cum.”

Her words echoed inside my head, and so did Tasha’s laughter which greeted them. But I couldn’t help it. Kneeling on the floor of my own shower, I licked my girlfriend’s new girlfriend to orgasm while Tasha watched, unable to stop laughing.


13. Tasha’s New Role

Rebecca lived rent-free inside my head. That was the simple truth. I couldn’t stop thinking about her, and she made sure of that. Besides an offhand comment or two, I had no idea if the woman even found me in the slightest bit attractive. For that matter, her attitude to men in general wasn’t at all clear to me, except that she found them sexually inferior to women. Having witnessed the way she made my girlfriend cum, it was kind of hard to argue that point, even if I didn’t want to accept it.

Still, she was a master manipulator, and truly exceptional at toying with people’s minds. I ate her pussy to orgasm right there in the shower, and it was enough to make me think that maybe there was some attraction there, even if it didn’t compare to the way she felt about Tasha. Not that it mattered, of course. At least, that’s what I told myself. I was barely even getting to fuck my girlfriend, let alone anyone else. Still, hope still burned inside me, keeping me going even as my sex life got ever darker. The hope that I would get to fuck my girlfriend, of course, and have the supercharged sex we had after the last time she and Rebecca got together to tease me and drive me wild with frustrated desire. But maybe also, after our adventure in the shower, maybe there was a chance that I might get to do something someday with Rebecca, too.

After all, that was part of why I did what I did. Part of why I obeyed her so readily, why I ate her pussy so enthusiastically. After everything she had done to me, all the disgrace and humiliation she had put me through, I wanted to please her. I wanted her to enjoy having me eat her out and maybe want more from me too. It was a long shot, I felt sure. But in that moment, longshots and desperate hope were all I really had.

Not this time, though. After I ate Rebecca to orgasm on my knees in the shower, I was told to get out and fetch a towel. I was ordered to dry her and Tasha off, and then the three of us went to the bedroom so that I could help Tasha put on the green dress I had chosen for her. Tasha was absolutely right when she said it was a boob dress, completely inappropriate for work. Her cleavage swelled over the top of the bright green fabric that clung tightly to her body, almost as tight as the dress she had worn the previous day, but with a far less modest neckline. I could see exactly why she was hesitant to wear it. I had very conflicted feelings about it myself. The thought of her coworkers looking at her body, seeing the deep cleavage the dress gave her that bounced and jiggled with every step she took made jealousy surge and swelled inside me. But by now, I knew that that only increased my desire. Besides, looking at her in the dress as she posed in the bedroom for Rebecca’s approval made me want my girlfriend all over again. But for now, at least, I knew I couldn’t have her. And the taste of Rebecca’s pussy still in my mouth only made the whole situation harder to take as I stood there, still naked, while the girls got ready for work.

Rebecca grudgingly allowed Tasha to wear a blazer over her dress that made it at least a little more work appropriate. But she insisted that Tasha pair the dress with some skyhigh high heels that I was ordered to kneel and put on my girlfriend’s feet. Of course, I did. Meanwhile, Rebecca got dressed in her closing the previous day. The two of them had decided they would swing by Rebecca’s house and get her change of outfit for heading to the office. Meanwhile, my duty was clear. It was my job to clean and tidy the house from top to bottom, to be a good house husband while my wife went out to earn. Strange how Rebecca had such a gift for putting her finger on any psychological source part, a gift for uncovering anxieties and fears and doubts I was barely conscious of myself. Being a kept man, as Rebecca laughingly called me at one point, had perhaps always been at least a little emasculating, but I had never given it much thought until now. Rebecca, of course, wanted me to think about it. Whatever made me feel small and inadequate and weak played right into her hands. And even though I knew exactly what she was doing, that didn’t mean that it didn’t work.

Finally, the girls left the apartment. Tasha waved goodbye to me with a grin, her ass swaying from side to side her jacket and straining against the bright green fabric of her dress. As the door swung shut behind them, I just had time to see Rebecca snaking around Tasha’s narrow waist, possessively pulling her closer has the two of them made their way toward the elevator. Then, the door clicked shirt, and I was left all alone with my wild thoughts and unrelieved desires.

The first thing I did was masturbate. Sprawled out on the bed, inhaling the smell of that lesbian sex off the still damp sheets, I talked on my cock and replayed the events of the last few days and exploded in a messy orgasm left me feeling drained and humiliated more than anything else. But even as my cock softened, I could still feel desire vibrating inside me. I knew it wasn’t over. Far from it. And knowing my girlfriend was out there, looking the way she did, in the hands of her demanding dominant lover, was guaranteed to keep me simmering with frustrated desire all day long.

I resented doing what Rebecca told me to do in my own home, especially when she wasn’t around. Rebecca’s presence changed things, weaving that magic spell that made the most unbelievable activities seem, if not normal, then at least acceptable. When she wasn’t around, it was harder to process. When she wasn’t around, I was able to indulge in fantasies of resistance, of defiance, of telling this lunatic where to go and reclaiming my girlfriend as my own. But even as I conjured up these visions, I couldn’t believe in them. I knew the truth. I had had plenty of chances to resist Rebecca up to that point, and I hadn’t taken a single one of them. There was no reason to believe that was going to change anytime soon. After all, Tasha didn’t want it to. And anytime I found myself faltering, anytime this game seemed to be going too far and getting out of hand, Tasha knew just how to remind me just how much it turned her on. She had her own way of getting around me, different from Rebecca’s, but no less effective. Because after all, I loved the woman. I wanted her to be happy. And there was no denying that playing like this with Rebecca was making Tasha very, very happy.

And even that was all a mental game, a trick I was playing on myself. Because I was just as drawn as Tasha was to Rebecca’s kinky dominance. In a different situation, if Tasha hadn’t been involved at all, I didn’t honestly think for a moment that I wouldn’t have submitted to Rebecca just the way I did. Her beauty and her sexy confidence gave her all the weaponry she would ever need against a guy like me. And from the vague hints she gave about her past, I knew it was hardly the first time Rebecca had been down this exciting road.

The day passed with excruciating slowness, punctured by my brain that wouldn’t stop turning over the events of the past few days. I didn’t bother to count how many times I masturbated, in between performing my chores. In our small apartment, there wasn’t nearly enough to fill the day. I watched the bed sheets, cleaning off the residue of Rebecca and Tasha’s sex, cursing the evil woman who had ordered me to do it but still fulfilling her commands. The sheets were soaked in the juices of feminine pleasure, both Tasha’s and Rebecca’s. And I had made plenty of mess of my own there, too, in the shadow of their teasing sex.

With the house clean, I resumed my fruitless job search. Still nothing. The longer I went without employment, the more desperate I got. I was determined not to take something pointless, to settle for minimum wage or a dead-end non-career. After all, we didn’t need the money. Tasha made enough for both of us. Still, look what this period of idleness was doing to me. Maybe in its own way, that, too, was part of why we were heading down this kinky path. Without Tasha, without Rebecca, I had nothing else going on in my life. No job. No friends. Nothing to do and nothing to look forward to. Rebecca had given me that. No matter what her faults, no matter her seeming insanity, I had to acknowledge that she had certainly made my life a lot more interesting. I felt another stab of anger and desire as I remembered how she had made me thank her before eating her pussy in the shower.

The day dragged on interminably, but even the longest day has to come to an end at some point. The minutes ticked slowly on to the time when Tasha would normally be home, and I began to feel nervous. If she stayed late, I would have no idea what was happening. But my turbocharged imagination would surely provide answers I might not like.

But I heard her key in the door at the usual time, and I sprang to my feet. Desperate to see my girlfriend again, I hurried to the hallway without any real plan in my mind beyond seeing her again. And when Tasha pushed the door open and stepped inside, she saw me standing there, and a glorious smile spread across her beautiful face.

“Hi, honey,” she said, pushing the door shut behind her. I couldn’t be sure I wasn’t just imagining it, but I thought I detected something in her voice that made my heart pound. Some teasing trace of pleasure, some residual echo of bliss. Or maybe that was just what she wanted me to hear. But her eyes lit up at the sight of me, and that make my heart expand in my chest. My biggest and most obvious fear in all this was that I would lose her. Tough as it was to accept, I could deal with Rebecca being better in bed than I was, being able to please my girlfriend in a way I never could. What I couldn’t take was losing Tasha. Every smile from her, every kind word, was like medicine for my sick heart, reminding me that even if I had been replaced in this woman’s bed, I still had some place in her life.

Tasha stepped forward, and I took her in my arms. I held her tightly, crushing that beautiful body against my own, letting her feel the swelling erection that had blossomed the minute I saw her walk through the door, the most natural response imaginable to her incredible beauty. And she kissed me, and I kissed her back, our lips moving over each other, our tongues invading each other’s mouths with desperate hunger. And the thought of that sent another jolt of arousal racing down my spine to make my cock throb against Tasha’s beautiful body as we continued to kiss.

And then, Tasha surprised me. Finally lifting her lips from mine, she smiled at me. The high-heeled shoes she wore, that I had humbly put on her feet that morning, made her close to my height, but placing her hands on my chest, she lowered herself down to the floor. Her tight dress made the motion difficult, but she managed to sink to her knees at my feet. And her breasts jiggled and bounced teasingly in the top of her revealing dress as she reached for the front of my pants and pulled them down. I was wearing sweatpants, having nowhere to go that day, and they and my underwear presented no obstacle to my girlfriend as she pulled them down to the middle of my thighs. My cock sprang free, and Tasha took it in her hand, smiling up at me as she stroked my throbbing manhood. I could barely believe what was happening. No matter what I dreamed of, no matter what I hoped for, to see it coming true still sent a shockwave of disbelief through me. But Tasha seemed to have no doubts.

“You’ve been such a good boy lately,” she said, smiling up at me with her back to the front door of the apartment. “Helping me look sexy for Rebecca. Helping her fuck me. I think you deserve a reward. I want to show you that it’s not all teasing. You deserve this.”

Opening her mouth, Tasha leaned forward. I cried out loud as she took my throbbing manhood between her lips. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked on my cock, raising her eyes to look deep into mine and let me see her beautiful face with my cock inside her mouth. Sweeping back her red curls, she bobbed her head back-and-forth, keeping her lips tight against the shaft, using her tongue to tease the sensitive head.

I felt dizzy. Reaching out, I braced my hands against the walls of our small hallway. As bright pleasure raced through my body, I wasn’t about to stop her. I Klose my eyes reflexively, but instantly opened them again. I didn’t want to miss a moment of what was happening, wanted to take in every moment of this increasingly rare spectacle as my gorgeous girlfriend sucked me off. And after everything she and her new lover had put me through over the past few days, it didn’t take long to get where we were going. I growled like an animal as orgasm shook my body, my cock swelling even more inside Tasha’s warm and welcoming mouth.

Her eyes widened as she felt me cum. Holding my cock by the base, she lifted her mouth away, and I spurted my juice into the air. Some of it splattered against her cheek and lip. Grinning mischievously, Tasha angled my throbbing cock downward, aiming it at her massive breasts. I moaned again as I spurted several jets of cum over her magnificent cleavage, the white residue of my orgasm dripping over her quivering skin and anointing her with an unmistakable display of my deep desire.

Tasha wasn’t finished. When she came in looking the way she did, I had barely noticed that she set her bag down on the floor. Now, she reached into it with one hand, pulling out her phone. Still holding my cock in the other hand, she held her phone up above her head and took a picture of herself before I could stop her before I could even ask what she was doing. Then, still smiling happily, she let go of her hold on my cock. She held her free hand up to me, and I took it, helping her to her feet. My head was spinning, and not just from the force of this unexpected pleasure. Once again, Tasha was up to something, and my scrambled brain couldn’t even begin to guess what it might be. I had to wait for her to tell me instead.

“Rebecca told me to do that,” she said with a grin as she brandished her phone at me.

“She told you to give me a blowjob?”

“She told me to send her a picture with your cum all over my boobs. I don’t know why. She just likes it. She likes to think of me as a slut, I guess.”

Tasha walked past me, heading further into the apartment as she spoke. Her tone was casual, as though she were describing just another normal day at work instead of the latest kinky adventure in our lives. Tasha was just as amazed by these events as I was. I could see that in the way she smiled, the light in her eyes. Stuffing my cock back into my shorts and pulling my pants up, I followed her as her body swayed in front of me in her bright green dress, stalking along on her high heels and reminding me of what everyone she worked with had been looking at all day. Tasha headed to the bathroom, but she didn’t close the door behind her. I stood in the open doorway, unable to tear my eyes away from her, until she turned to face me, standing in front of the sink.

“Come here,” she said softly. “You need to clean up your mess.”

Instantly, I stepped forward. It was as if she and Rebecca were successfully reprogramming my brain, making my body automatically obey any command given in a female voice. Of course, it didn’t hurt that Tasha looked absolutely stunning. I wanted to be near her no matter what. The narcotic smell of her perfume rose around me as I stood in front of the sink next to her. Picking up a package of wet wipes from the counter, she handed them to me. Then she stood with her hands on her hips, her breasts rising and falling in the top of the provocative dress with every breath she took as I pulled a White out of the packet and began to clean my cum off her boobs. Touching those magnificent orbs was enough to get desire boiling inside me again, and judging by the grin on her pretty face, I didn’t doubt that Tasha knew that. But for now, she was content to let me clean her.

I wasn’t quite finished by the time Tasha boosted herself up onto the bathroom countertop. Sitting there in her tight dress, she clicked her heels together, and I stepped forward to continue cleaning her boobs. Ignoring me for the moment, she turned her attention to her phone and tapped the screen. I tried to suppress a shiver, knowing she was texting that picture to Rebecca. Knowing that even without being here, the dominant woman was still exerting a powerful influence over our sex life.

“Is she coming over?” I asked. Tasha raised her eyes from the screen of her phone, its blue glow reflected among the bright copper color of her iris. There was no need to clarify who I meant. There was only one She in our relationship.

“Not tonight,” Tasha said. “Even a goddess like her needs a break now and then.”

“Good,” I said, and as Tasha raised her eyebrows, I felt a sudden pang of fear. “Not in a bad way,” I hurriedly said, wiping up the last of my cum from Tasha’s cleavage as I spoke. “I just mean, it’ll be nice to have you to myself for once.”

“Is that so?” Tasha said, a smile spreading across her face as she raised her eyebrows even further. “Sounds like someone has some big ideas. Just because I gave you a blowjob the minute I walked in the door doesn’t mean it’s going to be a free-for-all fuck fest tonight. I need some rest too, you know.”

“I know,” I said. “I didn’t mean that. Or maybe I did. I don’t know. You’re so fucking sexy lately, and I want you so bad. I don’t think that’s much of a secret. But it’s not just sex. I love you, Tasha.”

“I love you too,” Tasha said, lightly and breezily. “And I love this. I love you for doing this with me. For letting me go on this adventure. Then again, I know you like it too, don’t you? I know it’s crazy. But it’s so much fun.”

“It is,” I agreed. “But it’s hard sometimes. She’s so fucking mean, and seeing the two of you together… it’s such a turn on, it just fucks with my head completely. I want to fuck you all the time. I can’t think about anything else. And knowing you’re off with her, parading around the office looking like this…”

I trailed off as a sudden thought occurred to me.

“Where’s your jacket?”

Tasha’s smile deepened.

“Rebecca confiscated it after lunch,” she said. “She said it was a crime to hide a body like mine, and that it was more distracting for everyone trying to get a glimpse of my boobs through the opening of the jacket, so I might as well take it off and let everyone take a look. And they did. Oh my God, they really did.”

“Really?”

I tried to ignore my own face in the mirror behind Tasha as I stood in front of her where she sat on the kitchen counter. But even in my peripheral vision, I could see the intense look in my eyes that matched the feelings raging inside me. I had been thinking about this all day, but hearing it from her somehow made it even more real. Even more exciting. I felt again that wild stab of jealousy, and as always, it only turned me on more.

“Of course,” Tasha said with a smile, as though it were the most obvious thing in the world. And really, I supposed, it was. I was hardly able to take my eyes off her boobs in that dress. I couldn’t expect different from anyone else. “It felt really weird, too. I mean, I’ve been out before in this dress, to clubs and things. It’s nice to be noticed sometimes, when it’s that kind of environment. It’s different in an office, though. I mean, these are people I work with. I don’t know what they must think of me, the way I’ve been dressing lately. But they definitely like to take a look. Especially the guys. But not just them, either. Rebecca wasn’t the only girl taking a peek at your girlfriend’s boobs today.”

“She really does want you to be the office slut.”

Tasha burst out laughing.

“She really does,” she said, clapping her hands together, making her boobs bounce even more in the top of her dress and catching my eye irresistibly. “And I’ve never been that. Never wanted to be. Never even thought about it. But I have to say, it’s pretty fun. Especially with her around. I mean, knowing she wants me so badly — it’s a turn on. And knowing you’re home, thinking about me in some slutty dress teasing everyone in the office and teasing you at the same time? It’s unbelievably hot. Plus, you know what Rebecca does to me. I can’t help it. Sometimes I think, with the orgasms she gives me, she could tell me to do just about anything, and I’d do it.”

“I noticed,” I murmured. Tasha laughed.

“Well, you can’t exactly talk, can you?” she said. “I mean, I watched you thank her for fucking me and eat her out in that shower just this morning. You’re not exactly putting up a lot of resistance yourself, are you?”

“I can’t,” I said with some difficulty. After all, I was wrestling with my own feelings too, trying to understand them myself before I could even hope to vocalize them to my girlfriend. Somehow, this conversation felt necessary. We had talked before about the direction our relationship was going, making sure we were both happy with where we were and happy with where it was headed. But I knew that these were dangerous paths we were heading down, and if our relationship was going to survive, we were going to have to stay on top of talking things through whenever we got the chance.

“You know what she’s like,” I said.

Tasha leaned forward before speaking, and for a moment, I thought she was going to kiss me again. Her hands gripped the edge of the kitchen countertop, and her full lips pursed slightly before she spoke a single word.

“Irresistible,” she said.

“Yeah, she is,” I said. “But so are you.”

“Thanks,” Tasha said. “I’ve seen the way you look at her. I know you want her. But that’s okay. So do I. The difference is, I get to have her. You don’t.”

I smiled at the teasing note in her voice now. She was learning from Rebecca, there was no doubt about that. Still, her style was very different from that of her lover. Rebecca obviously had a great time being in charge, and her domination was more teasing and playful than anything else. But she wasn’t afraid to dish out orders when she had to. Tasha’s confidence seemed to be growing by the day thanks to Rebecca, but she still had a long way to go before it match that of the other woman.

Not that it wasn’t unbelievably sexy to see her try.

“Do I get to have you, at least?”

Tasha smiled as I spoke. And I didn’t wait. I leaned forward, placing my hands on her hips, feeling the strength and smoothness of her legs through the fabric of the provocative dress as I ran my hands over her. Leaning further forward, I kissed her neck, nibbling at her earlobe, doing all those things I knew she liked in an effort to seduce her. It was nakedly transparent, and from the way she laughed deep in her throat, I guessed that Tasha could see right through me. But there wasn’t much point in pretense. We both knew just how badly I wanted her, despite the generous orgasm she had given me the moment she walked through the door.

“You know, I’m undecided about that,” Tasha said as I continued to kiss her. “It’s been a lot of fun being everybody’s eye candy today, going around the office like some kind of sex kitten. It’s got me going. But I’m fucking tired, Matt. I love this sex I’m having, but I could probably do with the night off. But then, I start thinking about all the things we’ve done, thinking about your face when Rebecca bosses you around, thinking about how could she fucks me, and… Well. I don’t need to tell you how exciting it is.”

“No you don’t,” I murmured, pressing my lips against one of her boobs, ignoring the faint taste of the wet wipes I had used to clean her off.

“So I’ll give you a chance to convince me,” Tasha said. Taking hold of my shoulders, she pushed me firmly away from her. Her brown eyes stared deep into mine as she spoke. “Do a good job, and maybe you’ll get what you want. Maybe you’ll get to fuck me. Maybe not. It depends on your performance.”

Lifting her hands away from my shoulders, Tasha sat back, her back almost touching the mirror behind her. At the same time, she raised her legs. The tightness of her dress kept her thighs together, but she kept one knee bent and straightened the other, resting one ankle on my shoulder. The darkness under her dress called to me, and my cock throbbed in my pants as I climbed back toward full erection.

Tasha pressed her heel down on my shoulder, and I knew what she wanted. Smiling, I sank to my knees on the bathroom floor. She placed one high-heeled foot on my shoulder, and I reached for the hem of her dress, sliding the tight green fabric of her thighs up to reveal her underwear. I pulled down her panties, and Tasha adjusted her position on the countertop, smiling down at me as I removed her underwear. Then, placing my head between her thighs, I passionately kissed her pussy before beginning to lick. And Tasha moaned in deep pleasure as I ate her out right there in the bathroom where I had done the same for Rebecca, just hours before.


14. A Fantasy Comes True

Everything had become provisional. It was like I was on probation. Like I had to prove myself again and again, and even the merest hint of sex with Tasha was Certainly something I had to earn all over again, like when we were first dating.

I’m not going to say I liked it. It was strange. But honestly demands that I at least acknowledge it was exciting. Like when we were first dating. As though we had accidentally stumbled onto a way to ensure we didn’t get bored, to ensure we didn’t fall into the trap of taking each other for granted. Certainly, thanks to her newly dominant persona, Tasha had once again become a prize I had to win. And now, I had serious competition.

Standing behind her, I inhaled the smell of her shampoo as I pulled up the zipper at the back of her skirt. Tasha turned to face me, her copper-colored eyes shining the way they so often did these days. The sexy outfits were killing me. She knew that, of course. That was part of the game. Part of my duties now, to help her get dressed in the morning and send her off to work with a spring in her step. Tasha had been shopping, and she had taken Rebecca’s rule about her not wearing pants to work seriously. Her work wardrobe now was all tight pencil skirts and miniskirts and bodycon dresses, low-cut tops and blouses with buttons that strained over her admirable breasts. Professional, just about. But sexy, undoubtedly. Every morning, it was a brutal tease for me to help my girlfriend get ready for work. And it was even more brutal to stay at home all day wondering what she was up to. Knowing that she dressed up sexy to please Rebecca, and that the dominant lesbian would be lusting after my girlfriend all day long. And that my girlfriend would be getting off on it. Beyond the ability to appreciate the sexiness and beauty of another woman, Tasha had never displayed any real interest in girls. That hadn’t changed. The one and only exception was Rebecca. My girlfriend couldn’t get enough of her. And it certainly seemed that I spent a lot more time thinking about that, wondering about it, than Tasha did. Tasha seemed to take it all in stride, accepting it for what it was without trying to put any kind of label on it. Probably that was a better way of dealing with all, but I couldn’t bring myself to be quite so sanguine as she was. The truth was, my girlfriend was dating a woman, and more and more, I was being forced into a subservient role by both of them. I don’t care who you are, that has to do something strange to your psychology.

Still, I was doing it. And that reality seemed to be all the encouragement Tasha needed to keep pursuing this wild adventure. She was right, too. I didn’t need to know why I wanted this to know that I did. I didn’t need to understand it to appreciate its wild power. And even as I stood there in front of my girlfriend, my hands shaking with frustration, my cock throbbing with wild desire, I knew she wasn’t going to stop. Neither of us wanted that. Another day of doubts and frustration and horniness beckoned, but I wasn’t going to stop it, even if I could have. That was almost the furthest thing from my mind.

“Be a good boy today,” Tasha said, smiling as she spoke, knowing she was teasing me and taking delight in it. “Get the house nice and clean for me, because Rebecca’s coming around later.”

“She is?”

I thought I kept my voice free of emotion as I spoke, but the grin on Tasha’s face suggested otherwise. She knew what the mere mention of her lesbian lover did to me. She knew that the threat or promise or whatever it was of Rebecca coming around was enough to get my desire burning at a fever pitch all over again. Enough to make my brain vibrate with doubt and fear and nervousness, but desire above all. As if I wasn’t turned on enough already by the act of helping my girlfriend dress up like some kind of sexy secretary. Now, I knew that the night ahead would undoubtedly be one of kinky sex, for the two of them, at least.

“Yes, she is,” Tasha said. “And I really think you’re going to enjoy what we have planned.”

“Oh God,” I said, and Tasha burst out laughing at my response. But really, given what the three of us had been through together, it wasn’t that surprising that I had severe doubts. And hopes, too, of course. But Tasha and Rebecca were smart enough to know that my hope was a huge part of what kept me subservient to them, what kept me obedient and willing to go along with whatever they wanted. Tasha still had sex with me, though only when Rebecca wasn’t around. And even if I seemed to be her second choice these days, there was no denying that the sex between us was more powerful and electric, more darkly thrilling, than it had ever been before. At least from where I was standing, anyway. But beyond licking her pussy on command, I hadn’t done anything with Rebecca except watch. For all I knew, I never would. But if desire listened to reason, none of us would be here. My mind raced with strange possibilities, just as Tasha must’ve known it would from her cryptic comments.

“Do I get a hint, at least?”

“No,” Tasha smiled. “I don’t want to ruin the surprise. But there’s a package coming today. A big one. Don’t open it until I get back.”

“Oh yeah?” I grinned. I couldn’t help it. Whatever my kinky girlfriend was up to, it was bound to be exciting. That was a given. And even if I feared what it might be, knowing exactly what she and Rebecca were capable of, I couldn’t help looking forward to it at the same time. Nothing made me feel more alive than playing these strange games with these two wicked women. The fact that they knew that and took full advantage of it only made them even sexier in my mind.

With that, Tasha turned, heading for the door. I watched her go, helplessly admiring the shape of her body, the sexy sway of her motions in her high heels. She was absolutely stunning, and she knew it, and if she needed another woman to find her as attractive as I did to realize that, so be it. At least Tasha was seeing now what I had always seen, her unbelievable sex appeal, her radiant beauty. Rebecca was living proof that confidence is sexy, and her attraction to my girlfriend had made Tasha more confident than she had ever been. Along with her great looks, it was a lethal combination. And it made me love her more than ever, if such a thing was possible.

The front door of our apartment swung shut behind Tasha. And there I was, left alone again, my head filled with thoughts of my sexy girlfriend and what she might be planning and what she Rebecca might get up to during the long day they spent in the office together. And I had nothing to occupy myself but my pointless job search and my minimal chores and my increasingly regular masturbation habit while I wondered what on earth these women would get up to next.



I still hadn’t gotten used to how slowly the days passed. Perhaps I never would. But even the longest days die eventually. Just as Tasha said, in the middle of the afternoon, the apartment building buzzer rang, and I accepted delivery of a huge flat package that I left sitting in the hall. There were no clues on the nondescript brown box about what might be inside, except that it came from a major online retailer that sold just about everything. They Could be anything in there. And I remembered Tasha’s instructions, but I still had to fight the urge to rip open just a corner of the package and take a look inside. Like a kid at Christmas, desperate to know what gifts they can expect. Except Rebecca was hardly Santa Claus. The package was heavy, so I determined it probably wasn’t clothes. Beyond that, I really had no clue. And as tempting as it was to peek inside, I didn’t. My girlfriend and her lover had never really had cause to punish me, since I generally did whatever I was told. Still, I never doubted that they were capable of it. Rebecca especially. And being excluded from their sex was, after all, punishment enough all by itself. They didn’t need to do anything more than that to keep me weak and submissive to them.

And slowly but surely, the clock ticked around to the end of the day, and I waited with increasing impatience for Tasha and Rebecca to come home. The house was spotless. After all, it wasn’t like I had anything better to do all day than clean it, so it never really got that messy. I still had no leads on a new job, and if I hadn’t been so distracted by the strange sex game I had fallen into with Tasha and Rebecca, I probably would have felt even worse about that than I did. For all the agony and frustration, the shame and humiliation they put me through, the things these women did to me and to each other were at least a welcome distraction from the reality I was living. Of being in a new city without a job and without any social life beyond watching my girlfriend fuck her coworker. From a certain point of view, it could almost be depressing. But thinking about Tasha and Rebecca and what they had in mind for the day was enough to keep me distracted from everything negative I could otherwise focus on.

When I heard Tasha’s key in the door, I sat up straighter on the sofa. My heart was pounding in my chest, my stomach fluttering unstoppably. I heard the door open. And two female voices ringing out as Tasha brought Rebecca home once again. And I rose to my feet to greet them, feeling uncontrollably self-conscious as they entered the living room of our apartment together.

Tasha looked like sex personified in her tight pencil skirt and low-cut top. Her makeup still highlighted her beautiful features the way it had when she stepped out of that same front door hours earlier, and she was still radiating that sexual confidence that made her so irresistible, that more and more was becoming an inseparable part of her personality. And Rebecca followed along behind her, brimming with sexual confidence of her own, striding into my living room as though it were hers, not mine, the way she invariably did.

Rebecca’s eyes sparkled as they latched onto me. I felt that same thrill of fear I always did, that same mixture of desire for her and nervousness in her presence to know the outrageous power she had over me. She was wearing a blue sweater that made her eyes even more noticeable, framed by her jet black hair. The stretchy fabric of the sweater clung to her chest, making her boobs seem even bigger than they already were, showing off her flat stomach and narrow waist. Below that, she had on a pair of black stretch pants, yoga pants really, that clung to her thighs and emphasized the toned muscles of her legs. Even from the front, I could imagine how those clinging pants would show off her gorgeous ass. And in the middle of her thighs, the tight pants disappeared into the top of a pair of thigh-high black leather boots. They had no heel, no doubt an attempt by Rebecca to tone down the sexiness just a little, as well as probably give herself a more comfortable day at work. Still, knowing what I did about her sexual tastes, the boots couldn’t help but make me see her as the dominatrix she was. And the fact that her outfit was considerably more casual than Tasha’s only emphasized the difference in power between them. Tasha happily went along with Rebecca’s idea of having my girlfriend dress all sexy at work. Rebecca wanted Tasha to look like the office slut, and the fact that she got to wear pants and comfortable clothing to the office while my girlfriend didn’t was just a reminder of how easily we both had let this woman come into our lives and completely rearrange them according to her whims.

“Hi, Matt,” Rebecca said, her eyes shining as she looked me up and down. She wasn’t the only one. I didn’t even try to hide the fact I was looking at her, taking in the sight of her body displayed in front of me by her clinging outfit. After all, we were long past the point of me pretending not to find her attractive. Rebecca’s confidence was such that I doubted she would believe that for a minute.

“Hi,” I said uncertainly. Rebecca chuckled as though I had said something funny, and Tasha giggled. They had it all worked out between them, I knew. Whatever was about to happen, these women would have planned it down to the last detail. My only role in the game we were about to play, my whole reason for being there, was to do exactly as I was told and act like a living sex toy for these two women. It was exactly what I wanted. But that didn’t stop me feeling monumentally nervous as I stood there in the living room, waiting to see what they had in store for me.

“Did you tell him?”

Rebecca turned her eyes away from me to address Tasha, and I saw Tasha turn her head to look over her shoulder at the other woman.

“No,” Tasha said, compressing her smiling lips as she spoke in that way she had when she was harboring a secret. “And it looks like he followed my instructions and didn’t open the package, either.”

“Good. Well, I guess we should put our cards on the table. It’s your lucky day, bitch boy. Your girlfriend says you’ve been a good boy, doing everything you’re told and helping me fuck her, and I guess she kind of has a point about that. Personally, I figure it’s no more than your duty to serve us as an inferior male, and you should consider yourself lucky to even be allowed to do that. But she loves you or something, I guess. And I think you have an idea just how persuasive your sexy girlfriend can be when she wants to be.”

The two women shared a smile over that, and my heart beat faster. What exactly was that supposed to mean? I knew that Rebecca was teasing me. She wanted my mind to go crazy conjuring up all kinds of deranged sexual scenarios. But that didn’t stop me from doing it, not even a little bit. Rebecca was right. I knew just how persuasive Tasha could be. And I knew exactly how she could persuade her new lover to do what she wanted. With everything the two of them were saying, it didn’t seem like the time to argue. Excitement was surging inside me as I pondered what the two of them might be talking about. Whatever it was, I couldn’t wait to find out.

“So here’s what’s going to happen,” Rebecca went on. In charge as always. “We’re going to the bedroom now to get ready. In a little while, we’ll call you. Then you can come to the bedroom and see that surprise we have planned for you. Come on, Tasha. Let’s go.”

With that, Rebecca reached out for Tasha’s hand. And, still smiling, endlessly pleased with herself, Tasha took it. Not for the first time, I watched this strange and beautiful woman lead my girlfriend toward our bedroom, and I didn’t try to follow. Again, I felt the strange unreality of everything that was happening, as though I had slipped into some kind of dream. By now, of course, I knew that it was terrifyingly real. But it was still hard to believe that this was actually my life.

Taking a seat on the couch, I waited. I could only imagine what they might have planned, what might be coming into being in that bedroom. I listened attentively, trying to piece it together. I heard the two girls struggling. I heard the sound of cardboard and tape being ripped apart as they opened the package. I heard metallic rattling sounds, accompanied by laughter and the occasional curse word. It sounded like they were assembling something, a piece of furniture or something like that. Then, when that finally ended, I heard more sounds, quieter, less distinct. I could hear them moving around in there, talking in low voices, trying not to be heard by me. I couldn’t make out a word of what they were saying, and I didn’t really try. I knew that everything would become clear soon enough.

Finally, I heard more movement. Again, I heard that metallic rattle, and more talking, more laughter. Then, at last, Rebecca’s voice rang out, echoing down the hallway in the small space of our apartment.

“Okay, Matt,” she called to me. “You can come in now.”

I almost bounced up from the sofa. Just a few long strides were all I needed to carry me across the apartment to where the women waited. But when I stepped through the open door of the bedroom, I actually gasped audibly in shock. I didn’t know what to expect, had no idea what wild adventure we would be embarking on next. But I certainly hadn’t expected this.

In the corner of the bedroom closest to the door, next to the bed, the women had assembled a cage. It was almost like a crate for a large dog, except bigger and with more substantial black metal bars. And inside, there they both were, Tasha and Rebecca. They had stripped down to their underwear, both of them dressed in sexy lingerie. Rebecca in a black bra and panty set that matched her glossy black hair, and Tasha in a green ensemble that paired perfectly with her fiery red hair. There was only just room for the two of them inside, their gorgeous bodies pressed together. The door of the cage faced the door of the bedroom, and Rebecca was closest to it, kneeling upright as far as the cage would allow. I saw her reach through the cage, her eyes shining up at me as she slid her fingers through the bars and clicked the padlock shut on the latch of the cage. Pulling the key out of the padlock, she tossed it on the floor in front of me.

“Tasha told me about your little fantasy about the girl from Castleford,” Rebecca explained, still smiling as she gazed up at me, gripping the bars. “You’re right, she is gorgeous. I can’t get you her, unfortunately. And if I could, I’d probably keep her for myself anyway. There’s only two of us, not three. But I figured you might enjoy being in charge for change.”

Tasha crouched behind Rebecca, her arm on the other woman’s bare back. I paused in the open doorway of the bedroom, trying to let it all sink in. It felt almost like a trap. Like it was too good to be true. When I had told Tasha my little fantasy, it hadn’t been with the slightest expectation of it ever coming true in any way. But now, here we were, and I could hardly believe what I was seeing. I needed to take a moment just to take it all in, just to process what was happening. I didn’t care that it was Tasha and Rebecca instead of some actress. I didn’t care that there was only two of them, not three. To me, after everything that had happened between the three of us, these were the two sexiest women alive, and I couldn’t possibly be disappointed with the scene they had created. In fact, I felt almost breathless with gratitude as I looked at them in disbelief.

But that feeling didn’t last long. The sight of them living out their own version of my depraved fantasy had an immediate and predictable effect on my libido. My heart pounded as I stepped forward, and I could feel that same life-giving pulse between my legs as my cock, already half-hard just from having Rebecca in our house, swelled to full erection.

Stooping, I picked up the keys Rebecca tossed on the floor. I could feel both her and Tasha watching me as I set them on the dresser, well out of reach of the two women. I wasn’t used to this feeling of being in control, especially around these two. But as novel as it was, I knew what I wanted. And the site of the two women watching my every movement, them helpless before me for once instead of the other way around, was pushing every button I had.

The atmosphere in the bedroom was electric. I took my time, savoring the moment. I wasn’t consciously thinking about how Rebecca always did that with me; at least, I don’t think I was. But maybe in some subliminal way, that was in there. And neither woman said a word as I stood close to the cage, looking down on their shining eyes and smiling faces and heaving breasts as they kneeled at my feet, tightly constrained by the black bars that held them in.

I lifted my T-shirt over my head and tossed it aside. I pulled down my pants and my underwear in one single movement. My cock sprang out, already hard, and I saw both women look at it, their shining eyes fixing on my manhood, knowing what was coming. I stepped closer to the cage, my throbbing cock leading the way, and Rebecca, her eyes still on my cock, opened her mouth. Without a word, without a sign, without a single thing being said, she knew what I wanted, and she knew what to do.

And behind her, Tasha moved. In the tight space of the cage, she pushed against Rebecca, almost pulling the other woman out of the way. I couldn’t keep the broad smile off my face as they struggled with one another, just the way I had dreamed. Just like I had told Tasha I wanted. Rebecca pushed Tasha back, and Tasha put a foot against the bar of the cage to push herself forward, and my cock swayed and bobbed in front of both of them as they fought over who would get to suck it first.

Rebecca won. Her position at the front of the cage gave her an advantage, and tired of waiting, I stepped forward. I slid my cock between the bars of the cage, and Rebecca’s cobalt blue eyes looked up into mine as she took it into her mouth, wrapping her lips around it. I groaned, holding back absolutely nothing, wild sensations of pleasure exploding inside me as Rebecca tightened her lips around my manhood. She had vaguely hinted at playing with men in the past, but I had never seen her be anything except a committed lesbian. But now, as this woman I hardly knew willingly sucked my cock, staring up at me the whole time as her cheeks hollowed and her tongue teased the fat head of my member, I could see that Rebecca knew exactly what she was doing. She sucked my cock like a pro, like she was born to do it, her hands holding the bars of the cage for leverage as she pleasured me.

Behind her, Tasha watched. There was no denying that over the past few weeks, my girlfriend had seen me in some unbelievable situations, just as I had seen her in some, too. Even after everything we had done together, I had never imagined anything quite like this. I had never imagined that Tasha would kneel there in skimpy underwear, her boobs heaving and bouncing in the bra that struggled to contain them while she watched a beautiful woman suck me off.

I was getting close. And Tasha knew what that looked like better than anyone. As Rebecca kept looking up at me, kept holding the bars, kept sucking with everything she had, I saw Tasha’s eyes narrow. Reaching forward, she placed her hands on Rebecca’s shoulders and pulled her back with a great heave. I groaned out loud as Tasha pulled Rebecca’s mouth away, my wet cock throbbing in the empty air, desperate for the pleasure that had been promised it.

But Tasha wasn’t trying to deny me. Instead, she wrestled again with her lover, and this time, got the upper hand. Smiling, Rebecca allowed herself to be pulled back deeper into the cage while Tasha took her position upfront. And Tasha smiled up at me, winking for a moment before pressing her face against the bars of the cage and taking my cock in her mouth.

I groaned again. The pleasure was unbelievable as I felt another woman’s mouth around my sensitive cock. Rebecca’s mouth was new, exciting, exotic, but Tasha’s felt like home. In the last little while, my manhood had gotten so little attention, so little to enjoy, that every moment of this new adventure felt like pure heaven.

I didn’t have to hold anything back. I didn’t even try. Pleasure surged and boiled inside me, and I let out a loud cry of passion as Tasha sucked me to orgasm. My cock exploded in her mouth, and I spluttered and gasped, my juices pouring out over her chin to drop like heavy rain on her magnificent cleavage. I remembered how she had sent Rebecca that photo of her covered in my cum before, and I groaned again, this total role reversal making my head spin and bringing me just as much pleasure as I had ever gotten from submitting to the two women.

“That was fun,” Rebecca said with a grin, sitting back on her knees as I stepped back from the bars of the cage, panting with lust. Spent, my cock softened slowly, and Tasha grinned up at me as she wiped her chin with the back of her hand.

“Everything you hoped it would be?” she asked me.

“More,” I said breathlessly.

“Awww. Isn’t that sweet?” Rebecca said, placing her hand on Tasha’s shoulder. “See? It’s not all bad, being our bitch boy. But if I were you, I would make sure you use us as much as you can. Because sooner or later, you’re going to have to let us out of here. And then, guess what? You’ll be the one getting caged.”
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15. Caged

I’m not used to being in charge. I’ve never had a supervisory role at any job in the past, and now, of course, I didn’t have a job of any kind. I certainly wasn’t in charge at home, even before this crazy game of domination and submission started between me and Tasha and Rebecca. And now, I was about as far from being in charge as is possible to imagine.

I’ve always thought there are two possible outcomes when people not used to having power suddenly find themselves in possession of it. One is that they become tyrants. The other is that they tend to be too nice. I’m certainly no sadist. Sure, it was a fantasy of mine to have beautiful women in a cage, fighting to pleasure me with their mouths, but my ideas went no further than that. I didn’t get off on humiliating my captives the way Rebecca did. I just wanted their beautiful bodies to use as my toys.

So that’s what I did. Rebecca’s words certainly gave me cause for concern, and my own natural caution told me that I probably shouldn’t push things too far. After all, Rebecca was right. We could play all the games we wanted, but sooner or later, they had to end, and when they did, they would be just as powerful and sexually dominant as they had always been. Rebecca’s words were probably intended to rob me of some of the power I currently held, and I supposed that they worked for that purpose. It was sex I wanted from the two of them, and for the time being, that’s exactly what I got.

Leaving the two of them in the cage in the bedroom, I went to the bathroom to relieve myself. Then, I went to the kitchen and got a glass of water. I could feel my erratic heartbeat pounding in my head, that single arrhythmic pulse animating what seemed like my entire body. I still couldn’t believe what was happening. In the afterglow of the orgasm Tasha had given me with her mouth, it didn’t seem any more believable than it had before I came. But of course, that didn’t change the facts. The facts were that I had two beautiful and horny women caged in my bedroom, dressed in sexy lingerie and willing to serve me sexually. Rebecca made it sound like this was all Tasha’s idea, like she had used Rebecca’s attraction to her to get her to go along with it. But let’s face it: a strong-willed woman like her was never going to let anyone talk her into doing something she didn’t fundamentally want to do on at least some level. And that thought gave me another jolt of pleasure as I stood naked in the kitchen, contemplating my next move.

Rebecca was right when she said that as a man, I couldn’t be multi-orgasmic like her. I couldn’t keep on going the way she and Tasha did, their sex going on for as long as their energy kept up. After an orgasm, especially one as powerful as the one I just had, I needed time to recharge. But the reality of the situation I found myself in pressed in on me. This new adventure was completely unexpected. And for all I knew, nothing like it might ever happen again. Maybe this was the start of something truly amazing, the first chapter in a more fulfilling sex life for me as well as for my girlfriend and her lover. Or maybe it was a one-time thing. I couldn’t know. So I knew I had to enjoy it while it lasted. And as I turned back to the bedroom, the sight of the two of them caged and at my mercy worked to get my desire raging all over again.

The girls hadn’t been idle while I was away. Sexual tension was crackling in the air, the two of them clearly excited by what they were doing. I could see the two of them pressing their beautiful bodies together in the tight confines of the cage, making out. Rebecca’s hands were traveling all over Tasha’s body, and Tasha’s were doing the same, and I felt again the familiar sting of envy as I imagined the softness and ready receptivity of those beautiful bodies. Except this time, I didn’t have to be jealous. This time, I didn’t have to sit and wait and hope. This time, for once, I was in charge.

“Stop that,” I said, trying to make my voice sound commanding. Almost to my surprise, the girls listened. They peeled themselves away from each other with obvious reluctance, but they did it all the same. And I stepped forward, my cock already swollen again despite how recently I had been sucked to orgasm, and for the first time in my life I felt a thrill of cruelty and power. I was never going to be the sadist Rebecca was. I didn’t even want to be. But for the first time ever, I found I was having at least some insight into what she must feel when she took charge of people the way she did.

“Suck,” I ordered, pointing at my cock as though it was in any way unclear what I meant. And Rebecca, once again closest to me at the front of the cage, smiled at my clumsy attempts to be dominant. But all the same, she did as she was told. Sweeping her dark hair back behind her ears, she leaned forward and once again took my cock in her mouth, and once again, I was surprised and delighted by just how good she was at pleasuring a man. Maybe Tasha was right. Maybe Rebecca really was that good in bed. I really had no chance against her in that case. But standing above her with my cock thrusting through the bars of the cage, my cock inside her skilled mouth, I didn’t think about that. I focused solely on the pure pleasure it was giving me to be in charge.

But for all the intense ecstasy I was feeling, I found myself wanting more. Maybe because I didn’t know how long this might last, or if I would ever get a chance like this again. Rebecca’s mouth felt like heaven on my cock, but with some reluctance, I stepped back, sliding my manhood out of her mouth and seeing a look of surprise on her pretty face. Judging by her skills, that probably didn’t happen to her very often. But I had other desires that demanded to be fulfilled.

Climbing onto the bed, I crawled over the mattress, feeling the eyes of both women watching me. Dropping back off the bed, I stood behind the other side of the cage. Now Tasha was the closest one to me, and she swept her red curls back from her face, grinning up at me, ready to serve. As though she was pleased to be chosen instead of her friend. As though she wanted nothing more than to suck me to orgasm a second time. But I had other ideas.

“Turn around,” I instructed, trying to mimic the confidence Rebecca always had when she gave her orders. Still, I could hear the doubt and hesitation in my own voice. I just hoped the women didn’t notice.

“Face over there,” I said, pointing toward the other end of the cage where Rebecca kneeled.

“Yes sir,” Tasha said with a smile, and I felt my cock surge at her words. In the tight space of the cage, it wasn’t easy for my girlfriend to do what I told her. But she managed it in the end, climbing over Rebecca who shifted her position to make things easier until Tasha was on her hands and knees, her ass facing the end of the cage where I stood. Smiling back at me over her shoulder, Tasha backed up until her firm round ass pressed against the cage’s thick black bars, the soft flesh contrasting beautifully with the hard black steel. She knew what I wanted. It was like she could read my mind, though of course, it didn’t take a mindreader to guess what I was thinking. Crouching down behind the cage, I kneeled on the floor and guided my cock through a gap in the bars. And Tasha watched me over her shoulder as I positioned myself behind her, and she moved with me so that together we lined up, and I heard her moan softly as I slid my throbbing cock deep inside her willing pussy from behind.

Pressed back against one end of the cage, Rebecca held my girlfriend in her arms. My cock swelled inside Tasha’s pussy as I watched the two of them kiss. Even captive like this, supposedly devoted to serving my desires, the two of them couldn’t keep their hands off each other. Though of course, that only made them sexier to me, so I didn’t protest. And as I began to fuck Tasha from behind, sliding my cock joyfully into that tight wet pussy and growling with pleasure as I did, Rebecca pulled her lips away from my girlfriend’s and gently but firmly pushed Tasha’s head down.

On hands and knees between the two of us, caught between two people who desired her badly, Tasha had nowhere to go. She had no choice but to comply. Not that she would have chosen otherwise anyway. She wrapped her lips around one of Rebecca’s nipples, moaning in pleasure as I fucked her more aggressively from behind, turned on by what I was witnessing from the two women. And Rebecca moaned in pleasure too, running one hand through the dense tangles of Tasha’s red hair, guiding my girlfriend’s head to where she wanted it to go. I groaned as I watched Rebecca pushed Tasha’s head down between her legs, down to her waiting pussy. And all the frustration and shame and humiliation of the past few days spurred me on to fuck her harder, as though I could bury my feelings inside my girlfriend’s beautiful yielding body. Tasha howled in pleasure, her voice muffled as Rebecca pressed against the back of her head with one hand, grinding her hips against Tasha’s face at the same time. Rebecca and I used her together, fucking her pussy and her face at the same time. One of us theoretically captive inside the cage, one of us in charge outside. But as I was learning about Rebecca, even caged, she was still unstoppably powerful. That, I knew, was a huge part of what Tasha loved about her. And as I growled and panted and sweated at my end of the cage, I acknowledged to myself again that it was a big part of what I loved, too.

I felt Tasha’s pussy tighten around my cock. I growled like an animal as I rode the waves of her pleasure, knowing she was coming. I heard her scream into Rebecca’s pussy, and heard Rebecca’s answering moan of bliss as she felt the vibrations of my girlfriend’s orgasm deep inside her body. I was ready to explode again myself, but I held back. In one sense, all I wanted to do in that moment was cum, but in another sense, I didn’t want this latest adventure to end. And swept up as I was in a wave of pleasure, everything these cruel women had put me through up to that point seemed worth it now. If this was my reward for being a good boy, doing everything they said, it seemed worth just about any price I might have to pay. Even the unthinkable price of my girlfriend becoming the lesbian slut of a woman we barely knew.

Tasha was practically crying with pleasure as I continued to fuck her from behind. But even in the afterglow of her own orgasm, she didn’t neglect her submissive duties. She ate Rebecca’s pussy with genuine hunger, her old reluctance to do something so obviously gay completely forgotten by now. With the pleasure I knew my girlfriend was feeling, everything seemed permissible. All that mattered to any of us was more pleasure, more sex, more thrilling adventure. And with my cock buried inside her from behind, my girlfriend ate Rebecca’s pussy until the other woman exploded in a powerful orgasm.

Finally, I stopped fighting myself. I cried out at the pure force of an orgasm that left me breathless, left me dizzy, left me shaking and trembling where I kneeled on the floor of the bedroom that had once seen nothing wilder than the occasional bit of girl on top or doggy-style sex. Now, the bedroom I shared with Tasha had become the theater of these truly unbelievable scenes, and even as they were happening, I knew we would never be able to forget them. We would never want to.

Overcome with ecstasy, I slumped back on the floor. Tasha lay on the floor of the cage in a messy pile, her body soaked with sweat, her pussy spasming visibly between her legs as she tried to deal with the outrageous pleasure I had given her. In spite of myself, I smiled. There was no denying it felt good to make my girlfriend cum, especially in front of her new lover. That jealousy I still felt for Rebecca gave me something to prove, made me want to show her that while I might not have her beauty or her natural dominance, I could still give Tasha what she wanted when I had the chance. And Rebecca sat back against the bars of the cage, her breasts steadily rising and falling in her black bra, her eyes glazed over. For now, she wasn’t looking at me. Instead, she was looking down at Tasha, who seemed to have her eyes closed. Rebecca ran her hand softly through Tasha’s red curls, and Tasha sighed in pleasure, and that gesture of postcoital attraction sent another shockwave of jealousy through my tired body. Even in the cage, Rebecca knew how to flaunt her power in front of me.

“Okay, I’ll be the first one to say it,” Rebecca said, finally breaking the silence that had fallen between us. She kept her hand in Tasha’s hair as she spoke, raising her shining eyes to me. The grin on her face made her as beautiful and desirable as ever. And even as satiated with pleasure as I was, I still felt a faint stab of lust for this woman who had changed our lives completely.

“That was actually pretty good, for a guy,” Rebecca grudgingly said. And surprising even myself, I burst out laughing. It was a giddy kind of laugh, an expression of relief more than anything else. Ever since Rebecca had come into our lives, my whole experience of being around her had been one of sexual frustration, of deep desire that was never relieved. Having finally cum in her presence made me lighthearted. Even though it wasn’t her I fucked, I felt closer to her than I ever had before. Suddenly, this all felt more like a game again. A dark, dangerous, sexy game, certainly. But still a game played by consenting adults who desired one another.

“I need to pee,” Tasha said in a muffled voice, without raising her head from the floor. Without saying anything, Rebecca looked at me. I was in a good mood. Finally satisfied, finally sexually fulfilled, I was feeling generous. Besides, nothing in any of the games we played change the fact that I loved Tasha. If anything, it only made that clear to me. We could play with domination and submission all we wanted, but I never truly wanted her to be uncomfortable, never actually wanted her to suffer. Even if she couldn’t honestly say the same about me.

So I stood up. Rising to my feet, I climbed back over the cage, over the bed, moving toward the open door of the bedroom again. Standing beside the bedroom dresser, I picked up the keys to the padlock that Rebecca tossed me to start the game. I felt her shining eyes watching me as I crouched in front of the door, opening the lock, unfastening the latch, and swinging the door wide to let the girls out.

Rebecca crawled out first. My cock lay flaccid and satisfied between my legs. Still, I couldn’t keep myself from admiring the shape of her body on all fours as she crawled across the bedroom floor. She stood up, and Tasha crawled out after her. While Rebecca sat on the edge of the bed, stretching her lovely limbs to overcome the stiffness of being cooped up in the cage, Tasha hurried down the hallway toward the bathroom. I heard the door close behind her. Rebecca looked at me, and I looked at her, unable to imagine what was going on inside her beautiful head. With a jolt, I realized it was the first time the two of us had been alone together. Strange to think just how much we had done together sexually, and yet how little we really knew about each other.

“Your girlfriend’s fucking awesome,” Rebecca said. Sitting there in her underwear on my bed, having sucked my cock and had my girlfriend eat her pussy, she still didn’t seem to display even a shred of self-consciousness. It would take more than a sexy game like that, I supposed, to make a woman like her uncomfortable. If anything, her lack of discomfort was making me uncomfortable. Not for the first time, I felt almost like I was the intruder, even here in my own bedroom.

“Yeah, I know,” I said. Rebecca’s smile never faltered.

“You’re lucky you met her before I did,” she said. “Before I turned her into what she is now. Because if I had shown her back then how good it feels to be with another woman, I don’t think she would look twice at you.”

“You know what Rebecca? Fuck you,” I said, as anger bubbled up inside me. Rebecca just laughed. Almost as though that was the reaction she was hoping for. And all those warm feelings I had felt moments before, prompted by the powerful bonding hormones that follow orgasm, evaporated in the shadow of my anger.

“You had your chance to do that,” she said. “But you didn’t. Your loss. I’d take having your girlfriend eat my pussy a thousand times over a few depressing pumps from you.”

I stood there, my mouth open in astonishment. I was never certain with Rebecca how much of the way she acted was a calculated act, and how much was just her personality. From my point of view, it didn’t really matter. All I knew of the woman really was her dominatrix persona. And my momentary anger at her did nothing to diminish the powerful attraction I felt toward her. Far from it. It was a new experience for me, being angry and jealous of someone while at the same time wanting to fuck them. But these are the kind of contradictions Rebecca was expert in. This, I got the distinct impression, was what she did to everyone she encountered.

Tasha stepped back into the bedroom. Her brown eyes were shining in that special way they had as she looked from Rebecca to me and back again. Like me, she seemed a little unsure of what to say, and even of what had just happened. Even though she and Rebecca had clearly planned this all out together. Even though they had gone to the trouble to buy a cage to make my kinky fantasy come true.

But unsure of herself or not, Tasha stepped toward the bed. I felt her hand on my arm as she walked by me, and her touch reassured me. Taking me by the hand, she led me over to the mattress. She sat down, and at her urging, I sat beside her. I was sitting between her and Rebecca now, my attention all on Tasha and her beautiful smiling face. The glow in her eyes made everything okay, made my disagreement with Rebecca seem almost as though it had never even happened. As long as Tasha kept looking at me like that, as long as she kept smiling like this, everything else was ok.

And then she grabbed me.

The girls had it all planned out, all right. They had made themselves vulnerable, putting themselves in a cage, not knowing exactly how I would react, though admittedly probably having a strong idea of what would happen. But as Rebecca had pointed out, they knew that sooner or later, I would have to give them their freedom. And when I did, they would spring the trap.

Tasha grabbed one of my arms, and Rebecca grabbed the other. Together, they climbed on top of me, their combined weight pressing me back against the mattress. Lying down on top of me, Tasha reached for something hidden under the mattress, and I saw her retrieve a length of rope. Together, she and Rebecca used it to tie my wrists together and pull them back over my head, binding me to the bed frame. And my heart raced in my chest as they immobilized me. Truthfully, I didn’t put up much of a fight. In fact, this loss of control felt exhilarating. My short moment of dominance when the two of them were caged had already shown me that it’s tough being in charge, having to decide everything. Having to decide what comes next. Already, I was ready to give up control again.

But I didn’t expect what was coming next. Once the girls had me tied down, Rebecca rose up on her knees above me, placing one knee on my chest as she gloated with her hands on her hips. Tasha kneeled on the other side of me, and from my peripheral vision, I could see her smiling at me as she reached down and took hold of my cock. It was still soft, worn out by the orgasms I had had, but she held it in her hand as though savoring the feel of it while I lay helpless beneath them both.

“All right, bitch boy. You had your chance,” Rebecca said. I stared up at her, at her beautiful face smiling down at me over the swell of her boobs in her sexy bra. It wasn’t easy to stay mad at her when I wanted her this badly. No matter what she did to me. And now that I was once again helpless in the presence of the two women, I had no doubt they were about to put me through something. But I couldn’t have imagined, lying there at their mercy, just how far we were about to go.

“I told you we would cage you once you let us out,” Rebecca said. “So that’s what we’re going to do. Tasha, go get the cage. I want you to lock your boyfriend up and give me the key.”

Rebecca’s words didn’t make complete sense to me, but I didn’t think too hard about it. After all, I was too caught up in whatever strange new adventure was beginning. The cage was on the floor of the bedroom where we had left it, and it looked far too bulky and heavy for Tasha to pick up, even if she had wanted to. It wasn’t until my girlfriend rose from the bed, moving over toward the dresser and opening a drawer to retrieve something small, that I realized the full enormity of what I had gotten myself into.

“Don’t worry, baby,” Tasha said. She had all my attention now as she kneeled down beside my hips, looming over my spent cock. I still couldn’t see the small item she had in her hand, and certainly didn’t understand its significance. But they didn’t keep me in the dark for long. Tasha’s nimble fingers took the device apart, and I grunted as she took my cock in her hand, then began to carefully but firmly push my balls through the steel ring of some outrageous contraption.

“We’ll let you out now and again,” Tasha went on in what I could only guess was supposed to be a reassuring voice as she continued with her mysterious task. “You just have to be a good boy and keep doing everything you’re told, and you’ll get released now and then.”

“Speak for yourself,” Rebecca said with a derisive snort. “If you ask me, all men should have their cocks caged from birth, and a competent woman appointed to control them. If you ask me, it’s every man’s duty to do as he’s told by a woman, without hope of reward. That’s how I treat my slaves.”

“What are you doing?” I asked. But Tasha didn’t respond. Instead, she concentrated on the job in front of her, sliding a steel device down over my flaccid cock. I grunted as she pushed it down toward the metal ring around my balls, using both her hands to make it fit together. Then, I watched with a mounting sense of horror as she produced a tiny padlock and slid it through a hole in the device. The lock clicked, and Tasha smiled as she lifted her hands away. And there was my cock, encased in unyielding steel that reduced it to not much more than a nub.

“It looks so small,” Tasha said, turning to Rebecca. “Will it hurt him?”

“He’ll get used to it,” Rebecca said with a shrug. “He’ll complain, of course. They all do. But eventually, he’ll learn that his manhood belongs to us now. To me. Where’s the key?”

Tasha hesitated, just for a moment. Lying there helpless on the bed with my hands bound and my cock locked away, I gazed up at her. I didn’t say a word. It didn’t feel like there was much I could possibly say. Silently, I begged her, without knowing what for. To stop, or to continue. My head was spinning with this new development, and I had never heard of anything so insane. But I couldn’t deny the power of it. Nothing was sexier than being in Tasha and Rebecca’s power. And right away, I could see that this was just a greater extension of that, the latest chapter in the ongoing story of my submission to the total control of these two dominant beauties. I had to be crazy to go along with this, I knew. Not that the women gave me much choice. But if they had, would anything have changed? Lying there on the bed in the full flush of panic, feeling my cock already pressing against the steel of the device, I knew the answer was no.

“Sorry, baby,” Tasha said, a shy smile on her face as she spoke. And opening her hand to reveal the tiny key she was holding inside, she handed it over to Tasha. Her lesbian lover grinned broadly as she took the key from my girlfriend, slipping it into the cup of her bra and patting her boob to make it bounce as she gloated above me.

“There we go,” she said with a satisfied smile. “Now I own your girlfriend and your cock. From now on, and for as long as I decide, you’re mine. Face it, bitch boy. You’re completely fucked now.”


16. Welcome To Chastity

It didn't take a genius to interpret Rebecca's words. I could feel at once that she was absolutely right. As I lay there stretched out on the bed with my hands bound and anchored to the bed frame, I knew exactly the kind of trouble I was in. Because this whole situation was undeniably and unignorably erotic to me. And my satiety could only ever last so long. This latest expression of cruelty and dominance, this latest wild idea of Rebecca's and Tasha's was having a predictable effect on my libido. I was getting turned on. And as I did, I could feel my cock trying to swell and harden inside the steel chastity device, and my discomfort grew by the minute. The cage wasn't exactly roomy to begin with. And with my cock trying to get hard inside, it was becoming absolutely tiny.

Honestly, I was still in something of a state of shock. I had only just learned chastity devices existed, and I was learning by having one locked onto my cock by a woman I barely knew. It's not that it surprised me that Rebecca would do something like this. After all, she had proved she would do whatever it talk to make sure she got her way. It surprised me more that Tasha went along with it, although it probably shouldn't have. The past few days had shown me that my girlfriend had plenty of dominant tendencies of her own. And more than that, she would go along with whatever Rebecca wanted.

Still, it was a shock. And maybe that shock helps to explain why I lay there so passively, why I let it all happen. Then again, it wasn't like I had much choice. And of course, as I knew by now, that was hardly the whole story, either. There was still that part of me that wanted this. Maybe not exactly this, in all these specific details, but the general theme. Of domination and submission, of losing myself to the will of these beautiful women. As outrageous as this new development was, it was just another expression of that familiar theme.

And Rebecca was right. I was completely fucked. She had that air of smug satisfaction about her again, pleased with a job well done. Pleased with what she had been able to reduce me to. She sat back on her knees, smiling down at me, looking me over and enjoying the spectacle of me being effectively neutered for her amusement. Then, she turned to Tasha.

"Nothing turns me on more than caging a bitch boy's cock while his girlfriend watches," Rebecca said. "Now, if he ever wants to cum again, he needs to do exactly what I say at all times. And so do you. If you want your boyfriend to cum, that is. Maybe you don't. Maybe it doesn't matter to you. That's fine by me too, by the way."

Rebecca grinned, that same evil grin she always had when she made her little speeches like this. But her words were helping the full enormity of my situation sink in on me. It was unbelievable, yes. But it was happening nonetheless. And already, turned on as I was, I could imagine just how much power she would have from now on if she truly did have control of my sexual pleasure. I was already embarrassingly weak when it came to these women. But if she truly owned my orgasms, it felt as though she would more or less have the power of life and death over me. In my desperate arousal, it seemed just that important.

"Come here," Rebecca said. And she reached out toward Tasha. Dominant as ever, she pushed Tasha down onto the bed, making her lie down beside me. Making her lie down so that her head was right next to mine, her body pressed against me, the softness of her skin and the warmth of her body tormenting me already as I lay there in bondage beside her. Of course, Tasha let it happen. When it came to Rebecca, it seemed the word no was not in my girlfriend's vocabulary. As always, Tasha was along for the ride, more than willing to do as her dominant lesbian lover said.

And Rebecca crawled toward her. I stared up her, watching the way her boobs hung in the black bra she wore, knowing the key to my release was tucked in there somewhere. I watched her beautiful body hovering above me, addicted to her outrageous curves, unable to look away, unable to think straight when she was around, and completely unable to resist. Just like my girlfriend was.

Rebecca turned. Carefully, she straddled Tasha's face, her gorgeous ass facing the headboard of the bed I was tied to, her head facing Tasha's feet and mine. Lowering her head to look underneath her so that her short dark hair hung around her face, Rebecca smiled down at my girlfriend. She loved this. She loved every minute of it. And turning my head toward Tasha, I could see just how much my girlfriend loved her too. It was only days ago that Tasha had eaten pussy for the first time, and now, she was practically hungry for it. All kinds of confusing feelings of lust and jealousy and betrayal swelled inside me at that thought. But it didn't matter how I felt about her. All that mattered was what the girls wanted.

Rebecca lowered herself down onto Tasha's face. I suppressed a groan of frustration and desire as I watched it happen. But at the same time, I wanted this. Maybe not as much as Tasha did. But it was fucking sexy to watch Rebecca sit on my girlfriend's face, to watch those strong toned thighs envelop my girlfriend’s head and hear Tasha beginning to lap at another woman’s sex. It was a turn-on to watch as her fingers sank into Rebecca’s skin, to see my girlfriend holding onto the other woman's body as though she never let wanted to let it go. And soon, Rebecca's cries of pleasure filled our bedroom all over again, and as I lay there, bound and helpless, I knew I had no choice but to watch the whole display. To feel my cock trying to harden in the new prison Rebecca had put it in and know there was absolutely nothing I could do.

Although, as it turned out, I was wrong about that.

Rebecca rode Tasha's face, beginning to rock her hips back and forth as waves of pleasure swelled through her. At the same time, she reached down and fondled my girlfriend's breasts, slipping her hands inside Tasha's bra to tease the sensitive nipples. And soon, Tasha was squirming and writhing underneath her girlfriend as pleasure took her over. Lying there, I found myself wishing I had done more when I had them at my mercy in the cage. I didn't even know what more I could have done, or what I would have wanted to do. The body has its limits, after all. But I regretted giving these women their freedom so easily now that I could see how they turned it on me. Still, it was too late for that. There's nothing more pointless than regret.

Rebecca gasped, enjoying her latest toy while she mounted in a series of moans toward the high peak of orgasm. But it wasn't like her to leave things there. It wasn’t like her to be content with what she had, no matter how exciting and sexy and pleasurable it might be. And I heard Tasha gasp as Rebecca shifted her position, then climbed off my girlfriend's face. Moving carefully again, she shifted her legs, crawling on her knees to switch position until it was my face she was straddling.

"Go on, bitch boy," Rebecca sneered down at me, lowering her head to look underneath her body at me just as she had at Tasha. "Let's see if you can lick my pussy as well as your girlfriend can."

Her words were every bit as humiliating and shameful as they were supposed to be. Rebecca knew that would only spur me on more. And she was right about that. In my abject state of horniness, there was nothing else I could do. I raised my head from the pillow as Rebecca's pussy sank down toward me, and I heard Tasha gasp as she watched me tongue her girlfriend’s slit once again.

Rebecca's taste was still unfamiliar to me. But there was no denying her state of arousal. Her pussy was wet, dripping with her juices and Tasha’s saliva as I ran my tongue over it. I could feel the slickness of her sensitive folds as I tasted her, plunging my tongue into her as she began to moan and bark above me. I couldn't reach out and touch her beautiful body the way Tasha did, with my hands tied. All I could do was lay there. All I could do was pleasure the woman who had seduced my girlfriend away from me, who had put me in this unbelievably humiliating position.

So that's what I did.

Rebecca's pussy tightened around my town, and her moans reached a higher pitch of pleasure. At the same time, she leaned forward, and I grunted between her legs as I felt her take my caged cock in her hand. She toyed with it, running her fingers and thumb over the steel, jiggling the lock, making the whole contraption rattle as she pulled on it. And I winced as the cage grew ever tighter, as the pain of it pulling on my balls registered even in the depths of my horniness. Rebecca's movements were forceful, but it only reinforced what I feared. The cage wasn't coming off. Clearly, Rebecca knew that, or she wouldn't have handled it so roughly. And she was getting off on knowing what she had done to me, knowing the power she had. She was moaning as loudly as ever as I ate her out and she toyed with my locked-away cock, wordlessly reminding me over and over again just how completely helpless I was.

I felt her cum. I tasted it, and the hot flood of juices that spurted out of her. I heard it in the wild shriek she gave, the loud cry of pure passion reverberating between our bedroom walls. It was impossible to miss. It was impossible not to know what I had done to her, the unbelievable sexual pleasure I had given this woman who wanted nothing more than to torture me. But that was the game we played. Those were the rules. I didn't invent them. I just followed them.

Rebecca was still sobbing with the afterglow of pleasure as she climbed off my face. But she wasn't done. The events of the day still buzzed inside her brain, just as they did for all of us, and her desire was only sharpened by her recent orgasm. Barely missing a beat, barely taking even a moment to recover herself, she shifted her position on the mattress again and sat back down on Tasha's face. This time, she turned around, gripping the headboard as she positioned herself with her knees on either side of my girlfriend’s head. Once again, Tasha received her gratefully, her pretty face becoming a throne for this goddess to use for her pleasure. Tasha's hands wrapped Rebecca's thighs, and her warm brown eyes gazed up at her lover as she slid her tongue over her dripping pussy, and Rebecca gave us both that evil little smile of hers as she purred in pleasure, pressing her pussy down on my girlfriend's face while her bright blue eyes looked into mine.

"You know what? Your girlfriend's only eaten pussy a few times, but I think she's already better than you," Rebecca said. "One more thing you're just not very good at, bitch boy. I mean, really, what use are you? You can't fuck. Especially not now I’ve locked your cock away. You’re ok at eating pussy, but not as good as she is. I'm really having a hard time justifying keeping you around."

She paused for a moment, a moment in which the only sound was the wet noise of my girlfriend's mouth moving against her sex. Rebecca was faintly breathless with pleasure, but that didn't stop her keeping up her teasing monologue.

"I guess you should work on your domestic skills," she went on, her eyes half closed now as she smiled down at me. "Maybe you’ll make an ok houseboy. You can cook and clean for us and do our chores, at least. Since you're totally sexually inadequate, I think it will be a good way for you to make yourself useful. You can be our little maid. Yeah, that's right. Our little horny, sexually frustrated maid, locked away in chastity, whose only sexual outlet is to watch his superiors fuck."

Rebecca moaned then, swept away with pleasure by her own twisted fantasy. And she wasn't the only one. Underneath her, I heard Tasha moan as well, the sound muffled by Rebecca's pussy resting on her mouth, but not drowned out completely. Did it turn my girlfriend on to hear her lover talk this way? If so, it shouldn't surprise me. I already knew just how much Tasha loved it when Rebecca ordered me around. Still, the depths of cruelty this adventure had revealed in my girlfriend remained a source of mystery and wonder to me. And, let's face it. A massive turn on, too.

"You can help me pick out sexy outfits and lingerie for your slut girlfriend to wear," Rebecca went on. "You can help us bathe and dress to go on dates. You can keep house while we’re away and get the place ready for us to come back and have the kind of sex you'll only be able to dream of from now on. Yeah, that sounds good to me. I mean, it's not like you have a job anyway. You're not contributing in any way. So you may as well acknowledge that your girlfriend is the breadwinner and head of the household. Your role is to be a sweet submissive maid whose only job in life is to make us girls happy."

I could hear Rebecca's mounting pleasure with every word she spoke. I could hear Tasha drinking down her juices as she licked the other woman's pussy. I could feel the bed shaking underneath us as Rebecca trembled, as Tasha trembled, as I trembled for different reasons, lying there beneath her and feeling ready to go mad with your frustration and jealousy. And before long, Rebecca had another greedy orgasm. Another wave of sexual pleasure flowed through her gorgeous body, and the bedroom vibrated like a bell to the sound of her ecstasy. She squirted her juices all over Tasha's face, and Tasha lapped them up greedily, drinking down the secretions of her lover.

Rebecca sighed happily. She was a woman who loved being in control, and it was hard to imagine being more in control than this. She had us both right where she wanted, both of us reduced to her oral pleasure slaves. And not for the first time, her stamina impressed me, her sheer outrageous libido, as she crawled off Tasha's face and climbed back onto mine. Just like with Tasha, she faced the headboard this time, looking down at me as she pressed her pussy against my mouth, her eyes meeting mine to drive home the act of service I was performing for this cruel witch. I could see the cruelty shining in her eyes, the disdain on her beautiful face as I ran my tongue over her pussy again. I didn't need her to remind me what a pathetic spectacle I must make. I didn't need those flashing eyes shining above me to prove to me how unworthy I was. But they had that effect anyway. In the circumstances, they couldn't fail to.

"Look at you, you little whore," Rebecca snarled as I licked her. "You should feel lucky I even let you do this. You need to improve your pussy licking game if you want to be of any use to me. You had your chance to fuck me, and I don't think you'll ever get another one. But if you want to lick my pussy, you need to get at least as good as your girlfriend is at it. After all, she's a lot sexier than you. You'll need to really improve your skills if you still want a place in my bedroom."

And the worst part was that I did, and she knew it, just as well as Tasha did, lying beside me and not saying a word. Being used like this by Rebecca was torture. But it was the most delicious and thrilling torture imaginable. It was making my whole being vibrate with submissive pleasure to be talked to like this, to be used like this, and the tightness of the steel chastity around my cock only reinforced my helplessness. This was all a game, yes. But it seemed to become more real every time Rebecca came to our place. She had always had this incredible power over me, over both of us. But now, it felt like she was completely unstoppable. It felt more real than ever. As though my life really would be devoted to pleasing her in these sexually deviant ways. And that made desire flare inside me again, made me tremble with sheer lust as I groaned beneath her.

Reaching down between her legs, Rebecca seized a handful of my hair. She pulled on it savagely, making me wince as I continued to probe her dripping slit with my tongue. Her knees gripped my head, squeezing my skull between them. As though, on the brink of orgasm as she was, her cruelty spiked to a whole new level. But it didn't matter. I kept on licking, and soon, another cry of ecstasy was torn from her, making the bedroom air vibrate with desperate passion.

As her climax ripped through her, Rebecca finally crawled off my face. She slumped on the bed beside me, my bound body lying now between her and Tasha. I could hear her breathing heavily, panting with the force of the multiple orgasms my girlfriend and I had given her. Maybe, just maybe, we had finally found a limit to this goddess’s sexual energy.

But I was wrong about that, too.

"Where’s your strap-on?”

Rebecca half turned on the bed as she spoke, rolling over onto her side. She was talking to Tasha, propping her head up on one hand to look over my body that lay between the two women. But at the same time, her other hand found my caged cock, toying with the steel device idly while she spoke. And Tasha raised her head to smile across me at her lover.

“In the drawer over there,” Tasha said.

Letting go of the cage, Rebecca rolled away from me. She climbed out of the bed and stepped toward the drawer that Tasha indicated. As she pulled it open, her smile deepened, and she reached inside to produce the toy. I had had no idea it was there. But when I saw Rebecca pick it up, I knew what her intentions were. And so did Tasha. I looked over at my girlfriend to see her eyes shining with delight while she watched Tasha slide the strap-on into her own body, the small protrusion on the inside spreading those wet lips apart and making her purr in pleasure as she felt the toy enter her. She tightened the black straps around her hips, pulling the cheeks of her ass a little higher on her gorgeous body as she tied everything down. Then, the fake black cock swaying with every movement she made, Rebecca climbed back onto the mattress. I felt her movements transmitted through the springs as she crawled over toward us both. Tasha sat up, knowing she was about to be used by the dominant lesbian, and welcoming it. And as confident as ever, Rebecca gave her orders.

“Over here. On all fours like a bitch in heat. Get that ass over here. That Said. Over his face. I want him to see every moment of this.”

Tasha just giggled in response. And she did as she was told. Turning so that she lay across the bed, positioning herself on all fours, her knees on one side of my head, her arms on the other. Kneeling behind her, Rebecca took hold of my girlfriend’s big round ass and delivered a stinging slap to Tasha’s left cheek, then her right one. And Tasha moaned in submissive pleasure, ready and waiting for her lover to take her.

Taking the fake cock in her hand, Rebecca teased Tasha’s pussy with the thick head, running it up and down my girlfriend’s dripping lips. Tasha moaned again, pressing her hips back, her whole body radiating with her desperation to get fucked by the other woman. But Rebecca teased her with it a little while longer, letting me watch it all from below, mere inches away from what I wanted and couldn’t have.

“God, you’re so wet, you slut,” Rebecca chuckled. “It’s nice to know you want me so badly. Go on, Tasha. Be a good girl and beg for this cock. Nice and loud so your boyfriend can hear.”

Tasha didn’t even hesitate.

“Please, Rebecca,” Tasha said. As she spoke, she lowered her head down to the mattress, as if hiding her face could possibly hide her shame. But I knew from experience it couldn’t. “Please fuck me, Rebecca, I’m begging you! God, you’re so fucking sexy. This is so fucking hot. Please, Rebecca, give me that big hard cock!”

“Such a slut,” Rebecca laughed, shaking her head as she spoke. And from below, I watched as her hand moved down over Tasha’s ass, toward her pussy, two fingers sliding over the moist lips to make my girlfriend moan and squirm. Rebecca slid her fingers inside Tasha’s pussy, letting her feel what was coming next. And then, while Tasha continued to moan as though she would die if she didn’t get fucked right that minute, Rebecca withdrew her fingers. Reaching down, she offered them to me.

“Lick it up,” she ordered. “I want you to taste the pussy you Can Have. I want you to taste how wet I make your slut girlfriend, bitch boy.”

Tasha sobbed wordlessly in desperate arousal. And Rebecca’s blue eyes burned into mine, staring down at me like two distant blue stars. I hesitated, but only for a moment. I knew I had no choice. Besides, the blood was roaring in my ears, shockwaves of arousal spreading through me, and I was ready to do anything. I opened my mouth, and Rebecca grinned triumphantly as she slid her fingers inside, and just as she had promised, I tasted Tasha’s arousal on her fingers

“Suck them,” she sneered. As I wrapped my lips around her digits, Rebecca slid them in and out of my mouth, pressing them against my tongue to make sure I could taste every drop of what she was doing to Tasha. And by the time he pulled her fingers out of my mouth again, they were completely clean, every trace of Tasha’s juices gone.

Leaning forward, Rebecca spat on Tasha’s pussy, and I heard my girlfriend moan again. The extra lubrication was hardly necessary; from where I was, I could see the juices glistening on my girlfriend’s sex and running freely down her inner thighs. But Rebecca was thorough, taking her time. Wrapping her hand around the base of the fake cock, she leaned forward and spat on that too, and some of her saliva missed and landed instead on my face. From the way she smiled, I had no doubt that it wasn’t accidental. But as always, there was nothing I could do except lie there and take it.

Finally, Rebecca positioned herself behind Tasha. Holding the fake cock again, she guided it into Tasha’s pussy. Tasha yelped and howled like an animal, pressing her body back desperately, crying out as she felt the big toy spread her wet lips apart. It sounded like she was in heaven, like she had never experienced such a feeling of blissful fullness as her girlfriend fucked her with the toy.

Rebecca held Tasha’s hips and drove the cock deep inside her, making Tasha scream. She pushed the toy all the way inside, until her body was pressed against Tasha’s from behind so that the dildo was buried all the way inside my girlfriend’s pussy. Then, still holding Tasha by the hips, she slid the toy in and out. And just as we all knew she would, Tasha began to moan and scream, greedy for the attention, greedy for the shared feelings of pleasure the other woman was giving her.

The wet sound of their sex filled the bedroom, combined with Tasha’s moans and cries. Lying beneath them, all I could do was watch. I could smell their sex, could feel the stray beads of moisture dropping onto my face as Tasha’s orgasmic juices coated Rebecca’s invading toy. And before long, the motion was getting to the dominatrix, too. Soon, she was crying out in pleasure just as my girlfriend was as the inner end of the toy rubbed inside her pussy, driving her toward yet another orgasm.

It was torture. It was incredible. It was beautiful and heartbreaking and humiliating and frustrating all at once, and I could hardly believe how tight the steel chastity device felt against my cock as I pathetically tried to harden at the sight. But the steel was no more yielding or merciful than the woman whose idea it had been to lock it on to me. There was no escape. The sounds of pleasure rang in my ears, reminding me bitterly of what I couldn’t have as Rebecca once again fucked my girlfriend. And I thought of what she had said, of what use these two women might find for me in the future now that my role as a sexual partner had been completely usurped, completely eliminated. I thought of the terrible power Rebecca now had, that my girlfriend had been all too willing to give her. I thought again about the truth of her words, about just how fucked I now was. And while the women screamed together in mutual bliss, while the noise of their orgasms shook the walls of our bedroom, I lay there passively in full acknowledgment that my life was never going to be the same again.


17. Teased By His Girlfriend

“Oh, poor baby.”

Tasha lay down on the bed beside me as she spoke. Maybe her concern was genuine. Or maybe I detected a faint hint of mockery in her voice, and her words. Maybe both. In some ways, my girlfriend was harder to read than Rebecca. Rebecca’s kinks might be dark and deviant and wild, but it was pretty clear what she desired above all things. Power. Being in charge turned her on, and making us lesser mortals bow to her will was Rebecca’s chief delight in life and main source of sexual gratification. For Tasha, it was more complex. I loved the girl, and I still hoped that she loved me. That meant I had a certain claim on her pity, especially in the new situation I found myself in. But Tasha also had her dominant side. Tasha, like Rebecca, also got turned on by making me bow to her will. Maybe not to the same extent her dominatrix girlfriend did, but more and more seemingly with the day. She might well feel sorry for me, with my cock locked in inescapable steel chastity. But I felt pretty sure that the thought of it also turned her on quite a lot.

“Does it hurt?”

“All the time,” I said.

I was lying naked on the bed, except for the shining silver cage locked onto my manhood. My cock and balls were aching even more than usual from some futile attempts to remove the cage. Ever since the girls had locked it on me, as soon as I had had a moment to myself, I had tested the device to see if I could remove it, and invariably found that the answer was no. Rebecca wasn’t joking when she said that she owned my cock, that I no longer had any outlet for sexual pleasure except through her. Removing the device, I could tell, could cause me serious injury. The only way to get out of it was to get Rebecca to unlock it. And after she had had her fun with Tasha and with me, she had gone home, taking the only key with her. Ever since then, I had been the sexual prisoner of a woman who wasn’t even there.

“Probably because you’re trying to get hard And It all the time,” Tasha said. She swept her red curls back from her face, her eyes gleaming as she looked at the steel device between my thighs. “Rebecca said it only hurts when you try to get hard.”

“Well I don’t exactly have a lot of control over that, do I?” I said. And Tasha giggled in response. She reached forward, running her fingers over the flawless steel that encased my manhood, making that increasingly familiar pain bloom inside me again as my cock once again tried to harden to her touch.

“That isn’t helping.”

“No, I guess not,” Tasha said softly. “And I bet the way I’m dressed isn’t helping much, either.”

“No. It isn’t.”

It wasn’t. Tasha giggled again. She loved knowing what she was doing to me. She had come home from work, following her lover’s rules about dressing sexy for the office. I had helped her into that black dress that very morning, had zipped up those knee-high boots with their pointed toe and tall high heel. I had fastened that bright red belt again around Tasha’s narrow waist, emphasizing the hourglass figure the dress flaunted. I had wanted her then, and I wanted her now. And knowing that I couldn’t have her, knowing that even if Tasha had been willing to have sex with me, we couldn’t without Rebecca’s permission, made my head spin with pure humiliation and wild desire. Looking at my girlfriend’s smiling face, it seemed obvious it was doing the same to her.

“Must be torture for you,” Tasha went on, her fingers still sliding over the senseless steel while I moaned and gasped beneath her. It was torture, all right. As though even this, even this touch I couldn’t feel through the cruel steel, was worth something to me.

“But then again, look at this house,” Tasha went on. “I mean, it’s spotless. You could eat off these floors. You have to admit, this has really refocused you on your duties around the house, hasn’t it? I mean, I guess you have nothing better to do. You just have to channel all your sexual energy into cleaning. Honestly, it kind of makes me wonder how much time you wasted jerking off in the past.”

“And whose fault is that?” I said. But Tasha simply laughed again in answer.

“I know. I drive you crazy. But it’s fucking sexy, isn’t it? You have no idea how much it turns me on to be at work all day, knowing you’re back here, thinking about me. Fantasizing about me. Especially now you can’t even masturbate. Knowing that you’re this ball of constant sexual energy for me to come home to. God, I’m so wet at work all day. And then there’s Rebecca, looking at me the way she does, like I’m a tasty little snack she wants to devour. It’s too much. I barely get any work done these days. All I can think about is sex.”

“At least you can have it,” I said.

“Yeah, I can. Lots and lots of it. As much as I want, with Rebecca. And she’s so fucking hot. She’s so good in bed. I mean, you know that. Although I guess you’re never going to get to fuck her. That’s a shame. You’d really enjoy it. But she’s even worse than me. She really gets off on knowing you want her and can’t have her. I know it’s super weird, but I know exactly how she feels, too.”

Just as Tasha said, I was a quivering ball of desire, a tight knot of sexual frustration, ready to be used. Ready to be exploited. Tasha might not have Rebecca’s practiced dominance, her genuinely sadistic nature. But she wasn’t oblivious to how to use the power she did have.

“It’s a shame we can’t have sex right now,” Tasha said, smiling sweetly at me as she continued to toy with the cage. “I’m really horny. I could really use your cock inside me right now. God, it would feel so good for both of us. Just imagine it. Just imagine my tight pussy clamping down on your cock. Imagine fucking me so hard, making me scream. That would feel so good right now, wouldn’t it?”

“Tasha, please, stop,” I groaned. But her smile never faltered.

“It’s just too bad, isn’t it?” She said. “Just too bad you can’t have what you want. But that doesn’t mean we should both have to suffer, does it? I think you should probably do your job and get me off. After all, you don’t want me telling Rebecca that you’re not serving your girlfriend properly, do you?”

She giggled again as she spoke. This was all a great big joke to her. Maybe I would’ve found it funnier too if I were the one who was able to get sexual release. But I wasn’t. I was the one who had to suffer. I was the one who got teased and humiliated. And knowing that deep down, I wouldn’t have wanted it any other way didn’t do nearly as much as you might think to take the edge off the suffering my girlfriend and her lover were causing me.

But still, I did as I was told. Again, I had the feeling that my body was almost moving by itself, readily doing what my brain already knew could only make things more difficult. I rolled over toward Tasha and took her in my arms, and she smiled with deep satisfaction as she felt my hands on her body. I held her close as I reached around behind her, reaching for the zipper of her dress. She nuzzled her face against my neck as I peeled the dress off her, unwrapping her like a Christmas present. The dress clung tightly to her, but I pushed past the resistance, peeling off her sexy office outfit to reveal the beauty underneath. As Tasha kicked her way out of her dress, I saw again the seamless bra and thong panties I had put on her that morning, underwear designed not to show under a dress that clung provocatively to her body. My girlfriend might be enjoying her newly discovered slutty side, but that didn’t mean there were no rules at all. And her breasts fell free of her bra as I unfastened it and slid it down her arms, and her panties slid easily off her hips as I pull them down too, and just like that, she was naked except for her boots.

Seeing her wearing nothing but that sexy footwear made her seem somehow more than just naked, sending shock waves of excitement racing through my body. But I had a job to do. And I no longer had even the hope of release to motivate me. No matter how good a job I did of pleasing my girlfriend now, I would get nothing in return. At least, not right away. Maybe in some dim and distant future, a good performance today might convince Tasha to have pity on me and let me cum. Then again, I thought to myself with another bitter stab of jealousy and desire, it wasn’t even up to her. It wasn’t my girlfriend who had the power to grant or deny me orgasm, as ridiculous and humiliating as that would have been. It was Rebecca who I really had to impress. And by the dominatrix’s own admission, that was going to be a very hard thing to do.

But Tasha was right, in her way. It certainly wouldn’t help my case if my girlfriend was displeased with me. At the same time, maybe I was just making excuses for my obedience again. Because truthfully, I wanted to do this. I wanted more, far more, too. If this was all I could have of my girlfriend, the only participation allowed me in her unbelievable beauty, I would take it.

And wrapping my arms around her body, I slid toward the edge of the bed. Tasha turned, watching me with a smile as I sank to the floor on my knees. She spread her legs, her leather boots shining as she placed the heel of one on my shoulder, digging slightly into the skin. And I leaned forward, taking her lovely thighs in my hands, practically trembling with deep desire as I began to lick her pussy.

It was something I did a lot. To be fair, it always was. I always enjoyed it. I’ve heard of guys who are reluctant to go down on their partners, and I never really understood it myself. But now, this simple sex act had become loaded with extra meaning. Now, it was like a show of my submission, of my sexual inferiority, of my new role as a sexual servant to superior women. Which of course, made it hotter than ever.

More and more these days, Tasha was leaving behind any trace of self-consciousness she might once have had. There was a time when she probably would have felt guilty for doing this to me. For taking her own sexual pleasure while knowing I couldn’t have any of my own. But those kinds of feelings seemed to be becoming more and more uncommon. In one way, I welcomed that. Tasha was never hotter than when she was being demanding and selfish and dominant. Still, it was strange to see a transformation in the woman I loved. Strange to see her responding to Rebecca’s wild game in such an enthusiastic way. Tasha was all in, committed now to this new lifestyle, and something told me that even if I had wanted to go back to the way things were, that might no longer be option. Tasha had promised that she would always respect my boundaries, that anytime this all got too much, I only had to say the word, and we would stop. And I believed her. But if I took that nuclear option, what would remain of our relationship? We would still love each other. I felt confident of that. But would Tasha ever be able to go back to just regular sex with me, knowing now what she knew? Would she be able to live without the wild orgasms Rebecca drew from her body, and the ones I drew, too, when I served her like this? It was glaringly obvious that Tasha was getting a taste for being in charge, but more than that, she was getting a taste for seeing me submit. A subtle distinction, but an important one. Neither of us were ever going to be able to forget what had happened in our bedroom over the past few days. And I had the worrying feeling that Tasha would never be able to do without it now that she had experienced it.

Even more worrying was the feeling that I would never be able to go back, either.

Still, there’s no quicker way to rob the present of its joy than to focus obsessively on the future. I didn’t know what lay ahead for Tasha and for me and for our relationship, and neither did she. Right now, I had a beautiful and kinky and dominant woman to please with my mouth, and Tasha, for all her sins, was worthy of my complete attention.

I plunged my tongue into her pussy and heard her loudly moan in pleasure. I tasted her free-running juices, knowing her arousal was heightened by having spent all day looking like the office sex kitten. My cock throbbed furiously inside the cruel chastity device, trying uselessly to harden even though I knew it was pointless. I hadn’t had an erection since Tasha had locked the device on me, and I wasn’t going to get one until Rebecca decided to release me. I was constantly reminded, every minute of every day, of the ferocious power these women had over me, and that only made it worse, turning me on even more, making me want them even more and making the chastity cage seem even tighter than it already was. It was a vicious circle I was caught in, a kind of psychological trap, and not for the first time, I wondered how many men had fallen victim to the same trick by Rebecca. If I’m going to be honest, I should acknowledge that in its own way, that thought, too, gave me a little stab of faint jealousy.

But Tasha squirmed and writhed on the bed in front of me, and the taste of her pleasure flooded my mouth, and I knew I had a job to do. A job I wanted to do, even after everything these women had put me through. I could feel the way her thighs trembled under my hands, and I knew that Tasha was getting close, and even in the depths of my sexual shame, I took some weird pride in that. Her passionate cries filled the bedroom air as I flickered my tongue over her sex, playing her body like an instrument that produced this beautiful symphony of sex while I kneeled and worked and focus everything on her instead of me.

I felt her cum. How could I not, with my face between her thighs, my tongue buried in her wet slit? I felt her cum and heard her scream and felt renewed pain in my cock as it once again pointlessly tested the strength of the cage that contained it. The pain radiated out from my lower body, merging once again with the powerful arousal I felt, until I began to feel like I could no longer tell the difference between one and the other. I couldn’t escape the humiliating recognition that my pain was her pleasure, that knowing pleasing her was hurting me added a delightful thrill to my newly sadistic girlfriend’s sexual bliss.

As she sighed in pleasure, I backed off. Still caught up in desperate desire for her that I knew was destined to be unfulfilled, I couldn’t keep my hands or my mouth off her. I kissed her thighs, licking up the juices of her orgasm that shone on her skin, feeling as though nothing had ever tasted quite so amazing to me as that. And Tasha shuddered and sighed above me, squeezing her own breasts, her eyes closed as she luxuriated in the powerful sensations I had given her for the moment. Alone, finally,  he inr solitary bliss. A resident of some realm I could only hope to one day reach without knowing how or when such a gift might happen.

Tasha opened her eyes. I sat back on my knees, gazing up at her. Her shining leather boots seemed to frame her pussy as it glistened wetly in front of me, vibrating with the residue of orgasm and teasing me with my own complete impotence. Tasha’s red curls fell away from her gorgeous face as she raised her head from the mattress to peer down at me over the swell of her delicious breasts. She always looked so radiant, so unbelievably desirable. And in my state of total frustration, she looked more beautiful than ever.

“This is so fucking kinky,” Tasha said redundantly. After all, I was right there. I was just as caught up in all of this deviant sex as she was, just as amazed at what our sex life had become. She didn’t have to tell me how unbelievably arousing this was, or how shocking it was that two regular people like us had stumbled into such a world of twisted desire. But the words seemed to burst out of her, like something that needed to be voiced, and I just nodded as I kneeled on the floor at her feet.

Tasha sat up. Her breasts bounced with her movement, her tight nipples protruding from her chest and calling out to me as I stayed where I was on the floor. Every inch of her body screamed of sex, every slight movement or facial expression making me want her even more, if such a thing were possible. And maybe that wild desire showed on my face as I watched her, because Tasha seemed to know it. Her sexual confidence seemed at an all-time high as she pushed herself up, finally sitting on the edge of the bed, her boots now on the floor close to my knees. Reaching out, she ran her fingers through my hair, smiling down at me, and I couldn’t miss the way her eyes dropped to look at the steel cage locked on my cock. And I didn’t miss the way it made her smile more to see it, too, the reminder of my frustration and desire and sexual inferiority.

Raising a foot from the floor, Tasha tapped the pointed toe of one boot against the metal of the chastity device.

“Tasha, please,” I growled. But I knew even as I said it that it wouldn’t be nearly enough to stop her. She just smiled as though I was complaining at nothing, as though my moans were meaningless. As if I didn’t really want her to stop. Maybe she was right about that. Maybe she understood better than I imagined the bind that I was in, wanting any contact from her, no matter how much it hurt. Over the course of the last few days, my girlfriend had proven to be far more attuned to the complicated psychology of kinky sex than I had ever imagined she would be.

“Go get the strap-on,” Tasha said, her face lighting up as she spoke. Fear bloomed inside me, fear at what might be in her mind. And Tasha’s smile never faltered as she looked down at me from her lofty perch on the bed we bought together.

“Go on, do it,” she said, playfully tapping her foot against my cock again. “Do as you’re told. You’ve been a very good boy this evening. Don’t ruin my report to Rebecca by misbehaving now.”

I drew a deep breath and let it out as a sigh. Her words were deeply condescending, of course, and they were meant to be. That didn’t mean they weren’t effective. It didn’t mean they weren’t true. With my cock throbbing mercilessly in the tight cage, I was terrified of Rebecca being displeased with me, of Tasha giving her any kind of negative report. That put me in my girlfriend’s power just as much as it did in her lesbian lover’s. And so, almost trembling with fear and nervousness, I rose to my feet, feeling Tasha’s glowing eyes following my every movement as I went to the drawer where she kept her favorite sex toy.

I picked up the black strap-on dildo and brought it over to the bed, handing it to Tasha. She took it from me without a word of thanks, looking up at me with a challenging stare as she held the toy in her hands. I saw her twist it, and realized she was unscrewing part of it. The part that went on the inside, the part I had seen Rebecca slide into her own pussy before fucking my girlfriend. I hadn’t known until that moment that it came off. But clearly, Tasha did.

Setting aside the inner dildo, Tasha handed the rest of it back to me. I blinked in confusion, still not understanding. But Tasha had it all figured out. Maybe Rebecca had put the idea in her head, or maybe she had come to this all by herself, but it hardly mattered at this point. All that mattered was my girlfriend had found a new way to get sexual pleasure while completely emasculating and humiliating me, and we both knew that how addictive she found that.

“Put it on,” she said. “I want you to fuck me, and this is the only way you can do it unless Rebecca says otherwise. Go on, be a good boy. Don’t pretend you don’t want to fuck me, too.”

Of course I did.

“Of course I do,” I said, making Tasha giggle. Sweeping her red hair back from her face, she moved on the bed again, sliding back across the mattress. The heels of her boots caught in the sheets as she moved, but her eyes never left me as she watched me press the base of the strap-on against my lower stomach, right above my caged cock. I couldn’t believe what I was doing, but I did it all the same. I struggled with the straps but finally figured out how to fasten them around my hips the way I had seen Rebecca do.

And just like that, I had a new cock, a black silicon weapon that I had seen Rebecca use on my girlfriend so many times, and had now replaced me in an even more real sense than before. My own caged cock Locked tiny beneath the solid black tool, and I felt my cheeks burning with deep shame. But of course, that was the point. Tasha beckoned me onto the bed, and unable to resist, I did what she wanted. I climbed onto the mattress, moving on my knees, and she spread her legs wide for me, and I ran my hands over the leather of her boots, over the soft skin of her thighs, moving toward her as she parted her legs for me, her dripping pussy shining in front of me like the gateway to paradise that I could taste and touch and fuck but could never really have the way I wanted to.

“Let’s see if you’re as good as Rebecca when you use her cock,” Tasha said. And her words lit a fire of jealous rage inside me. Probably that was the point, but in that moment, I just did what came naturally. I moved forward, lifting Tasha’s legs up as she yelped in delight, and I plunged the thick cock deep into her pussy, making her scream with wild pleasure.

Her earlier orgasm had her well-lubricated, and the toy slid inside her with no problem at all. I watched in desperation, seeing her wet lips spreading eagerly as she took the toy inside, seeing her eyes close and her breasts rise and her mouth open as she emitted a long groan of ecstasy. So much of what she did these days was calculated to tease me, to drive me wild with desire, but somehow, I had the sense that this was all too real. That it really felt that good to have me bury the big toy inside her, and even better to know that no matter how hard I fucked her with that, I could never cum myself.

That rage was building inside me, and I channeled it all into physical motion. I held her legs tightly as I plunged the toy inside her, rocking my hips back-and-forth until my caged cock and balls swayed and swung beneath me, the steel toy tapping against Tasha’s body with every thrust. She howled and squirmed on the mattress beneath me. I felt her hook her legs around my hips, the leather of her boots creaking against itself as she pulled me in closer. Sweat bloomed on my brow as I leaned over her, pressing my mouth against hers, inhaling her moans as she made them, feeling her mouth spasm and tremble against mine. My tongue invaded her mouth as the toy invaded her pussy, and I reached down and grabbed a handful of one of her bouncing breasts, and I felt Tasha squirm even more as I plucked at the swollen nipple and sent shockwaves of pleasure racing through her beautiful body all over again.

When she came, the force of her orgasm took me by surprise. I sat back on my knees, feeling her spasming pussy clenching around the toy as though it were trying to pull it off my body, straps and all. She screamed like a banshee, giving herself over completely to her wild passion, and I watched it all with that same jealous rage burning inside me but with a strange sense of detachment about it all. Because yes, I wanted Tasha to cum. Yes, I loved seeing her like this, loved being the one to make her scream like that. But at the same time, my aching cock remained locked away, rejected and ignored, while this unfeeling silicon toy got all the action I was missing out on.

“Oh my God, fuck me, Matt,” Tasha breathed, without opening her eyes. She was so aroused, so wanton, so desperate. So lost in lust in a way I had never seen before Rebecca came into our lives and changed absolutely everything. But the silicon toy was tireless, unlike my own inadequate flesh. And that jealous rage was still burning inside me, with only this as its outlet for expression.

So I fucked her. I fucked her again, and I fucked her again, pounding that toy into her dripping pussy over and over and making her scream and howl and explode in orgasm over and over again. Neither of us counted her eruptions of pleasure, her spasms of bliss. But we didn’t stop until she was completely exhausted, until the bed was soaked with her wetness and my sweat.

And then, when my cruel and dominant girlfriend had finally had enough, she told me to put the toy away. As I removed it and set it down, then turned to her, I saw that she was already fast asleep.


18. Rebecca’s New Rule

A week went by. One of the longest and certainly the most sexually frustrating week of my life. And every day, I did my duty, performing the new tasks the women in my life decided it was now my job to perform. My cock strained inside the unyielding chastity device as I helped Tasha shower, worshiping that beautiful body with my hands while desire raged unabated within me. Every day, I helped her get dressed, helped her pick a new sexy outfit so that she would look hot at work for her lesbian lover. Every day, while Tasha was at work being sexually harassed by Rebecca and loving it, I stayed home, cleaning and keeping house and feeling absolutely pathetic as I waited for my girlfriend to come home. And then, when she finally did, Tasha would tease me remorselessly. Most nights ended the exact same way: with me going down on Tasha until she exploded in orgasm, then the two of us going to bed together. I would lie there awake while she slept soundly, tired out by the pleasure I had given her. And I would hold her body close to mine, even knowing it could only hurt me.

In a way, not having my key set Tasha free. She couldn’t release me even if she wanted to. All she could do was what she was doing, make me pleasure her with my mouth or my fingers or with the strap on, without even the possibility of reciprocating. It freed her from responsibility. It freed her from having to feel guilty about what she was doing to me. I had noticed before that there was a kind of genius in the things that Rebecca did. There was most definitely a method to her madness, a deep grasp of the complex psychology of desire and domination and submission that you would never expect just looking at her. I mean, she was sexy as hell. There was no denying that. And she had that confidence that radiated off her, that made her seem like someone you probably shouldn’t cross. But you would never guess that she was so wrapped up in these deviant sexual games, that she was such a gifted dominatrix. But she was. And in her own way, even when she wasn’t there, she was training Tasha to be the same. Maybe especially when she wasn’t there.

The days went on in that maddening pattern, and each one was harder than the last. Without any real outlet, my arousal just kept growing. I had never been so turned on in my life. There was a constant sexual pressure, a deep and unrelenting itch that never went away, no matter what I did. It was worse when Tasha was there, of course. Worse when I was on my knees with my face between her legs, or on top of her with the cruel strap-on tight around my hips, fucking her while she screamed and my own cock went completely ignored and denied. But even in the middle of the day, it was there, the ever-present feeling of unrelieved desire. I couldn’t stop thinking about Tasha and Rebecca. After all these years with my girlfriend, it was starting to feel like I was obsessed with her.

And as I made my way around the house, performing my few chores, I couldn’t escape my girlfriend. I did her laundry, and my fingers shook as I picked up her panties, knowing where they had been. I cleaned her sexy outfits and hung them back in the closet for her to use again, and at the same time, felt that wild stab of jealousy to know that she was at work being ogled by Rebecca and everybody else at the office. I cleaned the glasses she used, seeing the marks of her lipstick on the rim and remembering how much more subdued her makeup used to be during the day, how much more casual her clothing. Another unnecessary reminder of what Rebecca had turned her into, the office sex kitten. The office slut. That was what my girlfriend was. She was openly cheating on me with a woman who owned my cock, and there wasn’t a minute of any day when I could get away from that humiliating knowledge.

In a way, the chores I performed around the house were a welcome distraction. They didn’t stop me thinking about the situation I was in or how desperately I wanted my girlfriend, but they at least gave me something to do. Somewhere to channel all that frustrated sexual energy. The apartment had never been so clean. I cleaned it top to bottom every day, just because I had nothing better to do. And Tasha made no secret of the fact she was pleased with my work. Pleased, too, with the new direction our relationship had taken. And why shouldn’t she be? She had me at home all day, keeping the apartment immaculately clean, then practically begging to pleasure her sexually when she came home with no hope of reciprocation. As far as I could tell, from Tasha’s position, there was nothing about this new lifestyle not to like.

And therefore, not much chance she would ever want to change things.

And as slowly as the days passed, they did pass in the end. Hour by hour, the weekend crawled toward us, and as it did, I felt an increasing sense of nervousness. I didn’t ask what we would be doing. By now, it barely even occurred to me that I might have any input. Instead, I was a passive participant even in my own life, just waiting to see what my girlfriend decided we would do with our time. And what her lover decided we would do, too.

On Friday morning, I helped Tasha get ready as usual. I showered her gorgeous body, wincing with pain as my cock tried to swell inside the inescapable cage, and Tasha acted like she didn’t even notice, but I knew that she did. I knew it was all adding to the charge of sexual desire she felt herself, fueling the bubble of erotic excitement she went around in these days. So did I. The only difference was, she got to cum. She got to cum more than she ever had before, in fact. Our sex life had never been as busy as it was now, with my girlfriend having multiple orgasms every single night. It was just me that remained denied.

Once Tasha showered and had done her heavy makeup, she stood in the bedroom and let me dress her. Today’s outfit was another tight sleeveless dress, the black fabric accentuated by two white bands that ran down the sides of the dress, creating a kind of optical illusion that emphasized her already impressive hourglass figure. The neckline was high, but with a deep teardrop-shaped cutout in the front that exposed her magnificent breasts, the tempting cleavage I longed to bury my face in. Just like Rebecca liked to do, I thought with a shiver of jealous outrage. But there wasn’t time for that.

Circling back around my girlfriend, I pulled up the long golden zipper that ran along the curve of her back, holding the dress together. I dropped to my knees and slid a pair of black patent leather pumps onto her feet. As always, she looked spectacular. As always, I felt great and desperate desire for her as I gazed up at this goddess who stood above me, seeming to grow in stature and beauty while I shrank beneath her. Tasha smiled down at me dreamily, her eyes glowing with pleasure, her pink lips lifted at the corners by a sly smile. And I kneeled at her feet, naked except for the chastity device by her command, so that she could never forget the predicament I was in. She could never forget why I served her so readily, and how desperately I desired her, and it turned her on as much as it turned me on. Unable to help myself, I leaned forward, kissing the bare skin of her lower leg while she giggled above me.

“Rebecca’s coming around tonight,” she said as she stood above me. Her voice was soft, but I heard every word as though it was stamped onto my brain. It was what I expected, and what I feared and longed for the same time. I felt a thrill race along my spine as though some unseen hand had dumped a bucket of cold water over me where I kneeled on the bedroom floor.

“Okay,” I said carefully.

“Best behavior… bitch boy,” Tasha smirked. She didn’t often call me that. It was a term Rebecca used far more, another way to humiliate me and remind me of my place. But somehow, coming from the painted lips of the woman I loved, it was so much more shameful. And I stayed on my knees, where it was more and more starting to feel like I belonged, as Tasha turned without another word and strutted toward the door of the apartment, her body swaying from side to side in her tall high heels, her every curve mocking me with my complete impotence until she disappeared through the front door and left me behind in my lonely turmoil, to clean and wait and wonder what would happen next when my two dominant mistresses got together to tease and humiliate me again.

****

As always, the house was spotless by the time Tasha came home. When I heard her key in the lock, I sprang to my feet. I had been sitting on the sofa, my work done for hours, watching TV and trying not to think about what was coming. An impossible task. But now it was here, and I was ready. No one had told me to be naked except for the chastity device around my cock that I couldn’t remove. But I was anyway. I had worn clothes during the day, but had taken them off when I knew the girls wouldn’t be far away. I knew what was expected of me, what was required. And some cringing submissive part of me wanted to obey. Or at least wanted to please. I could still remember the reward they had given me, the way they had locked themselves into a cage and let me use their bodies however I wanted. From the way Rebecca talked, it sounded like I would never be granted such an incredible blessing again. But you never know. Hope springs eternal in the heart of a true submissive, and even if I didn’t want to think of myself as that just yet, it was hard to deny the truth. These women had a hold on me that exceeded anything I would ever have imagined, and every day I spent in their power made the next one seem somehow more normal. Or acceptable. Or right, as though I really did deserve this treatment somehow. As though being male made me naturally inferior to them and dictated my place should be at their feet. That’s not to say it didn’t bother me, or to say I wasn’t ashamed of the position I found myself in. I still was. But day by day, I could feel the fight draining out of me, the will to resist crumbling as my desire ceaselessly grew. Just like the women wanted, I knew. Rebecca always gets what she wants.

Tasha came around the corner of the apartment from the front door and stepped into the living room. The sight of her in that tight dress and high heels sent the predicted growl of lust through my body as my eyes danced over her, taking in the swell and curve of breast and hip and thigh that had been hovering in my mind all day, but somehow could still never quite compare to the real thing. But I managed to tear my eyes away from the vision of beauty Tasha had become to look at Rebecca as she followed my girlfriend into the living room.

Rebecca was wearing a blazer dress. The dark pinstripe fabric clung to her body as though it had been made just for her, matching the black lustre of her hair as it swung around her shoulders, framing her beautiful face. The front of the dress was low enough to show the beginnings of her breasts pushing against the fabric before the double-breasted buttons on the front held it tight around her. The dress ended just a little above her knees, her bare legs disappearing into a pair of high-heeled ankle boots, and as she stood in front of me, smiling that wolfish smile, I had to confess internally that she had really nailed the sexy corporate look. What she was wearing wouldn’t be inappropriate in any office, but that didn’t mean she didn’t look amazing in it. Then again, I had learned for myself that Rebecca looked amazing in just about anything. The woman could make a garbage bag sexy if she wanted to.

And as she stood there in front of me, her cobalt eyes glittering, I felt again that shiver of fear and desire and shame I always felt, magnified by her presence. My girlfriend’s girlfriend. The dominant lesbian who owned my cock. The woman who had a power over me that I had never imagined anyone would have, that I had never even thought would be possible until a little over a week ago when she locked my cock away in chastity. Rebecca owned me, and every line of her body along with the smile on her lips and the glow in her eyes served to remind me that she knew that. She stood silent in my living room as though she owned the place, her body seeming to radiate a dark energy that changed the atmosphere in the room just by her being in it. She was magnificent. There was no denying that. And there were times, in the depths of my captivity, when the shame and frustration and physical loneliness got too much, that I almost succeeded in persuading myself that I hated her for what she had done, to me and to my relationship with Tasha. But I didn’t. I couldn’t. I couldn’t stay mad at her when she had made my girlfriend so happy, when she had unlocked this wild kinky side to our relationship. And I couldn’t fully hate her, in part, because I wanted her too badly.

“Hello, bitch boy,” Rebecca smiled, saying the words as though she enjoyed the way they tasted in her mouth. “I hope you’re well rested, because I’m going to be staying all weekend. I have a bag by the door. Go fetch it and put it in the bedroom, but don’t look inside.”

“Okay,” I said uncomfortably, stepping forward to fulfill my orders. I didn’t look directly at either woman as I walked past them, but from the corner of my eye, I could see the way Rebecca looked at Tasha, and how Tasha looked back at her. I didn’t need to look at their pretty faces to imagine the expressions they wore. I could imagine Rebecca looking smug, saying without words ‘I told you so’ as she effortlessly dominated me once again. As she proved to my girlfriend once again, who was already well aware, just how easy it was to boss me around and turned me into their pathetic servant.

Over by the door, I found Rebecca’s bag. It was heavy as I picked it up and carried it into the bedroom. Of course, I was burning to know what was inside. But I didn’t dare open the zipper. Our apartment was small, and it would only take a couple of steps for either woman to come and discover what I was doing. Still, my heart beat faster in my chest as I pondered the possibility that the key to my chastity was hidden somewhere inside. Was there any chance of me being freed this weekend? Was there any way my submissive obedience would get me the mind-melting pleasure of orgasm? I didn’t know, because I wasn’t supposed to know. I was supposed to wonder, to feel this fear and doubt and hope and let it propel me into being the best bitch boy I could be.

So I did.

I set the bag down and returned to the living room, awaiting further orders. Rebecca smoothed her dress as she sat down on the sofa, crossing her long legs, one high heel bobbing in the air as she smiled at me. And Tasha did the same. In her high heels, she tottered over to the couch, her already-tight dress growing even tighter around her as she sat down beside Rebecca. Obsessed with my girlfriend as I was, even the sound of her dress sliding over the skin beneath as she sat on the sofa was enough to make me breathless with desire. The way her red curls tumbled across her shoulders as she turned her face to the other woman was enough to make my heart leap into my throat. The spell Tasha’s presence wove over me was different from that of Rebecca. Softer. Brighter. Less threatening. But it was no less potent. In some ways, it might even have been more effective. I wanted Rebecca sexually, but that was it. Tasha, on the other hand, I both wanted and loved. And those complicated feelings where never more acute than at moments like this when I stood naked in front of two fully clothed women and waited to see what they would make me do next.

“Drinks,” Rebecca ordered, clapping her hands together. Tasha giggled as I nodded and hurried to the kitchen. After all, I knew my role. These sessions always seemed to start the same way, even if the ending was always different. Both Rebecca and Tasha got off on having me serve them, on bossing me around. Every time, it was like they had to restart the game with another act of obedience from me. That was okay. I knew there were far worse things I could make me do, and probably would.

In the kitchen, I poured two glasses of wine and brought them to the waiting women. One by one, I handed them their glasses. They clinked them together in celebration of another wild weekend, and took a drink. And I stood there, saying nothing, a human statue awaiting further orders while the girls chatted and laughed.

“The place looks good,” Rebecca said, her dark hair shining as she turned her head to look around the apartment.

“I know. It’s spotless,” Tasha said with a smile. “I mean, he has nothing else to do all day but clean it. I have to say, I really had some doubts when we locked his cock away. I wasn’t sure I would be able to deal with it. But you were right. The fringe benefits are pretty amazing. I come home every day to a spotless house, and I never have to lift a finger. I can make as much mess as I want, knowing he’ll have it cleaned up by the next day.”

“Just like a bitch boy should,” Rebecca smirked. Taking another sip of wine, she turned toward me. Her eyes flickered over my body, looking me up and down, seeming to flash dangerously as she glimpsed the steel cage locked around my cock. Then, she raised her eyes back to mine before she spoke.

“Your girlfriend and I have been talking,” Rebecca said. I didn’t take my eyes away from Rebecca as she spoke, but in my peripheral vision, I could see Tasha shift position on the couch, plucking nervously at her tight dress as she sat even closer to Rebecca so that the women’s bodies pressed together. I knew how much it turned her on when Rebecca took charge. I knew how sexy my girlfriend found it when Rebecca flaunted her unquestionable control. And knowing it was turning Tasha on, knowing that under that tight dress, her beautiful body was getting excited, made me dizzy with desperate desire. But I tried to focus on what Tasha’s lover was saying to me, while my cock raged and throbbed in its tight steel prison.

“Clearly, you’re having no luck finding work,” Rebecca went on. “Another thing you’re not very good at, I guess. A real man supports his woman. Then again, I guess we already knew you’re not a real man, didn’t we? A real man would never let me fuck his girlfriend while he gets nothing. Real men have cocks. You don’t. That cock in that cage belongs to me, and you just look after it for me, don’t you?”

I didn’t want to answer her insolent question. I knew what she wanted me to say, and why she wanted me to say it. And even if it was true, that didn’t make it easier to admit it. In fact, if anything, it made it much harder to acknowledge the reality I was living. But Rebecca’s eyes were like polished steel as they stared into mine, and beside her, I could feel Tasha watching and smiling, her cleavage rising and falling in the cutout at the front of her dress as she breathed. The faintest flicker of a smile showed on Rebecca’s lips as Tasha placed her hand on the other woman’s thigh, just where the hem of her dress met the bare skin. As usual, the air in our apartment was crackling with sexual tension thanks to these two women. And my will to resist, never exactly all that strong to begin with, melted away in Rebecca’s cool stare.

“Yes, Rebecca,” I mumbled, feeling my cheeks burning with desperate shame. Rebecca chuckled at my response, and Tasha laughed out loud, her long red hair swaying around her face as she leaned forward, giving me an even better view of the cleavage in the top of her dress and taking the opportunity to slide her hand a little higher on her lover’s thigh.

“So I’ve decided you should stop,” Rebecca went on. “Stop wasting your time looking for work. Trying to pretend to be a real man when you’re clearly not. Instead, accept your destiny. Tasha is doing great at work, and there’s probably a promotion coming her way. She already earns enough to support you both. You’re going to have better things to do.”

“She wants you to be like my house husband, honey,” Tasha blurted out, as though she could no longer keep the words inside. Her eyes were shining with excitement, her face lit up with a smile, and my heart vibrated in my chest to see her so happy, even though I knew it was at my expense. In a flash, I wondered just how the two of them had cooked this plan up between them. They spent long hours together in the office. In fact, given that we had to sleep, Rebecca spent more time with Tasha than I did, at least on the weekdays. They had plenty of time to plot my demise. Still, it made me feel strange to think of them discussing my fate in the office while I stayed home, oblivious to what they were planning.

“No. Not a house husband,” Rebecca said. That devilish smile was back again, her eyes locked on mine as though to drive her point home as she spoke to me. “You’re going to be mine and Tasha’s maid. A submissive little slut who has no thought in his silly little head except cooking and cleaning and keeping us women happy while we go out and work and take on the world. A nice role reversal, don’t you think? I mean, I’ve already taken your cock away. You may as well accept that you have no say in what happens from now on, and instead devote yourself to pleasing us. And this is how you do that. You accept your role gratefully and acknowledge us as your superiors.”

It was another of her little speeches, her grand pronouncements that set my teeth grating. But they would have been a lot more tolerable if they didn’t have the ring of truth about them. Rebecca was right, of course. I opened my mouth to protest, but I already knew there was nothing I could say. My cock was locked away indefinitely, and even Tasha couldn’t free me. When we started this game, my girlfriend had promised it would end the moment either of us wanted it to, the minute it became too much. But I wasn’t sure Tasha could follow through on that promise anymore. Rebecca had taken that power from her, just as she had taken all power from me.

And it was incredible.

My cock raged in its prison, my heart rising in my throat, and I felt scared, but I also acknowledged that what Rebecca was proposing wasn’t much different to what was already happening. It was just an acknowledgment of the truth. I had worked all my life, since I was a kid, and the thought of not doing that anymore wasn’t the worst idea in the world. Yes, it was just as emasculating as Rebecca intended to be, just as deeply humiliating as it was supposed to be. But she was right, too, that I hadn’t had any luck in finding a job anyway. What she was suggesting was really just a continuation and acknowledgment of the status quo.

“It’s going to be awesome, babe,” Tasha said. She leaned forward again as she spoke, and I wondered if she knew how it made her cleavage bounce in the front of her dress. At the same time, I didn’t miss how her hand continue to slide up Rebecca’s thigh, under her dress. “It gets me so hot thinking about you at home doing all the chores and keeping house for me. That’s what I want. I want like a 50s style relationship, except with me being the guy and you being the little housewife. It’s such a fucking turn-on. You know it will be super sexy, too.”

I didn’t say a word. There was nothing I could say. Because deep down, I didn’t doubt the truth of Tasha’s words. My cock was aching for freedom inside the chastity cage, and it was impossible to deny to myself that as strange as it was, these women were offering me a very exciting lifestyle.

But Tasha didn’t seem to need any reply from me. Turning to Rebecca, she smiled. Then, sliding off the couch, she sank to the floor. Her tight dress restricted her movements, but that didn’t stop her crawling to kneel at Rebecca’s feet. The gold zipper of the dress I had put on her that morning flashed as she moved, and Rebecca smiled, her eyes staring right into mine as she uncrossed her legs.

I saw my girlfriend push Rebecca’s dress up higher on her thighs, and I gasped in frustration and shame, but I didn’t say a word, and Rebecca’s smile of triumph never faltered. She swept Tasha’s hair back from her face, holding it loosely at the back of her head in one hand, and my girlfriend greedily plunged her face between Rebecca’s thighs to eat the pussy of her lesbian lover, and Rebecca held my eyes the whole time, making me watch every moment of my latest sexual humiliation.


19. Making A Maid

Rebecca moaned. Her head lay tilted against the back cushion of the sofa, her long white throat exposed, contrasting with her black hair and the black of her blazer dress as she trembled against the sofa cushions. Knowing my role, I stood and watched, my hands balled into useless fists at my sides, my equally useless cock throbbing and raging inside the tight confines of the steel chastity device to which Rebecca had the only key. There had been no mention of that. No mention of freeing me while Rebecca told me how my life was going to be from that point forward. But it was always there, the undertone to every conversation, the unspoken elephant in the room. The source of her sexual power over me, a power Tasha had no qualms about borrowing to make me do her bidding when Rebecca wasn’t around. And the hourglass shape of my girlfriend’s body in her tight dress as she kneeled on the floor and pleasured her girlfriend was just driving home the humiliation, the rage and disgrace and the last I felt as I stood there watching it all.

Rebecca came. Her eyes were closed, her mouth open, her cries and screams projected at the ceiling of our apartment. And between her legs, I heard Tasha greedily slurping up the juices that poured out of the other woman’s pussy. Until a few weeks ago, my girlfriend had been completely straight. Although she was capable of appreciating the beauty of another woman, she had never expressed the slightest desire to have sex with one. Now, it was like she was as addicted to Rebecca as I was. Just as desperate to make the other woman cum as I felt myself, but with more opportunity to do it than I usually got. My girlfriend was eating Rebecca’s pussy as though it was her last meal, and Rebecca glowed with pleasure as she sat on our couch, savoring the sexual obedience of both of us as she took her selfish pleasure.

Her eyes opened. She raised her head, and smiled at me, her cheeks flushed with orgasm driving home the jealousy I felt as I watched her. Her teeth shone between her red lips, and I saw something predatory in her gaze. Something wild and terrifying and heartbreakingly beautiful. Something that, not for the first time, made me want to be devoured. But after all, it wasn’t like I had much choice either way. Rebecca was going to eat us both up. We had given this woman control of our sexuality, and in doing so, had given her control of our relationship to. Talking honestly, I have to admit that neither of us had yet come to seriously regret it. But there was always that uncertainty, that fear, a natural reaction to giving anyone this kind of insane power. The kind of power that turned Rebecca on so much.

“Good girl,” Rebecca said, beaming down at Tasha as she finally tore her eyes away from me. Reaching down between her legs, she gently pushed Tasha’s face away from her pussy. Tasha sat back on her knees, her high heels pointing back toward me from under their delicious curve of her ass, gazing up at Rebecca like a puppy desperate for approval. I couldn’t see her face from where I stood behind her, but I could imagine it with perfect clarity, and there was something heartbreaking about seeing that expression of eagerness to please directed to anyone who wasn’t me. Still, I knew I had to get used to it. My place in Tasha’s bed had been usurped by Rebecca for weeks now, and there was no going back. As the women went to great lengths to remind me, Tasha would rather eat Rebecca’s pussy for hours at a time than play with me. And even though I knew it, even though I was constantly reminded, it never failed to make my hackles rise every time I thought about my own inferiority. And yet there was the dull ache of my cock throbbing relentlessly inside the chastity device to remind me of what I already new. That nothing was sexier to me than when these women didn’t need or want me at all.

Rebecca swung her leg over Tasha’s head and slid toward the front of the sofa. Leaning forward, she took Tasha’s chin in her hand, tilting my girlfriend’s face up toward her. From where I stood, Rebecca’s shining eyes were hidden by half-closed lids, but I could still see that smile on her face, kinder now, more indulgent, as though she were talking to a favorite pet as she addressed my girlfriend.

“Time to do what we talked about, Tasha,” Rebecca said. “Come on. Help me with him. Then we can have some real fun.”

Tasha nodded. Her red curls bounced where they streamed down her back as her hand moved. Turning on her knees, she rose to her feet with some difficulty, the dress keeping her legs together as she pushed herself upright. There was a devious little smile on her beautiful face as she turned toward me. Rebecca took her hand, and I watched Tasha help Rebecca rise to her feet too, and there was no mistaking the air of menace that had entered the room.

“Help you with what?” I asked. But I didn’t really expect an answer. And none was forthcoming. Women like that didn’t have to explain themselves to men like me. Women like that, like Rebecca especially, did whatever they wanted. It was for men like me to deal with the consequences, to find a way to please these goddesses no matter what it took. And I felt nervous as the women circled around the coffee table to stand in front of me, as each of them reached out and took one of my hands in both of theirs. But after all, I knew this was part of the game. It wasn’t for me to refuse.

“Come along,” Rebecca said briskly as she turned toward the bedroom, still holding my hand and using it to pull me along after her. “We need to get you ready for your new role.”

“Come on, baby,” Tasha said, smiling at me as she pulled on my other hand. “You know the rules. You might not like this next bit, but you know you have to do as you’re told if you want a reward. Someday.”

Both women giggled at that. But I couldn’t keep my cock from throbbing painfully inside its cage again as I remembered the last time I had been granted a reward. A vision of the two of them in their underwear, locked up in a cage in my bedroom for my use, flashed through my mind, driving my desire to another unignorable peak. I knew I was being manipulated, how easily the two of them were playing me. But that didn’t make it any less effective. Mute and numbed and resigned to whatever might come next, I allowed Tasha and Rebecca to lead me down the short hall of our apartment toward our bedroom.

Once we were inside, Rebecca let go of my hand. Tasha continued to hold my arm, though, squeezing it against her body. I tore my eyes away from Rebecca for a moment to look at her, and my girlfriend smiled encouragingly up at me, her breasts bouncing in the top of her dress as she hugged my arm. But I didn’t smile back. I was too nervous for that. And I turned back to Rebecca to watch her blazer dress rise higher on her body as she bent over the bag I had carried into the bedroom, unzipped it, and reached inside.

Straightening up again, she turned, showing us both what she had brought. And I felt Tasha’s fingers tightening around my arm, her warm body pressing itself against mine even more forcefully as she shrieked in outraged laughter.

In one hand, Rebecca was holding what looked like a garment. It was small and black and shiny, and as I peered at it, it looked like it was made of some kind of glossy rubber material. My heart quickened in my chest, my cock aching in my chastity device as I wondered what sexy outfit Rebecca had in mind. She certainly had a gift for that. But I quickly forgot all about that when I saw she held in her hand. A tiny key that I recognized straightaway. The key to my chastity device.

“I’m not going to unlock you, bitch boy,” Rebecca said, slowly and clearly, as though she knew she needed to make an effort for her words to be heard over the roaring in my ears. “Not yet. But I want you to know that I have the key here, and if you’re a very good boy, you never know. Maybe I’ll take pity on you. But that means doing everything we say. Which means putting this on.”

As she spoke, Rebecca slipped the tiny key into the pocket on her dress. At the same time, she shook the rubber outfit at me. My mouth felt dry as I stared at her in astonishment. It hadn’t even crossed my mind that it was meant for me. Rebecca smiled as she stepped forward, holding the outfit up in front of me, and I felt my cheeks burning with bright red shame as I saw what she had planned for me. It was a maid’s outfit, but a long way removed from a real one. Made of black latex with a white latex apron on the front, it was about as fetishistic an outfit it was possible to imagine. And the tiny dress would’ve looked amazing on a body like Rebecca’s, or Tasha’s, and my cock throbbed even at the thought of how they would look dressed up in it. But it wasn’t for them. It was for me. The most ridiculous and feminine outfit imaginable, and Rebecca wanted to see me in it.

“No,” I said instinctively, shaking my head before I could even think about what I was doing. I felt Tasha’s hands tighten again on my arm, and Rebecca’s eyebrows climbed her smooth brow.

“No? That’s a funny word to hear from a guy whose cock I own. I guess you just don’t want an orgasm that bad. Okay, that’s fine. You don’t have to be our sexy little French maid. You can just refuse, and I won’t unlock you for… Oh, I don’t know. How does six months sound?”

“No!” I said again. This time, it wasn’t defiance but fear that gave strength to my voice. And Rebecca smiled that evil smile she had, knowing she had me beaten before the contest had even really begun it

“Well, then you know what you have to do, don’t you, bitch boy? You have to wear your little uniform and do as you’re fucking told. This is going to be very uncomfortable for you, but don’t worry. You’ll get used to it. Because from now on, whenever I come around, I expect you to be wearing your maid’s outfit and ready to serve unless I decide otherwise. Come on, Tasha. Give me a hand with this.”

At my side, Tasha released her grip on my arm and stepped closer to her lover. Setting aside the dress, Rebecca half-turned, and I watched with desperate desire as she unbuttoned her blazer dress and slid it off her body. Underneath, she was wearing a sexy black lingerie set, the push-up bra holding her breasts high on her chest where they jiggled and bounced with every move and the panties barely concealing the pussy between her legs, that my girlfriend had just licked in the living room. Setting down her dress, Rebecca turned back toward the bag and reached inside, grabbing a clear plastic bottle. She squirted some viscous fluid onto her hands, then handed the bottle to Tasha, urging my girlfriend to do the same. Rebecca rubbed her hands together, smearing liquid over her skin, looking me up and down. Then, without another word, she stepped closer to me and began to rub her hands over my chest.

The feeling was electric. I’ll admit that. I was terrified of what was about to happen, and a large part of me wanted to run. Another part of me wanted to fight, while eyes still could. I was bigger and stronger than either of them, and though there were two of them, I figured I still had a chance. I knew where the key to my chastity was, for once, in the pocket of Rebecca’s dress that lay discarded on the bed. I could push her aside and take it for myself and free myself from this ludicrous situation. And the fact that I didn’t was maybe the most damning thing of all. Maybe the most revealing of how I truly felt about the insane situation I found myself in. I still had a chance. I could still say no, could still resist, could still free myself. But I didn’t. Because Rebecca’s hands ran over my chest, covering my skin with lubrication, and as Tasha stepped forward, I felt hers on my back, gliding over the skin in a similarly sensual way. Just like their beauty, just like their sexual confidence, their touch wove a perilous spell over me, and almost immediately, I felt myself falling into it. I felt what tiny amount of defiance I had evaporating at their touch, and I trembled as Tasha’s hand went between my legs, smearing my thighs with lubrication, brushing against my caged cock. I stood there and took it, and the strongest urge I had to resist was not to grab the key and free myself, but to grab and hold one or both of these women. I wanted them both so badly. And knowing I wasn’t allowed, knowing there was nothing I could do even if I held them in my arms, fueled that raging fire of frustrated desire and shame inside me.

Once the girls were finished, my skin was glistening and covered in lubrication from knee to chest. Wiping off her hands with a tissue, Rebecca turned to the bed and picked up the latex dress. Stepping back toward me, she handed one side of it to Tasha while she held the other. Between them, they pulled on it, the black fabric squeaking as it stretched open in front of me and the girls held it at knee height.

“Step into it,” Rebecca said. She was smiling again as she spoke, secure in her confidence and domination of me again. And why shouldn’t she be? My body seemed to obey her all on its own. I barely had time to think before I was raising my foot, bending my knee, stepping one foot at a time into the embarrassing garment. And when I slid inside it, the girls worked together to pull it up my body.

Right away, I could see why they needed lubrication. The rubber was unbelievably tight, and it seemed to want to cling to my skin everywhere. Rebecca swore, and Tasha laughed, and together, they wrestled it into place, sliding the shining rubber over my skin while I stood there feeling completely helpless. They ordered me to slide my arms into the short sleeves, and I did. While Tasha pulled the dress up over my shoulders, Rebecca stood behind me and fastened the zipper, pulling the clinging latex even tighter around me. It felt like I was wearing a condom over my whole body, and the high collar of the dress felt uncomfortably tight around my neck. It clung to my chest, squeezing softly but unrelentingly, like a giant rubber band wrapped around my ribs. It was squeezing my thighs, too, the kneelength skirt pressing my legs together. As I looked down at myself, trembling with humiliation, I could see the bulge my caged cock made in the front of the skirt, under the white latex apron. And Tasha, stepping back to take in the sight of me in my new outfit, burst out laughing, the sound of her hilarity hardly lessening the embarrassment I felt at being dressed up like this.

“Now, the accessories.”

Still in her underwear, Rebecca turned to her bag of tricks and pulled out a few more items. I recognized padded leather cuffs like the ones she had used before, only this time, the leather was hot pink. She gave one to Tasha, and together, the two women buckled the cuffs around my wrists. My heart pounded in my chest as I waited for them to bind my hands behind my back, but they didn’t. At least, not yet. Instead, Rebecca picked up a heavy leather collar the same pink color as the cuffs and fastened that around my neck. And while Tasha hooted with laughter, I passively let her lover do it, all will to resist drained out of me. All I could think about was the possibility of release, the possibility of some future reward from these two women. After all, I told myself, they had already humiliated me more than enough. What was one more ridiculous humiliation set against everything the two of them had put me through?

Once she had the collar and cuffs on me, Rebecca returned to her bag. I saw her lift out a short corset, made of black silky material with two swirls of hot pink down the sides. In a way, it resembled the white swirls on Tasha’s black dress, and idly, I wondered if that was deliberate. Not that it mattered. Tasha couldn’t stop laughing as she watched Rebecca stand behind me again and wrap the corset around my torso. I gasped as she pulled it tight, tugging on the laces to draw my stomach inward.

“Nobody’s going to mistake you for a real girl. Not with those shoulders and flat chest and those hairy legs,” Rebecca said thoughtfully as she continued to lace up the corset while my girlfriend laughed at me. “The legs, at least, we can do something about. The rest of it, not so much. But this will give you a more feminine shape, at least. Come on, bitch boy, suck it in. Don’t you want to be pretty for your mistress?”

Tasha howled with laughter as Rebecca mocked me. And I felt myself growing breathless as the corset grew tighter, but I didn’t complain. Finally, Rebecca tied it shut behind me, and I squirmed on the spot, shifting my weight from one foot to the other, trying to adjust to the most restrictive outfit I had ever worn. Behind me, I heard Rebecca fasten a zipper over the laces at my back, and then I froze at the sound of a menacing click. A small weight bounced on my back as Rebecca lifted it and let it fall.

“A padlock,” she said in explanation, although no one had asked. “Just like your chastity device, the uniform doesn’t come off unless I say so.”

Watching, Tasha sat down on the edge of the bed, crossing her long legs and raking her red curls back from her face. She was thoroughly enjoying this, thoroughly enjoying the show. I tried to focus on that and not my abiding shame as Rebecca took my wrists in her hands and pulled them behind my back. I heard more clicks, and as Rebecca released her hold on my hands, I could feel that she had clipped the cuffs I wore to steel rings at the back of the corset. There were more at the front, I could see, low down just above the bulge of my caged cock. Unclipping the cuffs again, Rebecca had me raise my wrists toward my neck, and demonstrated to Tasha that the cuffs could be clipped to my collar, too. Then she released me again.

“Those are all things we can do, bitch,” Rebecca said as she circled around to stand in front of me again. Her breasts rose and fell in her black bra, her eyes shining with that malicious delight they always did, and behind her, I could feel Tasha watching from the edge of the bed, thoroughly enjoying the spectacle of my total emasculation by her lesbian lover. “But for now, I want your hands free. After all, how are you supposed to serve us when you’re tied up? Now, get out of here. Go make yourself useful somewhere else while I fuck your girlfriend. Can he cook?”

“He can make a couple of things,” Tasha shrugged as Rebecca turned toward her.

“Then go make us dinner,” Rebecca ordered. “Go prepare us the tastiest meal you can, because I think I’m going to have an appetite once I’m done with your slut girlfriend. You’ll be judged on your performance, of course. If you want to earn a release this side of Christmas, you better make the best dinner you can and serve it like the pathetic slutty little maid you are.”

Tasha laughed again. That laughter was quickly becoming the soundtrack to my total humiliation, but also to my throbbing desire. I stood for a moment, as though in shock, still astonished by everything that happened. Even though Rebecca had proven her dominance to me over and over again, even though she had ably demonstrated that she could do whatever she wanted with me, this latest outrage had taken me completely by surprise. Still, I had let it happen. And I was still letting it happen. I was locked into a maid’s dress, being ordered to serve the woman who was fucking my girlfriend, and my cock was raging and throbbing inside my ridiculous outfit, reminding me just how sexy this all was.

The dress squeaked as I moved. The tight skirt pinned my legs together like a thick rubber band, forcing me to take smaller steps as I moved toward the door.

“Look at that ass,” Rebecca said, making Tasha laugh again. “It’ll look even better once we get him in some high heels, but that will come later. For now, he’ll do just as he is. Now, you little cunt-tease, it’s time to get you out of that dress and onto my cock.”

“Yes ma’am,” I heard Tasha say behind me as I shuffled through the door and headed to the kitchen. My skin was burning with shame, the rattling rings on the corset and on my cuffs and collar the soundtrack to my total disgrace. But I did as I was told. I headed to the kitchen, grabbing the ingredients for a casserole I knew how to make out of the pantry. And the whole time, my heart was pounding in my chest, my cock was throbbing in the chastity cage, and my shame and humiliation were burning inside me with an unstoppable flame as I did my best to cook in the ridiculously restrictive outfit they had made me wear.

And all the while, I listened. From the bedroom, I could hear muffled noises. The sound of my girlfriend undressing, or the sound of Rebecca undressing her. It went on for a long time. My perception of time was always warped, especially when we played games like this, the sexual frustration and deviant pleasure making hours feel like days and days feel like minutes. But still, as I focused on my cooking, I could hear the muffled sounds of movement around the bedroom going on for long time. Now and then, I heard Tasha’s voice raised in laughter, or Rebecca’s voice saying something I couldn’t quite catch. And that thought of the two of them together haunted me the way it always did. I tried to prepare myself for what was coming, but I knew there was no way I could really do that. And whenever I thought might be starting to get used to my new situation, Rebecca inevitably found some new way to disgrace and humiliate me further. Like this. The tight dress restricted my movements as I hurried around the kitchen, never letting me forget for a moment just how enslaved I was.

And then, I heard it. The long languid sounds of Tasha’s voice raised in pleasure as her girlfriend fucked her. Soon, I heard the rhythm of their sex floating down the hallway toward me, the headboard of our bed banging against the wall. Then, Rebecca’s voice joined Tasha’s, the symphony of feminine pleasure that haunted my dreams wafting through our small apartment again while I toiled in the kitchen like a lowly slave. Hard to believe our neighbors hadn’t complained by now, after all the noise we had made over the past few weeks. The walls of the apartment building were paperthin, and I didn’t doubt that our neighbors could hear my girlfriend getting fucked, and I trembled with further humiliated desire as I wondered what they thought when they heard, like now, the voices of two women joined in sexual pleasure.

I listened. Not that I had any choice. Tasha and Rebecca were making enough noise that I couldn’t possibly fail to hear them as I cooked and tried to clean up the mess I made as I went, knowing it would be my job anyway. I heard Tasha cry out in orgasm, and I closed my eyes for a moment, as though it could possibly help me not to see the startlingly clear image of her beautiful face locked in a rictus of sexual ecstasy. And then, just a moment later, I heard Rebecca cum too, and just like that, the sounds of their sex tailed off, the two of them finally satisfied.

After a moment, I heard footsteps in the hallway. The sound of high heels coming toward me. I hardly dared raise my head, but from the corner of my eye, I saw someone walk past me, a kind of black blur passing by the door of the kitchen on the way to the living room. I wasn’t surprised when I heard Rebecca’s voice summoned me to appear before her.

She was alone. Rebecca sat on the sofa of our living room, one foot on the floor, the other raised and propped up on the couch cushions. She had changed. She was wearing shiny black boots with silver buckles up the side, with wicked heels and platforms that added inches to her height. The boots rose to her knees, clinging tightly to her calves, but they were matched by the black pants she wore, made of the same clinging and glossy latex fabric as my dress. Above that, she wore a corset, plain black, that pushed her creamy breasts high on her chest and emphasized her demonic curves. Above that? A silver chain hung around her slender neck, and my heart skipped a beat in my chest as I saw a key hanging down to nestle in her dramatic cleavage. There was no doubt what that key was for. My cock throbbed painfully in the chastity device at the sight of it, my freedom so temptingly close and yet so far away.

“Kneel,” Rebecca ordered imperiously, pointing to the floor in front of her. Without hesitation, I did as she said, sinking with some difficulty to my knees with the dress tight around me. As I kneeled, I couldn’t miss the strap-on cock she was wearing, the straps wrapped around her hips and the toy projecting from between her legs, shining with Tasha’s creamy juices against the black silicon.

“You are such a pathetic bitch,” Rebecca said, chuckling faintly as she shook her head in disbelief. “I just fucked your girlfriend while you cooked us dinner, and now here you are, kneeling before me. And you know what you’re going to do now? You know what a sissy maid’s next duty is, while dinner cooks?”

“No, Rebecca,” I answered. I didn’t. But I had a feeling I was about to find out.

“Your next duty is to suck my cock,” Rebecca grinned, wrapping her hand around the base of the toy projecting from between her legs. “Clean your girlfriend’s cum of my cock so that I’m ready to fuck her again after you’ve served me dinner.”

What else could I do? I did.


20. Finding His Limit

I kneeled on the floor of my own living room, dressed like a slut and undeniably acting like one. The whole time, my heart vibrated with shame. The whole time, my cock ached inside its tight steel prison. Rebecca’s power was absolute, completely beyond question by now. And there could be no better demonstration of that fact that this submissive display I was putting on now, sucking her cock while she sat back on the sofa, leering down at me while I did her humiliating bidding.

It was outrageous. But I did it anyway. There was that key, shining between her breasts pushed higher on her chest by the corset, a reminder if I ever faltered of just what this woman could either grant or deny me. And beyond that, there was her indisputable sexual radiance, the deep lust that burned inside me and made even unbelievably humiliating scenes like this seem, if not desirable, then at least tolerable. It was worth it, I told myself, if it got me what I wanted. Of course, there are no guarantees of that. But the closest thing I had to a guarantee in this matter and whirling world of domination and submission was that if I didn’t do what Rebecca said, I could forget about having an orgasm anytime soon. I doubted the woman’s generosity, but I never doubted her cruelty, her sadism, her outrageous sexual power. After everything I had experienced by now, I’d have to be an absolute fool to doubt those.

So I sucked Rebecca’s cock. And just as she promised, I tasted Tasha’s cum on the dildo. Waves of disgrace and humiliation washed over me, fueling my ridiculous desire. I could feel Rebecca’s bright blue eyes watching me as I tightened my lips around the shaft of her toy, but I tried not to meet her eyes, knowing it would only make things harder. I tried to concentrate on anything other than the offensive toy in my mouth. I placed my hands on the toned muscle underneath the latex pants that clung to her like a second skin, a reminder of her feminine beauty that I badly needed while I served her like a slut. Rebecca allowed it. I knew that the dildo had an inner protrusion that Rebecca had no doubt slipped into her pussy, but I didn’t imagine that me sucking the toy was giving the dominatrix a lot of sexual pleasure anyway. No, she was doing this for the pure thrill of doing it. Of knowing that she could, and the sadistic pleasure she got from humiliating me. And I knew that by turning her on, by feeding her insane desires like this, I was only encouraging her to do whatever the next outrageous and humiliating thing she would do was. But I did anyway. That was Rebecca’s special gift, or one of them. The way she was able to make us all complicit in everything that happened. The way she knew just how to take away enough freedom to get us to do what we secretly wanted to do, but leave us with enough agency that we had to, sooner or later, admit the truth of our situation to ourselves. Tasha, at least, seemed to have less trouble with that than I did. But then again, I told myself, the truth she had to admit, that she was desperately attracted to this absolute goddess, was not nearly as humiliating as what I was being forced to face about myself.

The show went on. It would go on for as long as Rebecca wanted it to. Those, after all, were the rules.

Eventually, Rebecca reached down and pushed my face away from her cock. By now, it was shining with my saliva rather than the juices of the latest orgasm she had given Tasha. But I could still taste that liquid ecstasy in my mouth, the taste of my own humiliation vibrating through my brain as I kneeled down on the floor dress like a slutty French maid for Rebecca’s twisted amusement. And from the look on her face as she grinned down at me, I could see that it did amuse her. Rebecca was having the time of her life playing with us, it seemed, and unlike us, especially unlike me, she had no problem admitting what she liked. She had no problem whatsoever being fundamentally herself and taking what she wanted from my girlfriend and me. I envied her that, but it was hardly the thing I envied most about this incredible woman.

“If you can bear to stop sucking my cock for five minutes, you should probably go check on dinner, shouldn’t you?” she said. And I forced myself to look up into those glowing blue eyes, seeing in them all the unbelievable humiliation and shamefulness of my predicament. But after all, she was right. When it came to these games, Rebecca was always right.

I rose awkwardly to my feet, the simple movements made difficult by the restrictive outfit I was wearing. Though not as restrictive as it could be, I thought to myself with another shudder of submissive excitement. The steel rings jangled on the corset I wore with every movement I made, and I hadn’t forgotten what they represented. The power of these women, Rebecca especially, to bind me whenever she felt like it and make me even more helpless than I already was. The implicit threat behind everything I did, every moment the three of us shared together. It was always about what Rebecca could do if she chose, at least as much as it was about what she actually did do. Most of the time, when it came to bending me to her will, all she needed was the threat of what she could do to get me in line.

I walked to the kitchen, my new rubber uniform squeaking with every step of the way. Without looking, I could feel Rebecca’s eyes on me, following my progress across the apartment until I stepped into the kitchen, hiding me temporarily from her sight.

With my heart beating a mile a minute, I tried to focus on the task in front of me. A wave of heat and steam rolled out of the oven as I opened the door. Sliding a fork into the casserole I had made, I decided it was done and pulled it from the stove. Setting it down carefully on the kitchen countertop, I carved out a chunk of food and put it on a plate for Rebecca. I fixed another plate for Tasha, and it was only at that moment that I found myself really wondering where my girlfriend was. It wasn’t like her to miss a game of humiliation like this one. Grabbing a clean fork, I carried a plate back to the living room where Rebecca waited to be served.

I set the plate down on the coffee table in front of her. Without saying a word, Rebecca snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor at her feet again. Put in my place, I sank down to my knees. Rebecca leaned forward, lifting a forkful of the food I had made, letting steam rise from it for a moment as it cooled. Her dark eyebrows rose on her smooth brow as she looked at me over the food.

“Did I tell you you could stop?” she asked. “You’re our slut maid now. Unless otherwise instructed, your lips should be around your owner’s cock at every chance you get.”

Knowing the words were supposed to be humiliating didn’t do anything to make them any less so. Still, I knew how little choice I had. So I wrapped my lips around the dildo once again, performing this unbelievable ritual of disgraceful submission while Rebecca enjoy the food I made.

It went on for a while. But finally, she had her fill. Pushing the plate away on the coffee table, Rebecca sighed as she sat back on the sofa cushions. A moment later, she raised her foot from the floor. I felt the heel of her boot on my shoulder as she carelessly pushed me away, apparently done with me for now. Still, from where I kneeled on the floor at her feet, I could see the glow in her eyes that suggested otherwise. Truthfully, Rebecca was hardly ever done with kinky sex. At most, she might take a break for a moment or two before recovering her outrageous libido. In its own strange way, her voracious sexual appetite was part of her aura of total power.

“You’re so fucked,” Rebecca said to me, chuckling as she spoke. “I mean, I guess you must know that by now. But I don’t know if you realize just how much trouble you’re in. This little key,” and as she spoke, Rebecca reached one hand up to her chest to toy with the key to my chastity that hung on a silver chain above her boobs, “means I completely own you. And don’t think your girlfriend’s going to save you. I pretty much own her too. She wants me so bad, I can get her to do just about anything for a taste of my pussy. That silly little straight girl is now my cuntlicking slut. You know what? You should see. Come with me.”

She didn’t need to wait for an answer from me. Rebecca rose easily to her feet, her own restrictive outfit proving no obstacle. She moved in tight corset and clinging pants and skyhigh boots as though born in them, as though they were natural parts of her unbelievable body. And as she hooked a finger into the ring at the front of my pink leather collar, I had to struggle against the clothes she had put me in to rise to my feet and follow her.

Rebecca led me easily down the hall. I didn’t even think of resisting as I stumbled along behind her, the tight dress squeezing my thighs together with every step I took. As I shuffled along behind her, I couldn’t keep my eyes off her ass. The tight pants she was wearing clung to every inch of her skin, the light bouncing back from her gorgeous curves, her irresistible gorgeousness almost making me tremble with the pure force of desperate desire. And as Rebecca practically dragged me through the open door of the bedroom, I saw my girlfriend. And even if I wasn’t especially surprised at what I saw, after everything the three of us had been through together, I still couldn’t help registering at least some sense of shock at the sheer perversity of it all.

Tasha lay on the bed. In keeping with what seemed to be the theme of the evening, she had dressed up. Or Rebecca had made her. Tasha was wearing a pair of pink patent leather ankle boots that shone in the bedroom light as she squirmed, her high heels catching in the bed sheets. Above that, she wore nothing at all until the matching corset that hugged her torso, pulling in her already-narrow waist and ending just below her boobs that hung free, the nipples pink and engorged, the soft flesh quivering with every move she made. Her eyes were wide and around as they stared at me silently, their expression unreadable except the wild joy that shone in her gaze. Her red curls were held back from her face by a broad leather band that wrapped  around her head, the same shade of pink as the rest of her outfit. She was gagged, and from the gag that filled her mouth, I saw the obscene projection of a large fake cock rising from my girlfriend’s face.

Her hands were above her head, tied with soft rope to the headboard of our bed. Tasha was helpless, I realized with a thrill of fear. Just as Rebecca said, she couldn’t help me at all. Not that she would if she could, I knew. My increasingly dominant girlfriend didn’t exactly have a great track record in that department. But absurdly after everything I had been through with this woman’s more than willing participation, my heart contracted in pity at the sight of her in this helpless predicament. After all, I knew all too well myself how it felt to be helpless and at the mercy of someone whose beauty overwhelms you completely and turns you into a creature of pure need. And knowing what I knew about how it felt to be Rebecca’s sexual prisoner, I guess I shouldn’t have felt sorry for Tasha at all. After all, for whatever reason, it was exactly what we both wanted.

“Quite the couple you two make,” Rebecca said with an audible sneer in her voice as she spoke. “Two needy, desperate, horny little sluts just waiting to be used and abused. Just begging for it, both of you. You’re lucky I found you. Lucky that the two of you finally have somebody to serve.”

Rebecca slid her finger out of the ring at the front of my collar, but my eyes were fixed on Tasha while Rebecca circled around behind me. She was going to do something outrageous, of course. After all, that was who Rebecca was. And she was right about us, too. As humiliating as her words were, as shameful as it was to admit it, some part of both Tasha and me needed this. Needed her. I got off on this outrageous humiliation, and so did Tasha, and if it had taken far too long for us to discover this exciting side to our sexuality, at least we were there now.

Standing behind me, Rebecca lifted one of my arms, and I put up no more resistance to her than I usually did. Easily, Rebecca raised my wrist toward my neck, and I closed my eyes for a brief moment as she clipped one leather cuff to the ring on the collar designed for that purpose. And she did the same with my other arm. She fastened my wrists to the collar so that my hands were pinned uselessly on either side of my head, my elbows raised in front of me. As vulnerable as I had felt in the tiny and figure-hugging dress I was locked into, I felt even more vulnerable now. And Rebecca grabbed the ring at the front of my collar again, climbing onto the mattress and dragging me along with her. I climbed awkwardly onto the bed, sprawling across the mattress as Rebecca dragged me after her. I crawled on knees and elbows, dragged along like an animal until Rebecca had me where she wanted me. She positioned me so that my face was right in front of Tasha’s naked pussy, and Tasha spread her legs to make room for me as I crouched there on my elbows, her shining sex right before my face and the visible juices of her passion reminding me of just how much this whole adventure was turning her on. She couldn’t see underneath my slutty dress to where my cock ached with unrelieved lust inside the remorseless chastity device. But somehow, I couldn’t help feeling that my girlfriend knew exactly how turned-on I was. Just as desperately horny, just as insanely hungry for sex as she was in that moment.

“Lick that fucking pussy,” Rebecca ordered from behind me. And I didn’t hesitate. There weren’t many orders the dominatrix could give me that I was more eager to obey than that one, and so I leaned my head forward, closing the minuscule gap between my face and Tasha’s sex. I stuck out my tongue, running it over her quivering lips, tasting Tasha’s sex firsthand instead of from her lover’s dildo this time, and the groan of pleasure I heard my girlfriend give was just more unnecessary encouragement as I began to gratefully tongue her wet slit.

Tasha moaned. And there was nothing theatrical about her performance. It was simply the genuine expression of her heartfelt desire. I could feel that from the way her pussy spasmed almost as soon as my tongue reached it. I could taste it in the juices that flowed freely from her body. Being tied up by Rebecca, being fucked by her, had my girlfriend in a world of pure arousal, and it was doing the same thing to me. This, too, was part of Rebecca’s genius for a sexy scene. She had that nearly supernatural way of making us want to serve her, of making us crave submission to her will as if nothing were more important. And she did it by sometimes making us to what we wanted to do anyway.

I ate Tasha’s pussy like my life depended on it, and in no time at all, she was squirming frantically against the bondage that held her to the bed, making a steady stream of moans into the perverse gag that filled her mouth. And as I licked, my bound hands at the back of my neck where I could reach no one, Rebecca circled around on the mattress until she was kneeling behind me. I felt her hands running over my ass through the tight latex skirt that pinned my thighs together, and when she brought one hand down with a stinging slap that reverberated in the bedroom air, I grunted against Tasha’s sex, and Tasha moaned more loudly than before.

“An important part of any maid’s duties,” Rebecca said in that lecturing tone she sometimes assumed at moments like this. “Giving your mistress and her girlfriend oral pleasure whenever you don’t have other chores to do. Our little sissy sex toy, eager to please any chance he gets. But make sure you do a good job, sissy. Otherwise, naughty sissies get punished.”

She slapped my ass again, harder this time. But with everything else that was going on, I barely noticed the pain. I was focused on making Tasha cum with my mouth, and from her muffled screams, I could tell I was getting close. So I carried on licking with the same desperate enthusiasm as before, that same wild hunger, and while Tasha squirmed and moaned above me, Rebecca kept spanking me. I felt her lift up the clinging skirt of my dress with some difficulty, struggling a little against the rubber that clung to my ass. From where I crouched with my face buried between Tasha’s legs, no one could see the deep blush of shame that glowed in my cheeks as Rebecca exposed my backside, my caged cock and balls dangling between my legs, rejected and unwanted except as a tool to make me more submissive and obedient.

As if to reinforce that humiliating thought, Rebecca reached forward through my legs and growled as she took my caged cock and balls in her hand.

“Keep eating that pussy, slut,” I heard her snarl behind me. “Don’t you dare stop until I give you permission.”

Frankly, I wouldn’t have dreamed of it. I rocked my body back-and-forth, plunging my tongue in and out of Tasha’s dripping pussy in a rapid rhythm, and I heard her yelling in pure pleasure against the gag that filled her mouth, wild pleasure and ecstasy in her voice still perfectly orderable despite the toy she wore. And as Rebecca let go of my manhood, as she climbed off the bed to return to the bag she had brought to our house, the one that contained all the kinky outfits the three of us were dressed in along with who knew what else, I focused on doing what my mistress said. On pleasing my girlfriend with my mouth while Tasha moaned and squealed and trembled above me, even more helpless than I was and loving her predicament just as much as I did.

Tasha came. I felt it in the way her pussy spasmed around my tongue and heard it in the way she cried out in pleasure. I slowed down my movements, more tender now, knowing she would be sensitive. But I hadn’t forgotten Rebecca’s command, and so I kept licking Tasha’s pussy, practically worshiping with my mouth while she sobbed with the power of sexual release above me. Behind me, I felt the mattress shifts as Rebecca climbed back onto it, moving toward us both. She kneeled behind me, taking up that same spot again, and again, she reached forward between my legs and took hold of my cock and balls in one hand.

This time, though, she did more. Rebecca reached out with her other hand too, and I felt her wrapping something else around my genitals, below the steel cage that was locked onto them. Fear swelled inside me as I wondered what other item of torture and power she was about to employ. But it wasn’t like I could stop her. From where I was, I couldn’t even turn my head to see what she was doing. So I just kept licking Tasha’s streaming pussy while Rebecca did whatever she wanted to do, until I felt a little more weight being added to what was already hanging from my dangling cock and balls.

Next, Rebecca released her grip on my balls and positioned herself behind me. I felt her take my hips in her hands, and my whole body froze for a moment as something touched me from behind. With a feeling of horror, I felt something pressing against my backside, and I remembered the strap-on she had made me suck, and I trembled as I felt its head pressing against my exposed asshole. I hadn’t forgotten the dominant woman’s clear instructions, not even for a moment. But as ready as I was to submit to Rebecca, to bow to her irresistible will and do as I was told, I still had some limits. It seemed my mistress had just found one of them.

“Please, Rebecca, no,” I gasped, raising my head from Tasha’s pussy to speak. I was in no position to make demands, and we all knew it. The truth was, if Rebecca wanted to rape me right there and then, she could have. Neither I nor Tasha would be able to stop her doing anything. And even with all the fear and horror I felt, that realization sent another treacherous bolt of ridiculous desire racing through me.

“No?” Rebecca said. I could hear the grin in her voice as she spoke. “You don’t me to take your virgin ass in front of your girlfriend? What’s the matter? Scared you might like it?”

“No, Rebecca,” I said, as submissively as I was able. And in front of me, I could feel Tasha watching me from under half-closed eyes, the residue of her orgasm still showing in her pretty face as she regarded me with an expression was hard to read. There was almost a kind of curiosity there, like she was waiting to see what would happen in this latest drama between her lover and me. After all, we all knew the contest was deeply unequal. Rebecca could do whatever she wanted to me. In my helpless position, all I could do was throw myself on the mercy of a woman who so far had displayed almost none of that particular quality.

“Silly boy,” Rebecca chuckled. “Still trying to protect your masculinity even though we’ve turned you into our sexy French maid. Just think, if your girlfriend was as scared of trying something new as you are, none of us would be here right now. And that would be a real shame, wouldn’t it?”

“Yes, Rebecca,” I meekly said. Angering Rebecca at any time was undeniably a bad idea, but it seemed especially foolhardy now. I cringed beneath her, my cock under lock and key, my asshole completely exposed, just hoping she would spare me this outrageous indignity, even though she had spared me so few in the past.

“Shame,” Rebecca said. But I sighed in relief as the head of the dildo pulled away from my hole. “There’s something so empowering about taking a guy’s ass while his girlfriend watches. A bit of role reversal never hurt anyone. If you’re going to boring about it, I guess we’ll just have to go with something a little more classic.”

Shifting a little by my side, Rebecca reached down between Tasha’s legs and took hold of my collar again. She pulled me away from my girlfriend, and I sat upright on my knees. Still pulling on the collar, Rebecca dragged me to the foot of the bed and made me kneel on the floor. Moving toward her bag of tricks, she produced another length of rope and threaded it through a ring on the collar, using it to tie me to the bed frame. Lying back on the bed, her breasts rising and falling steadily as she panted, Tasha watched it all.

Once she had me secured in place, Rebecca returned to her bag and pulled out something small. Sitting on the edge of the mattress, she made sure I was watching as she pressed the small plastic item she held. I cried out as a sudden wave raced through my body, spreading out from my trapped cock like the pain of trying to get an erection, intensified a hundred times. The muscles of my body contracted involuntarily, and as I yelled, Rebecca laughed out loud. Tasha looked on, shocked by what she saw, but when Rebecca lifted her thumb from the control, the pain vanished as quickly as it had appeared.

“It’s a shock collar” Rebecca explained. “I can shock your worthless balls whenever I feel like. And after that little display of defiance, I feel like doing it a lot. So now, guess what? You’re going to watch me fuck your girlfriend, and I’m going to shock your balls while I do it.”

As if to prove the truth of her words, Rebecca pressed the remote control again, and I cried out again as she shocked me. Then, remote still in her hand, she turned toward Tasha. I saw Tasha’s eyes move toward the other woman as Rebecca reached forward and unfastened the gag from her mouth, carefully removing it.

“Time to cum for me again, pretty lady,” Rebecca said in a soft voice. “But if you want me to fuck that slut pussy of yours, you’re going to have to do something for me.”

“Anything, Rebecca,” Tasha said, gazing up at her lover with an expression close to awe on her face, making my heart tremble and vibrate in my chest almost as much as my cock did in the steel cage. I watched Rebecca position herself between Tasha’s parted legs, and heard my girlfriend cry out again as Tasha guided the dildo inside her.

“I’m going to fuck you hard,” Rebecca said. “I’m going to turn you on so much. But I’m not going to let you cum. Not until you beg me to shock your boyfriend’s worthless balls.”


21. His Girlfriend Becomes A Slut

“Oh my God!”

Tasha cried out, her words bouncing back off the bedroom walls the way her voice so often did in these eruptions of pleasure these days. Yet another orgasm shook her beautiful body, yet another moment of bright burning pleasure to make her feel like the sex goddess she was, the unbelievably desirable creature she had become since Rebecca came into our lives. If these walls could talk, I sometimes thought to myself, they would tell a story I barely believed, even though I had been one of the main characters in it. Even though I had been there for all of it, in one way or another, a humiliated audience when I wasn’t an active participant. But this time, for a change, I was driving the action. I lay on top of Tasha, her gorgeous body pinned under mine, her face glowing with an expression of intoxicated pleasure that for once I, not Rebecca, had given her.

These days, my orgasms were few and far between. Rebecca rationed them strictly, and liked to taunt me with the idea that each one might be my last. That she might at any time decide that I didn’t deserve to cum ever again. I desperately hoped she wasn’t serious. It would be foolish to doubt her cruelty after everything she had put me through. The only hope I really had, I knew, was that Rebecca was smart enough to know that in doing so, she would give up her leverage. If I would truly never be granted another orgasm, that wouldn’t be much point in obeying her any longer. I only did it in the hope of being granted the pleasure that the cage around my cock denied me. You can make people do a lot when you hold a gun to their head, but once you pull the trigger, it’s over. I had only analogy to reassure me.

Rebecca wasn’t in the room with us or even in our apartment at that moment of bliss. But her presence never really left us. She hovered over us like some dark angel no matter what we were doing, and never more so than when we were being intimate. I couldn’t stop mentally measuring myself against her, quizzing every moment even as I basked in the physical pleasure of finally getting what I wanted. Was I making Tasha scream as loud as Rebecca did? Was I pleasing her as much as her female lover? And even more damning, did I really want to?

But as much as my brain was on fire with these kinds of unanswerable questions, my body was swept up with powerful sensations of bliss. Tasha had come home from work with a spring in her step, and when she produced the key to my chastity device, I stopped asking any other questions. She released me from the cruel steel prison, and it took her an embarrassingly short amount of time to bring me to my first orgasm. But Tasha knew that all she had to do was keep going, and that’s what she did. And that’s how I found myself on top of her, my cock buried deep inside her, my whole body vibrating with the pleasure we were both undeniably feeling as I fucked her to another orgasm, barely able to hold back my own until I felt the soft explosion of her bliss around my cock. All the teasing, all the humiliation, all the desperate desire she and Rebecca were both so skilled at tormenting me with: I released it all a powerful surge of pleasure that left me absolutely gasping, and as my long-denied cock erupted inside Tasha’s convulsing body, I collapsed on top of her, trembling with the force of pleasure, and we both lay like that good long while, basking in the feeling of physical closeness we hadn’t had with one another for a long time.

If felt good. It felt like old times. But the truth was, the old times weren’t coming back. Not for us. There are some pussies you can’t unlick, and clearly, Rebecca’s was one of them. Neither of us were ever going to forget the way that woman had used us, the way she had made us her personal sexual playthings. Neither of us were ever going to stop being excited by that fact. And of course, Rebecca was still very much a part of our lives. Even if this night of passion felt like a gift, like it was stolen from a cruel fate that had ripped us apart, there was no getting away from the fact that this was happening because Rebecca had decided to allow it. That now, sex with my girlfriend, what should have been the most normal thing in the world, was a gift for her to occasionally bestow for good behavior.

And now that I had had another orgasm, I had the mental space to wonder why I had been granted this gift. After all, the last time we had played with Rebecca, I had defied her. She had made me pay for it then, of course. And she had made Tasha beg her girlfriend to shock my balls with a shock collar while I kneeled tied up at the foot of the bed. She had made Tasha scream and how the way she always did, made her demand that I suffer for her pleasure as though Rebecca was trying to drive a wedge between the two of us. This sudden reversal seemed suspicious, and for the first time since Rebecca had walked through the door with her eyes glowing in excitement and the key in her warm hand, I found myself questioning what this new development might mean.

Not Tasha, though. She was on fire with lust, and she didn’t intend a little thing like my orgasm stop her. Maybe she had gotten used to being with Rebecca, gotten used to lesbian sex that didn’t have to stop just because somebody came. But my girlfriend wasn’t about to take a single orgasm and leave things there.

She reached out to the side of the bed, and my heart thumped in my chest as I saw her grab a piece of rope. These days, in our bedroom, they were never far away. She rolled on top of me, her naked body still Smiling of sex as she pinned me down to the mattress and grabbed my hands. Quickly, she threw a loop of rope over my hands and bound my wrists together, then pushed them up toward the headboard. I didn’t fight her. I didn’t even try. I let her tie me to the bed, and as she did, I felt excitement growing inside me again. My cock might be lying limp and spent between my legs, but desire began to build in me again at the sight of Tasha showing off her new dominant side. She might never reach the heights of sadistic depravity Rebecca had, and I wasn’t at all sure I wanted her to. But I did love it when my girlfriend went after what she wanted.

With me tied to the bed, Tasha sat on top of me, straddling my hips. She inched back so that she could see my cock in front of her, smiling as she reached down to touch it. She toyed with it idly, running her fingers over the skin that was still wet with her juices, and my body responded. As though my manhood was trying to make up for lost time, as if it remembered all those long days of captivity, it’s began to thicken already. Already, I was hardening to Tasha’s touch. And Tasha smiled down at me like a benevolent goddess as she coaxed me back to erection.

“Are you wondering why Rebecca gave me the key?” she asked.

“It had crossed my mind,” I said. The steel cage sat on the bedside table, seeming to emit a gravity that was completely out of proportion with its small size. I could feel it there, warping the relationship between us, casting a dark shadow over everything we were doing. It turned me on that Tasha had tied me to the bed, but it didn’t escape my notice that it rendered me helpless. It meant she could put the cage back on again if she desired. I didn’t doubt she would. I didn’t doubt that that was what Rebecca would want, and so that was what would happen.

“I bet it did,” Tasha said. “Didn’t stop you though, did it?”

“Of course not,” I said with a smile. “These days, I hardly ever get to have sex with you. I just have to watch all the time while you have sex with her. I’m not going to pass up the chance when I get it.”

“Was it everything you hoped for? Everything you’ve been dreaming of?”

As she spoke, Tasha leaned back, placing her hands on the bed on either side of my legs. At the same time, she raised one of her own legs, lifting a foot toward my face. She traced the shape of my lips with her big toe, and I knew what she wanted. I raised my head from the pillow and kissed the wrinkled sole of her foot, making her giggle again. My cock was hardening rapidly now, rising visibly from between my legs in desperate quest of that magnificent body that sat above me, tormenting me with how beautiful and how close it was. And the danger I knew I was in, the faint hint of menace that never really left our sex lives, now only made everything that much more exciting as I lay trembling on the mattress beneath my dominant girlfriend.

“Yeah, it was,” I said. After all, nothing was sexier to me than Tasha’s confidence, and I wasn’t going to say anything other than things that made her feel sexy. Besides, the sex had been incredible. Maybe waiting really did make it better. If so, I would be hard-pressed to say what she and Rebecca had put me through was all worth it for the orgasm I had just had. But I couldn’t say it wasn’t, either. I was still shaking with the force of it, still feeling lightheaded from the pure power of sexual release that was fueled by its new scarcity. Rebecca knew that, and it was becoming more and more clear to me that Tasha knew it now too.

“Good. But I’m not done with you yet. Still, there’s something I should probably tell you.”

Tasha shifted her position again. Lifting her foot away from my face, she leaned forward, moving on her knees up my body. My cock was now fully hard as she reached down under herself, taking my shaft in her hand. She guided herself toward it and sank down on top of it, closing her eyes and moaning with pleasure as she impaled herself on my shaft. And I moaned too, feeling again that slick wetness that I had been denied so long, feeling the sensations of pleasure Rebecca and Tasha so skillfully used to keep me submissive and horny and ready to do whatever they said, no matter how outrageous. This was the feeling I had been chasing, the thing I wanted so badly that the girls had been able to get me to wear a dress and serve them as their kinky French maid. And I knew it would happen again, too. I knew that the secret was out now, and they both had my number, and anytime they felt like it, they could turn me once again into their submissive chastity slave. And when it came, I would welcome it. All for this, for the pure pleasure of finally being inside Tasha, finally feeling what she and Rebecca had been teasing me with for what felt like far longer than it actually was.

“I had to earn your release the hard way,” Tasha said. Her voice was breathless with excitement as she leaned forward, her red curls hanging around her gorgeous face and making a kind of curtain that closed the two of us into this world of deviant sexuality. She was letting me in on a secret, the kind of secret she had so often these days. The kind that burned inside her, that demanded to get out. And knowing what I knew about life outside of our home, I felt incredibly nervous as I lay there beneath her, waiting for Tasha to unburden herself. But at the same time, I desperately wanted to know.

“The hard way? What did Rebecca make you do this time?”

“Promise you won’t freak out?”

“After everything we’ve been through lately? I think I’ve proved I can be pretty open-minded. I mean, all this stuff is so fucked up, but you’re right. It’s sexy. I can’t help it. It makes me want you so badly, and want Rebecca too. And it drives me nuts that you’re sleeping with her, that you want her more than you want me. But it’s so unbelievably sexy.”

Tasha frowned as I spoke.

“I don’t want her more than I want you,” she said, shaking her head. “I just want you both.”

“She makes you say stuff like that all the time.”

The smile returned to Tasha’s face. Her pussy clenched around my cock softly, making me groan as she beamed down at me.

“I know. But that’s all part of the game. You know what it’s like in heat of the moment. That girl can make me say and do anything. I bet she could make you say the same if she wanted to, but that’s not the game we’re playing. In the game, she’s a sex goddess that I want more than anything, and she’s taking me away from you. That’s the game. It’s all a game, Matt. Don’t forget that.”

“Well it feels pretty fucking real from where I’m standing,” I said. “Or kneeling, most of the time.”

“That’s true,” Tasha laughed. “But that’s what makes it so exciting. How real it all is. How far we can go. There really are no limits, Matt. That’s what I learned today. Rebecca got me so horny, and… Well, I missed this. I missed you. I missed having sex with you. So she made me beg her to give me the key, just for one night. And in return, I had to promise her something really bad.”

“Well, come on. Tell me what it is. You clearly want to.”

But at first, Tasha didn’t say anything. Sweeping back her red curls, she leaned forward, closer to me, her heavy breasts on my rising chest as she lay on top of me. She kissed me, deeply and passionately, and I kissed her back, my cock throbbing inside her tight wet pussy as she moved slowly up and down. She moaned gently against my mouth, and I moaned too, feeling again the sensations of wild pleasure as Tasha slid that pussy I craved every moment of my life up and down my unexpectedly free manhood.

Then, she lifted her lips away. Sweeping her hair back from her face again, Tasha looked down at me, her eyes glowing, her teeth showing as she bit her lower lip to say what was on her mind but unable to keep it from me. Finally, she spoke.

“She made me promise to suck another guy’s cock,” she said.

“What?”

I didn’t know what else to say. From some dark pit of the soul, black anger rose up within me, threatening to choke me as I lay there underneath her. The headboard rattled, and it wasn’t until I heard the sound that I realized I was struggling against the rope that held me. But Tasha had learned her trade too well. I couldn’t free myself. And Tasha’s knees gripped my sides as I squirmed underneath her, riding my angry emotions, her eyes scanning my face to judge my reaction. I wondered if she could see that there was more than just anger there. Maybe I shouldn’t been so surprised myself, but I was. Because the thought of it alone, just hearing the words in the voice of the woman I loved, sent deep waves of fury racing through me. But that wasn’t all I was feeling. With my throbbing cock buried deep inside the delicate folds of Tasha’s pussy, I was feeling unbelievably aroused, as well.

“She wants me to be the office slut,” Tasha said. “Not just for her, it turns out. I mean, you know what she has me dressing like. And the guys at the office fucking love me now. I catch them looking at me all the time and… well, it turns me on. It’s sexy to be desired. It gets me so wet thinking about what they would do to me if they had the chance and knowing that you’re back here, cooking and cleaning and being my submissive little cuckold. Still, I never really thought about it until today.”

I said nothing. My head was spinning, my emotions and absolute mess. I could barely even process what Tasha was saying, but still, I found myself hanging on her every word. The anger was still there, but after its first initial flood, it had softened. Or more correctly, it was struggling to be felt against a deep wave of desire that swept over me. I didn’t understand the complicated psychology that made Tasha more desirable to me now that she was fucking somebody else. But I experienced it every single day of my life since Rebecca came along. And with Rebecca, things were less complicated. I wanted her just as badly as Tasha did, and I could understand Tasha taking the opportunity to cheat on me with her. The thought of her being with another man was one I had never thought about, never wanted to process. But now, there it was, staring me right in the face in the form of the woman I loved.

“I was doing a presentation with my boss, Steve,” Tasha said. Her voice was soft as she spoke, as though there were anybody else in the apartment to hear the secret she was divulging. And I could hear the pleasure that dripped from every word as she spoke. Her pussy continued to rise up and down on my cock, warm juices flowing out of her like honey to anoint me in her pleasure and remind me just how much this was turning her on. It was turning me on, too. And part of me knew that Tasha had to know that, that she had to feel the relentless rigidity of my member buried deep inside her as she rode and teased me with the dirty little story of her latest betrayal.

“You know how I looked today at work,” Tasha went on. “You helped me put that skirt on, those high heels. Were you thinking about how sexy I looked all day while I was at work?”

“Yes,” I said truthfully, and my girlfriend let out a happy little moan of pleasure at the confession.

“Well, clearly you weren’t the only one. Because right there while I was standing next to him doing a presentation for a client, Steve put his hand on my ass.”

“He did?”

“Mmm-hmm. It was so… naughty. So bold. I don’t think anyone could’ve seen, but they might have. But he didn’t care. It was like… He wanted me so badly it didn’t matter that we were at work. That the client was in the room with us. That I have a boyfriend at home. None of that mattered. He just wanted to take me, right there and then. I could feel it in the way his hand rested on my ass, just squeezing me slightly.”

As she spoke, Tasha mimicked the actions with her pussy, using the muscles of her pelvic floor gently massage my cock and make me moan as I lay beneath her.

“I miss that. Sometimes a girl just wants to be taken. I mean, Rebecca does that to me, all the time. But it’s different with a guy. I don’t know why. It just is. And honestly, you know I’m not a lesbian, except for Rebecca. I miss having sex with guys. I miss having sex with you, which is why I begged her for your key today after Steve got me all hot and bothered. So in a way, I’m doing this for you.”

“You’re going to do it?” I said. My voice was hoarse, not just with the emotions I was holding back, but with the waves of pleasure that were washing over me. Tasha knew exactly what she was doing. She knew the state I was in, the deep desire that animated me, after the endless frustration she and Rebecca had made me endure. She knew, just as well as her lesbian mistress did, how to get around me. She knew how to make even the most unbelievable twists in the plot seem to somehow make sense, seem to be in some way desirable. And maybe she knew the depths of my submissive nature even better than I did myself. Because for all the horror I felt at what she was suggesting, I felt too the delicious shame and humiliation, the ultimate expression of the sexual power Tasha had over me. When Tasha cheated on me with Rebecca, it turned me on more anything ever had in my life before. But the thought of her doing it with another man added an even keener edge to that painful pleasure these women had inducted me into.

“Well, a promise is a promise,” Tasha smiled down at me. “Besides, what you think will happen if I don’t? You know how crazy Rebecca gets. She only gave me this key and said I can fuck you because I promised to fuck Steve. If I don’t, she might never give me the key back again. She might never let you cum, never let you inside me again. You don’t want that, do you?”

“Of course not,” I said. I knew I was being manipulated, but that hardly surprised me. After all, that was what Tasha did. That was what my girlfriend had become. And that was part of what made me love her for it. Part of what made me want her more than I had ever wanted anyone. Her movements got a little faster as she continued to bounce up and down on my cock, and pleasure swelled in both of us. Maybe Rebecca was right. Maybe we were just a couple of sluts who would do anything, no matter how outrageous, for sexual pleasure. Certainly, that seemed to be the case right now.

“Well, then. In a way, this makes it easier. Like I said, it’s all part of the game. We can pretend we have no choice. We can pretend this is just something we have to do. Your slut girlfriend manipulated into being the office slut for real. Let’s pretend it isn’t super hot. Let’s pretend this isn’t a fantasy I’ve had for a very, very long time.”

“About your boss?”

“No, silly. Not about him,” Tasha smiled. “I mean, he is quite cute. And that whole boss thing — well, it’s a turn-on. He’s a powerful, successful man, and that’s sexy. But it’s not really about him. It’s about being a slut. About being used for the sexual pleasure of other people. You remember I told you my fantasy, about being used as a fuck toy by a group of people? I never thought it would happen. But I mean, me and Rebecca made your fantasy come true, didn’t we? We locked ourselves in that cage for you. You never know. If we do this, maybe you’ll earn another award from Rebecca, and we can do something like that again.”

“Not fair,” I growled between gritted teeth. But it wasn’t anger that made me snarl. It was the force of the wild orgasm that was building up inside me, the merciless pressure of the desire I was feeling as Tasha told her sexy little secret. And my girlfriend could see right through me. Tasha laughed as I spoke, and again I cried out as I felt her pussy tighten around my cock, and she cried out too, grabbing her bouncing breasts in both hands as she tossed her head so that her mane of red curls fell down between her shoulder blades.

“Sorry,” she said. Her eyes were closed now as she spoke, her words punctuated by moans and gasps and cries of pure sexual pleasure. And they matched my own as my girlfriend continued to ride me, the bed bouncing and creaking underneath us, our bodies melted together from the pure heat of arousal I barely even wanted to admit. “But none of this is fair. You know that’s what makes it hot. You know, in a way, it makes it easier. There’s nothing you can do about it. Just tell yourself that. Your girlfriend’s a slut now. Rebecca’s slut. If Rebecca wants me to suck my boss’s cock, I don’t think either of us have much choice if we ever want to have sex with each other again, do we?”

I didn’t answer. Tasha, I knew, was talking to herself now as much as she was to me. Talking herself into it, or using the decision she had already made to turn herself on even more, to hurry her toward the bright peak of orgasm that swelled visibly inside her. It was clearly working. And I did remember the fantasy she had confessed to me before this all began, and I remembered how sexy I found it then. It still turned me on now. With Tasha’s pussy sliding up and down my cock frantically now, pounding me into the mattress, I groaned and struggled pointlessly against the rope that held me, and I knew that my girlfriend was right. That if ever there was a time to tap out, to tell her I didn’t want to play with Rebecca anymore, it was now, before she betrayed me even more than she already had. But I also knew, in that desperate moment, that I wasn’t going to do it.

Tasha howled in pleasure as her movements took her over the brink of orgasm. Her pussy spasmed around my cock, her hot juices pouring out of her to anoint my balls and thighs. And at almost the same moment, I emptied myself into her, letting out a long moan of despair and desire to know that I had been overcome by her raw sexuality again.

Tasha collapsed on top of me. I could feel the sweat that shone on her skin mingling with my own as she kissed me frantically, showering my face and neck with her affection. I kissed her back where I could. Now that the heat had gone out of the moment, the fear and betrayal seemed even greater. But still, I knew there was no way out. Not if I wanted to keep playing like this. And I knew in that moment, as surely as I ever had, that was exactly what I wanted.

“Oh fuck,” Tasha mumbled into my neck, “that was amazing. Okay, now let’s get that cock of yours locked back up again. Can’t have my little cuckold boy running free, can I?”
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22. Her Cuckold Gets Her Ready

Slow, and steady. That’s how it went. Every movement was measured, deliberate. Every motion slow and careful.

It wasn’t something we had talked about. It wasn’t something we planned. It was just the way it went. Just the way it felt. That fateful morning, time moved slow as molasses, the hours dripping by like honey. As though even time itself couldn’t quite believe what was about to happen.

I could feel the pressure of it all around me, weighing me down. I barely slept at night. For once, my cock was aching from overuse instead of denial by the time Tasha locked it back up in chastity. And I could see that she took great pleasure in doing it, in denying me my freedom once again as she slipped the key into her bra and rolled over to go to sleep. As if I would try and take it and free myself. Well, maybe I would. Even if I didn’t really want to. I did and I didn’t, the conflicting desires swarming in my head and adding to my state of deep confusion as I spent a sleepless night lying beside her. I couldn’t believe what I had agreed to. Even if, in a certain sense, it was nothing more than a natural progression of what had already happened between the two of us.

Tasha was already cheating on me. She was already deeply involved in a wild sexual relationship with somebody else. At this point, she had sex with Rebecca far more often than she did with me, and I could hardly even blame her. I could see myself that sex with her coworker was far better than it was with me. Last night’s passionate exertions notwithstanding, I was plagued by the thought that I couldn’t satisfy her the way Rebecca did. Of course, that was what the women wanted me to think. But somehow, this was different again. The thought of her with another man chilled my blood in a way the thought of her with Rebecca simply didn’t. I don’t know why. I wasn’t looking for a reason anymore. I felt the way I felt, and there seemed to be little point in trying to figure out why anymore. My strange desires had a hold on me, just as they did on Tasha and probably on Rebecca too, and we were all locked into this game as surely as I was locked into my chastity device. What was going to happen was going to happen, and no one had less input into the way events went than me. I was just along for the ride, often reduced to little more than a prop for my girlfriend’s deviant sexual pleasure. And I loved it.

In the end, morning came. I managed to get some sleep, but when I did, my dreams were torn apart by wild fantasies and memories of the crazy things we had done and the even crazier things we were going to do. As usual, I woke up with my cock already throbbing inside the chastity cage, already trying to get hard even though it was a complete impossibility. And Tasha woke up early, too. As she was keen to point out, we had a lot to do to get her ready.

First, she had me put on my humiliating French maid uniform. I trembled with desire as she covered my body in lubrication, then pulled the clinging rubber over my skin. But I didn’t stop her. As I felt latex squeeze my body like an echo of the steel that squeezed my cock, I felt myself slipping further into the submissive state of mind that Tasha and Rebecca so easily cultivated in me. I felt my girlfriend standing behind me, zipping up the panel that covered the laces of the corset that went over the maid’s uniform, then snapping the padlock in place to make sure I couldn’t remove the outfit. She attached the pink collar around my neck and buckled the cuffs around my wrists, but didn’t attach them to the rings on the corset. For now, my girlfriend wanted my hands free. And when I was all dressed up, Tasha circled back around to stand in front of me, smiling widely as she looked me up and down, tracing her fingers over the shining latex of the dress. Her hand slipped slowly lower, over the corset that squeezed me tightly, over my indrawn stomach, creeping toward the white apron and skirt that gripped my thighs. She chuckled to herself as her fingers found the hard bulge of my caged cock underneath the latex, and I groaned knowing that would only set her off more.

“You’re going to wear that uniform all day for me,” Tasha said in a soft voice. “And you’ll do your duties like a good little maid, won’t you? You’ll keep the house nice and clean for me while I’m out getting fucked.”

“Yes, Tasha,” I croaked, my voice cracking a little as I spoke, and from the way Tasha laughed, you would think I had said the funniest thing in the world.

“Good boy,” Tasha said. “I know you’ll do a good job. I mean, just think of how good that sex was last night. I know you want more of that, and I know you’ll do anything to get it. But Rebecca doesn’t trust you the way I do. She’s asked me to set up some cameras around the house.”

“What?”

Tasha’s smile never faltered.

“That’s right,” she said. “And I thought it was a hot idea. Just think about it. Anytime I like, I’ll be able to check in on you and see what you’re up to, and you won’t know whether I’m watching you or not, which means you’ll have to be a good boy all day. Not that you can do much anyway, I suppose. It’s not like you can touch yourself with that thing locked on. Still, Rebecca thinks we should be keeping a close eye on you. Part of your training as our sissy maid. And it’s going to make me so hot while I’m at work, watching you prancing around the house in this silly little uniform, getting it all shining and clean for me because you just love me so much. Come on. You can help me set them up.”

I had no choice but to follow, my tight dress squeaking and creaking with every step I took. I was barefoot, though I still remembered what Rebecca had said about putting me in high heels one of these days. Given what she already had me doing, it seemed foolish to doubt that she would do it, too. But for now, I trotted along behind my girlfriend, the two of us clashing with one another as she moved in her soft pajama pants and an old T-shirt, her red hair still messy from sleep, while I hurried along behind her in my kinky fetish outfit.

Tasha found a bag in the short hallway of our apartment. Reaching into it, she pulled out four small boxes. I saw the Wi-Fi enabled cameras as she handed a couple to me, keeping two for herself.

“Put one in the bedroom, facing the bed,” Tasha ordered. “And one in the bathroom. Sissy maids like you don’t get any privacy. I’ll set up the other two to cover the whole house. One in the living room, I think, and one in the kitchen so I can watch you doing the dishes and doing my laundry and cleaning up my mess. Yeah, this is going to be fucking hot. Go on, off you go. Get them set up. You know what Rebecca will do if you don’t obey her.”

I did. Or at least, I knew enough to be afraid. With the chastity cage locked back onto my cock, I was completely at the mercy of whoever held the key. Rebecca didn’t need to inflict pain as punishment. All she needed to do was deny me release. And I couldn’t forget that it was Rebecca who had allowed me to have sex with my girlfriend last night, and I couldn’t stop my cock from trying to harden inside the cage as the implications of that reverberated in my head. My sex life, and Tasha’s to a large extent, was completely controlled by this woman. That gave her all the leverage she needed to make me comply with her wishes. And now here I was, helping her put me under further surveillance, making sure I would never know a minute of the day when I wasn’t potentially being monitored by her or by my girlfriend or by both of them.

Returning to the bedroom, I stood by the dresser and opened one of the boxes. I plugged the camera into the socket behind the dresser and read the instructions, finding out how to pair the camera with our home Wi-Fi network. Once that was done, I went to the bathroom and set up another camera next to the sink. It would face the shower and the toilet, showing anyone who was watching everything I was doing. And once again, I was a willing participant in my own humiliation, my own disgrace, my own total submission to women who got a deep sexual thrill out of tormenting me like this.

The air in our apartment was buzzing as I finished setting up the cameras and went to the living room where Tasha was just finishing putting one next to the TV, facing the couch. I stood in silence, waiting as she picked up her phone and tapped the screen. She cried out in delighted pleasure. Stepping toward me, standing close enough to me that I could smell the sleepy smell of her warm body, she showed me her phone screen. I could see us on it in miniature versions, our movements captured in real time on the living room camera. And swiping on her screen, she showed me that all four cameras were operational, all of them giving her a live feed of our house from wherever she was.

“Awesome,” Tasha said, running her fingers over my arm as she spoke and making it feel like sparks were leaping from my skin at her touch. “This is going to be awesome. Say what you like about Rebecca, but she has some fucking great ideas. Now, come along. I need to take a shower.”

Tasha set her phone aside, and I silently followed her toward the bathroom. By now, I knew my place. I knew that one of my primary duties was helping Tasha bathe, and Rebecca too, when she was around. And of all the unbelievably teasing things they put me through, I sometimes thought this was one of the worst. Or best, depending on how you looked at it. It was so close to sex, and yet a million miles away at the same time. Tasha had me help her take off her pajamas, hold her hand gently as she stepped into the shower. I followed her, moving awkwardly in my skintight outfit, and the warm water cascaded over us both, running easily off the shining black latex that covered me from neck to knee.

Slow and steady. I washed her beautiful body slowly, the trembling in my hands the only outward sign of how badly she was teasing me. She knew exactly what she was doing to me. She didn’t need to have experienced the wild desire that filled me these days for herself to know just how powerful it was. She could see it in the way I acted, in the way I so readily obeyed both her and her dominant girlfriend. She knew exactly what she did to me, and having me like this, her humble and feminized servant ready to obey her every command, filled Tasha with a confidence she had never had before, a confidence that made her even more maddeningly sexy to me.

I washed my girlfriend from head to toe while she stood under the streaming water, hardly lifting a finger. She sighed with pleasure as I massaged her scalp, running shampoo-covered fingers through her long hair. She leaned back against my body, and it was all I could do not to moan in pain as I rubbed soap into her skin, starting at her shoulders and working my way down to her heavy breasts. Her nipples poked through the soapsuds that slid slowly off her body, moving as slowly and carefully as I did as I continued my agonizing journey over my girlfriend’s teasing curves.

Reaching between her legs, I touched Tasha’s pussy. She didn’t stop me. Her eyes were closed, her head leaning back against my shoulder, water cascading over her breasts as they rose and fell with her steady breathing. I touched her again, and again, she didn’t say a word. Slowly, carefully, I rubbed my finger against her pussy. I felt Tasha’s body tremble as she leaned against me, but she still didn’t say a thing.

I was pushing my luck. And I knew that what I was doing was only going to make things harder for me. The more contact I had with the body I craved, the harder it was to be denied the orgasm I was already desperate for. But I couldn’t help myself. I was like an addict, hooked on what I knew was destroying me. It wasn’t a feeling I ever had before in my life, or one I had ever expected to know firsthand. But there I was, touching what hurt me like a man with a sore tooth who can’t leave it alone.

And Tasha was anything but sore. Tasha sighed with pleasure, not saying a word, barely making a move, just enjoying the feeling of the warm water cascading over her shining body as she leaned against me for support and I slid my fingers into her warm pussy. I could feel her snug tightness, and my cock surged, pressing hard against the steel walls of the cage, pressing against the tight latex that gripped my body, rebelling uselessly against everything that had happened to me over the past few weeks. As I slid my fingers deeper into Tasha’s pussy, I leaned my head forward and dared to kiss her slender neck. And even though she never opened her eyes, I saw her smile deepen a little more at the feel of my lips against her skin.

Slow, and steady. I fingered my girlfriend slowly, taking my time to build toward her pleasure. She still didn’t have to be at work for a long time, so we were under no pressure. And after all, I knew exactly how to please her. I had had plenty of practice. If nothing else, this wild game of domination and submission had made me better at satisfying my girlfriend. I had learned the responses of her body like never before, because I had only them to concentrate on. I had to focus only on her. Maybe it really had made me a better lover, though that was poor consolation for what it had cost me. Still, I kept going. I kept fingering Tasha, and slowly, steadily, her moans of pleasure got louder and faster. I could feel her orgasm building inside her, slow but powerful, and as she raised her hands above her head, reaching blindly behind her to wrap her arms around my neck, I knew she was getting close. I watched her breasts rise on her chest as she moved, and I longed to kiss them, but I couldn’t quite reach them by lowering my head. Instead, I kept fingering her, coaxing a morning orgasm out of her, and soon, Tasha was sobbing in my arms with the pleasure that burst out of her. My cock throbbed painfully in response, my whole body longing for hers as I held her up there under the cascading water, bringing her one-sided pleasure that my girlfriend had learned to accept as no more than what she deserved.

Just another one of my duties as her live-in maid, along with the dishes and laundry and everything else it took to run our household. A kept man, Rebecca sometimes called me, taking pleasure in reminding me that I didn’t have a job and that she had decided to forbid me from getting one. Financially, I was completely dependent on Tasha now, and for the first time since I was a child, I didn’t have my own source of income. One more tiny humiliation, one more minor emasculation to go along with the rest. But my new life had the benefit of simplicity, at least. My job now was to make Tasha happy any way she wanted, and to do the same for Rebecca when she was around. It was at least simple. The psychological and sexual pathways that had brought us here were as complex as anything I had ever known, but the day-to-day reality was straightforward. I just had to make Tasha happy.

Clearly, I had.

“Good boy,” Tasha purred as she finally opened her eyes. My fingers slid easily out of her pussy, lubricated not just by the water of the shower but also by the juices that streamed down the inside of her shaking legs. She ordered me out of the shower, and I did as she said, grabbing a towel to wipe up the water that spilled easily off my latex uniform. Then I grabbed a fresh towel and held it out for her, drying off her body while she stood dripping on the bathmat, an absolute goddess who deserved to be served.

When she was dry, Tasha sent me away for a moment while she worked on her hair and makeup. That was one thing she still did for herself, a skill I had yet to master. Still, I loved the transformation. I love to watch her weave what still seemed to me like a magic spell, that transformed a naturally beautiful woman into something even more stunning. With nothing better to do, with nowhere else to go, I stood in the open door of the bathroom and watched, and Tasha let me watch her stand naked in front of the mirror and transform herself into the office slut, her makeup bringing out her beautiful features, emphasizing her full lips and shining copper colored eyes, her red hair forming its trademark curls around her beautiful face. When she was finished, she was completely changed, just like she always was, a flawless beauty that smiled at me from across the bathroom. As if I really were in the presence of some unearthly being of divine sexual power.

“Time to get dressed,” Tasha said with a smile. As she stepped past me, still completely naked, she brushed the back of her hand against the visible bulge in the front of my dress, my caged cock pressed against the clinging fabric. I watched her ass sway from side to side as she walked down the hallway toward the bedroom, still taunting me almost to the point of madness with the beauty of her body and her total confidence in the way she looked.

I knew my role. Meek as ever, I followed her to the bedroom, my ridiculous uniform creaking with every step I took. I watched as she moved naked around the room, her breasts jiggling and bouncing with every step she took as she pulled out a bra from the drawer, then moved to her closet. She spent a fortune on clothes these days. When she wasn’t at work, having sex with Rebecca, or dominating me, Tasha was out at the stores shopping for new sexy outfits to please her lesbian lover. She was good at it. The outfits Tasha was wearing were exactly the kind of things I wanted to see her in, sexy outfits designed to drive me crazy, and it only made me crazier to know that she wasn’t dressing that way primarily for me, but for Rebecca. For Rebecca, and for everyone else she worked with in her office all day. Tasha had really come to enjoy her role as the office slut.

And my breath caught in my throat as I looked down to where she had outfit spread out on the bed. It was new, all of it, from the tiny little skirt to the gleaming black boots. And the smile never left Tasha’s face as she had me dress her, slowly and carefully.

I started with the bra. One of her many push-up bras that pressed her boobs high on her chest, giving her unignorable cleavage that was a long way from being appropriate for the office. A shirt came next, a black short-sleeved shirt with white pinstripes that was barely big enough to fit her. As I buttoned up the shirt with shaking hands, I saw that the top button was under enormous strain from her breasts, and the open neck showed off acres of the cleavage the bra gave her. Tasha hadn’t taken any panties out of her drawer, and I couldn’t miss the significance of that as I picked up the tiny skirt and helped her step into it.

She turned her back on me, and I lifted the skirt up, pulling it up over the hem of her shirt at the same time. She accessorized it with a wide red patent leather belt that I wrapped around her narrow waist, flaunting her hourglass figure above the skirt that flared out from her hips to exaggerate her feminine form. The frilly lace trim at the bottom of the black skirt barely reached to the middle of her toned thighs. And as Tasha sat down on the edge of the bed and told me to put her boots on, she almost flashed me a teasing glimpse of her pussy as the skirt slid higher on her thighs. My cock ached inside its chastity as I thought of her in the office all day, risking exposure and getting turned on by doing it. I thought of how Rebecca would respond to her in this outfit. And I tried not to think of what her boss Steve would think, but it was impossible not to. Jealousy and frustration and fear burned inside me, but I did as I was told. I sank to my knees on the floor in front of my goddess girlfriend and slid one tall boot, then the other, onto her feet.

The boots sparkled in the light, made of glossy patent leather. I pulled on the long zippers, drawing the leather tighter around her legs, reaching past her knees to stop just a few inches short of her skirt. With their slender high heels, the shiny boots looked more like something a streetwalker would wear than a girl heading off to spend a day in office. But I knew that that was the point. And as I finished zipping up her boots, there was no denying that Tasha looked incredible. She looked like a sex kitten, like a fuck toy, like a woman who wanted nothing out of life except the next orgasm. And in many ways, I knew that that was exactly what my girlfriend was.

Still sitting on the bed, Tasha reached down beside herself and picked up a small black choker, sweeping back her red curls to fasten it around her neck. Then she posed, supporting herself with her hands on the mattress, her breasts pressing against the straining front of the shirt with every breath she took. Her eyes moved up and down over me, regarding me as I kneeled at her feet in my own ridiculous outfit. She looked unbelievably sexy and powerful and gorgeous, and I knew I looked completely ridiculous, and that was just part of the power imbalance between us. Part of the juxtaposition my dominant girlfriend craved as she lorded her sexual power over me.

“How do I look?” she asked.

“Tasha, you look absolutely amazing,” I said truthfully, making her giggle.

“I hope so. I hope Steve likes it. I hope he thinks I look good while I’m sucking his cock.”

Her words were meant to hurt, and they did. They felt like a knife to my heart as I winced at her feet, and Tasha watched every moment, drinking in my humiliation like it was the finest wine. It turned her on. I knew that by now. Her eyes shone with that burnished metallic glow as she took in the sight of me kneeling there at her feet. Then, she leaned forward. I raised my eyes to meet hers as she hooked a finger into one of the rings on the collar I wore, pulling my face to hers and staring deep into my eyes.

“And you’re going to be at home, cleaning and tidying and being my silly little maid,” Tasha smirked at me. In her own way, she seemed to get more like Rebecca every day. More cruel, more dominant, more comfortable giving orders and expecting them to be obeyed. “I’m going to be watching on the camera, though you won’t know when. And I’m going to be flirting with my sexy boss, too. God, I’m so nervous. The thought of being with another guy — I don’t know why, but it’s different than it is with Rebecca. Still, it’s fucking sexy. And Steve is fucking sexy. And something about sleeping with the boss just feels like a thing every girl should do at least once in her life. I never had the chance before. I never worked for a guy as cute as Steve. I’m so glad you’re okay with me doing this.”

“Well, I don’t have a lot of choice, do I?”

“Oh honey, of course you do. You make the choice every day when you serve me like such a little bitch. You could say no. You could break up with me. That would devastate me. You know I love you. But I’m not sure it would do you any favors. I mean, I’m going to give the key to your chastity back to Rebecca today. If we weren’t dating anymore, I’m not sure she’d give it back to you. I think you’d just become another one of her slaves. And after I got over our breakup… Well, I guess I’d be free to date other guys. But I don’t want that. This is much more fun. And you know it’s much more fun for you, too.”

Still smiling, Tasha leaned even closer to me, pressing her painted red lips against mine. Hungrily, I kissed her back. The truth of what she was saying echoed inside my skull, requiring no response from me. We both knew it was true. And we both got off on the thought that I had no choice about what was happening to me. Even if I did. Even if I could stop this game if I really wanted to. I didn’t believe Tasha when she said we would break up, though I couldn’t be 100% sure she was lying, either. All I knew was that it turned me on to be confronted with my own powerlessness, to have my girlfriend tease me with her ability to do whatever she wanted, even this latest and even crueler betrayal.

“I left your chastity key in the bathroom,” Tasha said softly as she finally lifted her lips from mine. “Remind me to grab it on my way out the door so I can give it back to Rebecca. But we still have some time before I need to be at work. And the thought of what I’m going to do later has gotten so fucking turned on. You know what to do, sissy boy. Get your face between my legs and make your girlfriend cum.”


23. A Slut Serves Her Boss

These days, I was always nervous. That’s what happens when you don’t know what each day will bring you. But this day was easily the most nerve-racking of all. As always, I couldn’t stop thinking about what Tasha must be doing. I couldn’t stop thinking about her in the sexy outfit I had helped put on, supercharged with the desire I had helped nurture in her, her body and her brain primed for sex and her greaseball boss ready to exploit that fact. My heart burned with rage as I thought about what she had told me, how he put his hand on my girlfriend’s ass. It was easier to be mad when she wasn’t around. When I wasn’t under the spell of her physical presence, her beauty smoothing away the sharp edges of things and making me suggestible to ideas I would never otherwise have considered.

At least that’s what I tell myself.

And not for the first time, I regretted there wasn’t more to do around the house. The household chores were doing a poor job of keeping me distracted from the reality I found myself in, but they were all I had. And every step I took, every squeak of the tight latex dress locked onto me, every rattle of my chastity cage, served to remind me just how helpless I was, just how humiliated and used and reduced to an object of sadistic female pleasure.

As I worked, I could feel the unblinking eye of the cameras we had set up around the house watching me. From the moment Tasha left the house, I found myself mentally timing her, trying to predict when she would reach the office. There was no way of knowing when I was being watched. Just like Tasha said. In a way, you had to admire Rebecca’s dark genius. No matter how humiliating and dark and deviant things got, she always found a way to increase the tension. She always found a way to turn things up again.

But there wasn’t much to do in the house. When your whole day is devoted to keeping a one bedroom apartment clean, you find yourself with a lot of free time. In its way, that was the biggest torture of all. But I couldn’t stop thinking about what might be going on, knowing I couldn’t control her. I couldn’t stop thinking about the ridiculous predicament I was in, and how I had let things come to this point. And yet, there was that desire, boiling inside me to remind me why I allowed all this. Why I would continue to allow it, why I wouldn’t protest or try to stop Tasha from doing what she was planning to do. As crazy as it all was, it turned me on just as much as it did her. That was the dark spell we were all operating under.

My phone buzzed. In my maid uniform, I had no pockets, so I left my phone on the arm of the sofa. Hearing the notification, I opened the app to see a picture Tasha sent me. She looked like she was in the bathroom of her office, holding the phone above her and pouting at the camera as she took a shot of her body in her provocative outfit. She must be really feeling herself, I thought, judging by the glow in her eyes. Clearly, she was feeling incredibly sexy. And she should. She certainly looked it. The high angle of the photo showed off her cleavage in the open front of her shirt, and her hypnotic curves true my eye downward to the tiny skirt that barely covered her ass and the tall boots that showed off her shapely legs. I felt again the familiar pain of my cock trying to harden in the chastity device at the sight of her. Just as Tasha intended.

A few minutes passed. And then my phone buzzed again. This time, it was a photo of Rebecca. It was taken close up, and the top of her face was hidden outside the frame of the photo, her eyes invisible. What I could see though, quite clearly, was her mouth, her full lips slightly parted, her strong white teeth showing. And my heart froze as I saw, between them, the tiny key to my chastity device. Tasha had given it back to her lesbian lover, just as she said she would. I wasn’t surprised. But It was only when I saw it for myself that I realized I had been carrying some faint hope that maybe she wouldn’t. Maybe she would hold onto the key herself. Maybe I would prefer that. Tasha had unlocked me, and for all her ever-increasing sadism, she was more merciful than Rebecca was. I had a better chance of being released at least on occasion by my girlfriend than I ever did by Rebecca. But still, I had to admit the truth that being in control of a woman who didn’t love me, who didn’t necessarily care about me beyond the opportunities I presented for teasing and humiliation, sent another bolt of deep arousal racing through my body. That was how my life worked now. A constant push and and pull between fear and desire, with desire invariably winning and getting me into these preposterous situations. I stared at the photo, at Rebecca’s mouth, at the hint of cleavage that showed over the top of whatever outfit she wore, and again I wondered what it must be like to work in that office with the two of them. I had seen for myself the wild sexual energy that crackled in the air between them whenever they were together. It was impossible not to notice. Maybe that was what had given Tasha’s boss the courage to touch her the way he did. I felt close to panic at the thought of what had happened, and what might be about to happen. Because clearly, already, I could see that both women were in a playful mood, and it terrified me to consider what that meant.

But for a while, my phone sat silent. Just those two photos to remind me what I already knew. That my girlfriend looked sexy and that her dominant lover Rebecca had total sexual control over me again. I supposed that for all their kinky games, the girls must have to do at least some work during the day, though I didn’t think much about that. I thought only about how the two of them would encourage each other, how their deviant brains would bring out the best and the worst in one another. Rebecca, I knew for a fact, would be encouraging Tasha to cheat on me. Sometimes it was hard to tell what turned Rebecca on more: having sex with my girlfriend, or humiliating me. Until that point, they had always been more or less the same thing. But thanks to Rebecca, and thanks to Tasha, that was all about to change.

Scrub the kitchen floor. Hands and knees, slut.

That was a text from Rebecca. Even from this distance, the woman was dominating me, exercising her total control without even being in the room. I didn’t reply to her text. I thought of the cameras spread through the house, and I knew I had to do as I was told. Finding a bucket and brush in our cupboard of cleaning products, I got down my hands and knees and began to scrub our kitchen floor just as my mistress ordered, my cheeks burned with humiliation as I wondered if she was watching. I could imagine her laughing as she watched through the camera, could imagine Tasha laughing with her, the sound of their cruel laughter burned onto my brain after the experiences we had had over the past few weeks. It was way too easy to imagine that. It was much harder to keep myself from imagining other, more shadowy figures watching my humiliation too. Surely Tasha wouldn’t share my shame with her coworkers? It was stupid to try and guess what my girlfriend was and wasn’t capable of, especially with Rebecca’s encouragement. Even a couple of days ago, I never would have imagined anything like this.

I had the kitchen floor halfway done when I heard my phone buzz again. Knowing it had to be one of the women who controlled me, I rose to my feet and headed back to the living room to pick up my phone. It was another text from Rebecca, this time ordering me to face the kitchen camera and pull up my dress to show my caged cock. Trembling with shame, I headed back into the kitchen and stood in front of the camera. Not knowing who was watching added a wild fear to my complex emotions as I pulled up my latex skirt with difficulty. There could be anyone on the other side of that unblinking camera, the whole office getting a kick out of my ridiculous situation. I tried to stay calm, tried to tell myself that only Rebecca and maybe Tasha were watching, women who already know the secret to my obedience. But after all, it didn’t matter who was watching and who wasn’t. I had to do as I was told.

My phone buzzed again as I lowered my skirt. Returning to the living room, I picked it up to see the latest message from Rebecca

Good boy, was all it said.

Setting the phone down, I went back to scrubbing the kitchen floor. After all, it wasn’t as though I had anything better to do with my time.

The hours passed by slowly. Rebecca and Tasha left me alone now. In some ways, I realized, that was worse than having them messaging me. As long as they were playing with me, even from afar, I had some idea what they were up to. But the long period of silence gnawed at me. Anything could be happening. The apartment was immaculate, gleaming clean top to bottom as I channeled my frustrated sexual energy into tidying up. But that could only occupy me for so long. If anyone was watching through the cameras, they would see me spending a lot of hours sitting on the couch, squirming in my uncomfortable outfit, watching TV and trying without success to distract myself from the strange reality I was living in. Hardly compelling viewing. But for now, it seemed that Tasha and Rebecca had better things to do than watch me wander unhappily around the apartment.

The end of the day came. Five o’clock rolled around, and I knew their workday was over. I waited impatiently for Tasha to come home, wondering if Rebecca would be with her. Wondering what kind of story I might hear from the two of them. And when my phone began to vibrate on the arm of the sofa, I snatched it up.

It was Rebecca. She was calling me, a video call. Swiping the screen, I answered. Her beautiful face showed on my phone as Rebecca smiled wickedly into the camera, those gorgeous features lit up with cruelty and sadism and a sense of her own sexual power as she grinned at me.

“Hello, bitch boy,” she said. “Just thought I’d check in with you and let you know what’s going on here. Your girlfriend’s going to be home late tonight. She’s putting in some extra work at the office.”

Rebecca giggled as she spoke, and the scene behind her shifted as she moved. Behind her, I could see the office where they worked, a bland business environment just like thousands of others, lit up by halogen lights. Rebecca moved past empty desks, the rest of her coworkers gone home. And as she moved down the corridor, she turned the phone around so that I could no longer see her. Instead, I saw a door, almost but not quite fully closed. Through the gap in the door, I could see movement. The gap seemed to grow wider as Rebecca pointed her phone right through it, letting me see inside a smaller office. And what I saw seemed to drive a hot nail of hatred and disgrace into my heart.

There was a desk, and a man sitting on the edge of it. I couldn’t see his face; Rebecca wasn’t focusing on that. Instead, she was focusing on his body, his shirt untucked, his pants wide open. And between his legs, I could see Tasha’s red curls bouncing with the movement of her head. She was on her knees on the floor of the office, that tiny skirt barely covering her ass, those tall boots gripping her thighs, her cheeks turning hollow as she enthusiastically sucked. She had one hand around the base of the man’s cock, sucking for all she was worth as she looked up at him, and I could hear him moaning in horrible pleasure.

Time seemed to stand still. My focus shrank, as though everything went black except the tiny dot that showed what was happening on the phone in front of me. My heart raced in my chest, sending poisonous blood through my body as instinct told me to do something to stop what was happening, despite it being impossible. My breath came in short ragged gasps, and I felt as though I had strayed into some strange erotic dream. But this was real. I knew that. Tasha had made no secret of what she was planning to do. Now she was doing it. Any hope I might have had that she wasn’t serious, that she was just saying these things to tease me and drive me crazy, evaporated cruelly, leaving me with this brutal reality. My cheating girlfriend had done it again. This time, somehow, it felt so much worse than I did when she cheated on me with Rebecca.

The camera moved again. Rebecca’s face showed on my screen as she moved away from the open door, heading back down the corridor. I saw her drop heavily into a chair at the desk nearest the door. There were several more jarring movements of the camera as she set it up in front of herself, propping it up on the desk so that her face and the upper half of her body filled the frame.

“See that?” she grinned. “Looks to me like your girlfriend loves sucking cock. Just not yours. Anyone’s but yours. Look at her on her knees in there, earning that promotion. What a good little office slut I’ve made her into. She’s really taking to her new role. You can see for yourself how much she loves servicing the boss, as she should. I mean, Steve’s a real man. Not like you. A real man with a real man’s cock that needs a woman’s lips around it. While yours stays locked up, safely under lock and key. See? There’s a place for everyone in this world. You just have to find it. Yours is dressing up like a sissy maid and serving our every need. Tasha’s is getting on her knees and sucking cock and eating pussy. And mine? Mine is keeping you bitches in line.”

Rebecca laughed at that, as though she had said something really funny. But I was laughing. I wasn’t saying anything. The words escaping me completely. And after all, there was nothing I could say. It didn’t matter what I said or how I felt about what was happening. Not to Rebecca. She was going to do what she was going to do, and Tasha would likewise do whatever she wanted, and all I could do was try to find some way to deal with her. Some way to process this unbelievable turn of events. Some way to focus not on the deep sense of betrayal and anger and disgrace I felt, but to focus instead on how sexy it all was. The image of Tasha on her knees pleasuring another man had burned itself onto my brain in the moment I saw it, and I knew it would come back to haunt me again and again in the future. And what haunted me the most was how desirable she looked. My cock ached desperately in the steel chastity that Rebecca had the key to, a constant painful reminder that it got me off to see my girlfriend acting like a slut.

“I don’t know if you can hear that, but it sounds like they’re really having a good time in there,” Rebecca went on. “I’ll admit, you did a good job getting her ready. Helping her dress sexy. Her little outfits are causing quite a stir around the office, you know. I know people are talking. Talking about how she looks, wondering why she dresses like she does for work. Let them talk. God, imagine if they knew the truth. Imagine if they could guess even a little bit of what’s going on between us. Imagine if they knew that Tasha’s boyfriend is a chastity slut and that’s why she has to go looking for strange cock to keep her happy.”

Rebecca loved a captive audience for these little speeches of hers. As she spoke, she shifted in her chair. I saw her swing her legs up onto the desk the phone was propped on, positioning herself with one foot on either side of the camera. She pulled up her skirt, pulling back from the desk at the same time to make sure I could see between her legs. She wore no panties. There was that pussy I had come to know so well, the one I had licked at her command and seen Tasha do the same. And as I watched, dumbfounded, shocked into silence, Rebecca reached down and began to rub two fingers against her swollen lips.

“This is so fucking hot,” she said in a breathless voice. “God, this is such a fucking turn-on. Listening to your girlfriend being a total slut in there, sucking another guy’s cock while you sit there watching like the fucking loser you are. God, it turns me on. If you were here right now, you’d be on your knees eating my pussy just like she’s on her knees swallowing Steve’s cock. Or maybe not. Maybe I wouldn’t even let you do that. Maybe even if you were here, you’d still have to just watch.”

Her eyelids fluttered. Her lips were parted as she leaned back in her chair, her pleasure getting the better of her. Her long legs framed my vision, guiding my eye irresistibly toward her pussy that shone visibly with the juices that were pouring out of her as she touched herself. Unconsciously, my hand pressed against my caged cock through the tight latex of the dress I wore. But there was no relief there. There was nothing I could do to give myself the pleasure I craved, no option open to me except to sit and watch, just like Rebecca said. Just like I had so many times before. And so that was what I did. I sat and I watched as my girlfriend lover played with herself, using the sounds of Tasha sucking another man’s cock to get herself off. I watched orgasm bloom inside her, watched sexual pleasure spread through her body, taunting me with my own inadequacy. I listened to her moaning in bliss, watched her body convulse in the office chair, desiring her desperately but almost hating her atthe same time for being the architect of this unbelievable display. But there was no denying how desperately I wanted the woman. There was no hiding that fact even for myself. And as I watched her cum, that desire peaked, radiating out as waves of pain from my caged cock that Rebecca held the key to. Pleasure for her, for Steve, for everyone but me. That was the unmissable message of the show Rebecca put on for me.

She sighed happily as she came down from her climax. I knew that look on her face. The look of total pleasure that followed her physical ecstasy, and the delight she felt at having made me watch her. A single orgasm, I knew, was never enough for a woman like her. And so, as she lifted her feet off the desk, her pussy disappearing from my view, I simply waited to see what this wicked woman had in mind next.

Rebecca paused. Her deep blue eyes shifted to one side for a moment, her teeth showing as she bit her for lower lip. Then she returned her gaze to me through the phone screen.

“You hear that?” she said, her voice low as she spoke. “I think there’s more than just a blowjob going on in that office right now. Can you hear?”

I listened. Even though I knew it couldn’t help me, even though I knew it would only add to my sufferings, I listened to what Rebecca wanted me to hear. And before long, I caught it. I could hear Tasha’s voice rising in the background, rising in the quiet of the abandoned office. She wasn’t saying anything, not in words. It was the wordless moaning of a woman deep in the throes of pleasure.

My blood curdled. My heart shrank. Every cell of my body seemed to vibrate at once, as though protesting this latest outrage. But as always, there was no way to stop it or control it or even influence events from where I sat at home, utterly humiliated, utterly disgraced. All I could do was sit in the shadow of my total sexual inadequacy, my total defeat. As always, Rebecca had won. As always, I had lost. And as the sounds of sex reached me from Rebecca’s phone, filling the office and growing louder by the second, I did my best not to panic. In its own strange way, Tasha’s cheating with Rebecca had only brought the two of us close together. But this new threat scared me far more. As Tasha herself pointed out, Rebecca satisfied her in ways I never could. Did her boss now do the same? From the ecstatic shrieks and yells and moans of ecstasy I could hear from the office, it sounded that way. I couldn’t help comparing myself to him, couldn’t help rack my brain to wonder if I had ever made her scream like that. The last time I had sex with Tasha had been some of the best we ever had, wildly passionate, desperate, animalistic. But had I made her scream and moan like that? In the dark depths of my submissive heart, I doubted it.

“That’s how it sounds when a real man fucks a slut like her,” Rebecca said, the smile on her face looking almost like a snarl as she spoke. “That’s what a real man does to woman. What you’ll never do to her. That’s what we have to lock your worthless cock up. That’s why she has to find a real man to satisfy her. She’s lucky she found Steve. She’s lucky she found me, too. If it wasn’t for me, the two of you would still be having boring, disappointing straight sex. Instead, your girlfriend is having awesome slutty sex with me and our boss. And if you’re a good boy, you get to watch. Isn’t that great?”

I didn’t answer Rebecca. I couldn’t. And for once, she didn’t seem to want me to. Instead, she just grinned at the phone in front of her. I saw her eyes moving as she looked me up and down, taking in the ridiculous site of me dressed in my maid uniform. For now, she said nothing. And in the background, I had Tasha shriek in wild orgasm, and I squeezed my eyes shut for a moment, as though that could possibly keep me from the vision of her getting railed by a man who wasn’t me. I could imagine it all as though I were there, could imagine her sprawled on her boss’s desk, her legs in their sexy boots hooked over his shoulders, his cock driving deep into her creamy pussy as she howled in desperate bliss. It was all too much. I felt dizzy, and I was glad I was sitting down. I felt as though I might faint from the pure pressure of desire that boiled inside me.

“Sounds like she’s having a good time,” Rebecca said. “She’ll be back late tonight. But when she comes home, I expect you to make her dinner and serve her every need. Remember, I’ll be watching. Bye, bitch boy.”

With that, the screen went blank. Rebecca hung up, and I heaved a deep sigh, dropping the phone on the couch cushion beside me from fingers that felt numb. I couldn’t believe what I had seen. I couldn’t believe what had happened. Even though I knew it was coming. Even though no one had tried to hide from me the reality of what they were planning. It was one thing to hear about it, to imagine it, and another thing entirely to see it. But now, it was done. My girlfriend had betrayed me, not with a lesbian this time, but with another man. Whatever fallout there was in our relationship from that was now a fact. There was no getting around it. She had done this to me, and I had been unable to stop her, and no matter what happened, it could never be undone.

All I could do was wait. I had no idea how long Tasha might stay at the office, having sex with her boss. They could be at all night. But as I sat there wrapped up in my own dark thoughts, my cock continued to rage in the chastity device, and once again, I was forced to confront how sexy it all was. Shameful and humiliating and disgraceful and unbelievable, yes. But sexy, above all. I had always been bewitched by Tasha’s beauty, always been helpless in the face of my desire for her. This latest development not only did nothing to change that, but it enhanced her power. My girlfriend always been sexy to me, but now, she seemed like more of a sex goddess than ever. With all these people wanting her, with all these people having her, I felt like I was going mad with sheer desire.

I waited. The wait wasn’t all that long measured on the clock, but it felt like days to my shattered grasp of time. But finally, I heard a key in the door of our apartment, and I sprang to my feet. I rushed to the door as quick as my tight latex dress would allow me to move, and as Tasha stepped inside, alone, a wave of gratitude washed over me. She looked sheepishly at me as she closed the door behind her, seeming uncharacteristically unsure of herself. Unsure, perhaps of my reaction to this latest outrage. But I wrapped my arms around her, holding her tight, kissing her desperately and frantically. All the hatred and rage and betrayal I had felt while I waited seemed to melt away at the sight of her. My cock throbbed with its usual desire inside the steel prison as I pressed it against her body, and Tasha smiled as she kissed me back.

“God, that was unbelievable,” she said, shaking her head to make her red curls sway around her face. “I can’t believe we did that. You okay?”

“I have no idea,” I said, making Tasha laugh. “I just know that you’re the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen.”


24. Story Time

I’m not going to say it got easier, because it isn’t ever easy. How could it be? Living with what Tasha and Rebecca had done to me was one of the hardest things I had ever had to endure in my life. There’s no getting around that. Just like that no getting around the fact that in a way, that was the point. It was supposed to be hard. It was supposed to be a struggle to keep my sanity under the brute force of the constant desire I felt, the constant need for sex that was almost never satisfied. The difficulty was the whole point, or a big part of it, at least.

And dealing with the fact of Tasha’s betrayal, knowing that she was at work having sex with her boss while I was stuck at home locked into a latex maid’s outfit and made to serve like a slave while she enjoyed pleasure denied to me, was the absolute peak of difficulty and disgrace.

But when Tasha came home that day, it all changed. Not to say that I didn’t still feel that anger and rage and sense of betrayal burning inside me, because I did. But they were eclipsed by her presence somehow. Swept away by her unignorable beauty and the wild desire I couldn’t stop feeling for her. I’ve said before that her presence, along with Rebecca’s, had a way of almost weaving a spell over me, of making me agree to the unthinkable, of making me okay with the unimaginable. I had never felt that more keenly than I did on that day when Tasha came home to me, practically glowing with the pleasure of having had sex with her boss and looking like the sexiest creature in the universe to me.

I met her at the door, showering her with kisses, wrapping my arms around her, and she did the same. She kissed me back with desperate passion, made all the more desperate by her own fears and doubts. After all, this was uncharted territory. She had asked me, in a roundabout way, if it would be okay before she did anything with him. And I had agreed to it, in my own way. We both knew that it’s one thing to talk about something and another thing to actually do it. When she came home that day, she didn’t know exactly what she was coming home to. She didn’t know how I might react to what she had done. Speaking honestly, neither did I.

But maybe I shouldn’t have been surprised by this wave of affection and love. I had noted before that all these deviant sexual activities only seemed to bring the two of us closer. The fact of Tasha’s betrayal sat between us like a rock, some immovable boulder that would sit there for the rest of our lives. But it enhanced her sexiness, enhanced my desire, and somehow, that made everything bearable. It wasn’t okay. It wasn’t right. But it was hot. Unforgettably, unignorably hot. Seeing her standing there in front of me in the outfit I helped her put on to seduce another man that morning, was unbearably, unspeakably attractive, and that, somehow, was just about enough.

After all, it had to be.

I showered her with affection as she walked through the door, and soon, Tasha was laughing in delight and relief. Disentangling herself from me, she stepped past me, heading to the living room, and I followed. My clinging latex maid uniform squeaked with every step I took, and I struggled against the clinging rubber that pinned my thighs together. Ready to serve. That was how I looked, and I’ll admit it was how I felt, too. Watching Tasha do what she had done, knowing the depths of her selfishness and cruelty, just reminded me what a powerful and dominant goddess she could be when she wanted to be. I was in awe of her. And as I watched her fold herself onto our living room sofa, sighing happily as she crossed her long legs and her tiny skirt slid up even further toward her ass, I knew there was nowhere else I wanted to be in that moment than at her feet.

“So, how was that?”

“Torture, Tasha,” I said truthfully. “Absolute torture. You looked so fucking sexy. I can’t believe you did that. I really can’t. I can’t believe how hot it is, either. I can’t believe how much it turns me on.”

“It does? Well, that’s good, I guess. Who knew you were such a little pervert? Well, I guess Rebecca did. You saw I gave her back the key, right?”

“Yes,” I mumbled, as a red blush rose to my cheeks, and Tasha laughed again.

“It’s probably for the best,” Tasha said. “I mean, I’m too tired to have sex with you now anyway. I’m guessing if I had the key, you’d be pestering me to fuck you right now, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes,” I admitted again, and again Tasha laughed. Even after everything the two of us had been through together, it was as though she still couldn’t really believe what was happening. She couldn’t really believe how into this I was. Neither could I. I had never in my life imagined that I would find any kind of pleasure from something so depraved. And yet, here we were.

“The place looks great,” Tasha said, her brown eyes shining as she glanced around the apartment. “I watched you scrubbing the floor. It looked like hard work. You looked so cute, though, in you little outfit, your cock and balls all locked away, made to serve by two evil women. God, it really got me going. Lucky Steve was there, because after watching you clean house for me, I really needed to cum. I guess you know what that’s like.”

I said nothing as Tasha laughed again. Her dominance was different to Rebecca’s. Less aggressive, I suppose. Less polished. In a way, that made it even more effective. I loved this woman, and Tasha had a good heart. I didn’t doubt that she loved me, despite her recent actions. The contrast between that truth and the truth of her total sexual dominance somehow made it even more striking, even more enchanting.

“I’m so tired,” Tasha said as she reclined back against the sofa. “My feet hurt.”

Maybe it was a hint, and maybe it wasn’t. But I didn’t even have to think. Immediately, I sank to my knees on the floor in front of the sofa while Tasha smiled down at me. I tried to control the trembling in my hands as I reached for the long zipper of one boot. Touching the skin of her thigh, even for a moment, sent a wild jolt of desire through me, but I focused on my task. The zipper of her boot seemed to groan as I drew it down, sliding the warm leather off her leg. Regarding me with a smile, Tasha shifted in her seat, crossing her legs the other way, and I removed her other boot too. I set them down on the floor in front of the sofa and took one of her feet in my hands. Gently, I began to massage the sole, as she sighed in pleasure.

“Oh, this is unbelievable,” she said, as laughter bubbled out of her like spring water rising from some hidden well. “I fucked my boss today, and your response is to give me a foot rub? Fuck, I love my new life.”

“I’m glad,” I said softly, still rubbing her feet. The couch creaked as Tasha leaned back against it a little more, closing her eyes and enjoying the sensations I was giving her. At least I could pleasure her this way, I thought to myself with another stab of humiliation and frustration. She was right, of course. It was unbelievable that this was my response to her cheating on me. But it was. I was so filled with desire for her that she was all I could think about, as if her pleasure and happiness was the only thing that mattered in my world. And so I kneeled before her submissively and rubbed her tired feet while she lay back on the sofa, saying nothing for a long while.

Eventually, Tasha shifted on the sofa. I removed my hands from her feet as she turned, lying down on her side. She didn’t open her eyes. She swept back her red curls from her face, her knees together, curled up on the sofa cushions. And almost at once, I heard her breathing slow, entering the regular rhythm of sleep. She looked so indescribably beautiful as I kneeled there in front of the sofa, my treacherous girlfriend who would seemingly fuck anyone but me, who never looked more attractive than when she was having sex with other people. Right now, as she slept, she looked strangely innocent.

I rose carefully to my feet. The maid’s outfit creaked and squeaked the way it always did, no matter how careful I tried to be. It was late. Moving to the kitchen, I began to make dinner. With all the sexual excitement of the day, I hadn’t noticed the hunger growing inside me, but now I could feel it gnawing away at my stomach. And after her athletic exertions at the office, I didn’t doubt that Tasha would be hungry too.

I went to work, busying myself in the kitchen while my cock continued to ache for a release I knew wasn’t coming. There was no sound from the living room. Tasha went on sleeping softly until dinner was ready. When I carried it through to the living room, she woke and sat up on the couch. Opening her eyes, she swept her hair back from her face, looking confused for a moment.

“What time is it?” she asked.

“Just after seven,” I said, setting down a steaming plate of pasta on the coffee table in front of her.

“I fell asleep,” she said.

“I saw that,” I responded. Tasha smiled broadly, and her eyes lit up as she saw the plate of food in front of me.

“Thanks, I’m starving,” she said. She moved forward on the couch as she spoke, her skirt sliding even higher up her thighs as she sat at the edge of the sofa, but she didn’t seem to notice. I put my own plate of pasta down on the coffee table and sat beside her. I knew it was a ridiculous spectacle the two of us made, her in her sexy outfit that was hardly appropriate for the workplace and me in my fetish maid’s uniform. But no matter what kinky games you like to play, reality asserts itself sooner or later. The body has needs beyond the sexual. We had to eat. And there was a strange but cozy domesticity to the scene as we ate together, barely saying a word. Just like old times, apart from the obvious and unforgettable differences. Maybe we really could get through this. Maybe, even though our relationship had changed beyond all recognition, everything would be all right. We still loved each other. I still loved her, my love given a new and burning edge by the wild desire she sparked in me. I could only hope that Tasha could compartmentalize her feelings. That she could have sex with Rebecca and Steve and yet not love them. That was all I had to cling to.

When dinner was done, I cleared away the plates. Tasha sat back on the sofa, a smile on her face as she watched me serve her. She didn’t even have to ask. I knew what was required of me. I really was like a well-trained servant, except servants get paid. What I was, I had to acknowledge, was Tasha’s slave. And not even a sex slave. Now, it seemed, it was other people who got to fuck that beautiful body that I only got to serve. And yet when asked myself if I would change things if I could, the same answer came back. For whatever reason, this was what I wanted.

Returning to the living room, I sat down on the sofa next to Tasha. She pivoted in her seat, swinging her feet into my lap. I took them in my hands, beginning to rub them again. I didn’t imagine there was anything accidental about the way Tasha pressed her heel against the hard knob of my caged cock through the latex skirt I wore. But that was part of the game. She was teasing me again, and the light in her eyes suggested that nap had done her some good.

“I had such horny dreams,” she said. “I think Rebecca might be right. Maybe I am a slut.”

“If that’s what you want,” I said.

“I think it is,” Tasha said, biting her lip. “It feels so hot to know everyone at the office is looking at me. To know at least half of them want to fuck me. I mean, every girl likes being looked at like that sometimes. But it feels so fucking hot. It’s an amazing feeling. You do such a good job, getting me dressed up all sexy. You should’ve seen the look on Steve’s face when he saw me walk in the office today. Well, I guess you know exactly what I mean. He looked at me like I was just this object, just this piece of meat he had to have. And he did. My God, he fucked me so good!”

I almost had to marvel at my own self-control. My hands paused on her feet only for a moment before returning to the task.

“Rebecca told me she called you,” Tasha went on. “So you know what a bad girl I was.”

“Yes,” I said, my voice cracking just a little as I continued to rub Tasha’s feet, and she continued to rub the bulge of my caged cock.

“I bet that made you feel really inadequate, didn’t it? It must’ve been so frustrating knowing I was out there fucking another guy while you’re at home, not even able to jerk off about it.”

“Oh my God, Tasha, it was unbelievable,” I said. “You’re really are driving me crazy.”

“Good.” Tasha smirked, leaning back on the sofa cushions again as I continued to rub her feet and legs, soothing the tired muscles with my hands. She stared up at the ceiling for a moment, her big breasts rising and falling as she breathed, straining against the button of her shirt that struggled to contain them.

“He was flirting with me all day,” she began. “Just little cheeky comments, you know. Maybe you don’t. It’s been a while since you flirted with a girl, hasn’t it? I knew what he was up to, of course. But that was the whole point. He kept looking at me, like I didn’t notice. After a while, I started walking by his office for no reason, pretending I had to fetch something or whatever, just so he would see me. Every time, he would look up from his desk, I had this sort of smile on his face. I kept catching him looking at my legs or my boobs or my ass, and every time I did, I smiled at him, letting him know it was okay. As the day went on, it just got more and more exciting.

“Eventually, I couldn’t take any more. I brought him a coffee. As soon as I stepped inside his office, I could see those eyes moving over my body again, and I just knew. I was so fucking wet, and you know I wasn’t wearing any panties. I was almost worried he’d see my juices trickling down my legs, I was that fucking turned on. And then I thought, fuck it. Chances like this don’t come along every day. I thought of you, at home all locked up and forced to serve, and I just wanted to cum so badly, so I knew what I had to do.

“I put the coffee down on his desk, and I asked to borrow a pen, for no reason at all. He said sure. I picked it up, turned around toward the door, and then I dropped it. I bent over to pick it up, keeping my leg straight, arching my back, and I knew he was looking right up my skirt. I knew he could see my pussy, and I was practically shivering with how much of a slut I was being.

“He got up from his chair. He came around the desk and stood behind me. I went to turn around to face him, but he wrapped an arm around my waist and held me where I was. His other hand went under my skirt from behind, and he touched my pussy. Right there in his office, Matt. Can you believe it? It felt so fucking good. His other hand reached up and grabbed me by the throat. Not hard, but you know. Hard enough. Right there, without asking, he slid his fingers into my pussy. I was so wet, Matt, it was so easy for him. I moaned like a whore as he fingered me right there in the office, standing there with my back to him like some little fuck doll all ready to be used.”

I could hear Tasha’s breath getting shorter as she spoke. She wasn’t the only one. As she related her little story, my cock throbbed outrageously inside the steel chastity, just as she knew it would. Waves of pain radiated out from between my legs the way they always did at moments like this. But all the same, I was transfixed. The story she was telling had me hot, adding to my own humiliation and disgrace, and I sat there with her feet in my hands, saying nothing, silently willing her to stop or to go on. I didn’t even know myself.

“I didn’t cum then,” Tasha said. “I was close, though. Really close. But then he took his fingers away and turned me around to face him. There was this look on his face… Oh my God. Like he wanted to eat me. And right then and there, I wanted him to as well. He told me to come to his office after everyone went home. He didn’t ask. It was an order. And I didn’t ask any questions. I mean, it was exactly what I wanted. I was so fucking turned on walking out of his office, I had to go to the bathroom and get myself off.”

“Really?”

“Really,” Tasha confirmed. “I told you, your girlfriend is a total slut these days. The kind of slut who rubs herself to orgasm in the office bathroom thinking about fucking her boss. And then does it.

“I didn’t get much work done for the rest of the day. I was just too excited. I told Rebecca what happened, and she told me to go for it. She told me you would love me more for doing it. Is that true?”

“I don’t know,” I admitted. “I don’t know about love. I really love you a lot, Tasha. But this makes you sexier to me. I don’t know why. Knowing you’re such a slut, thinking of you fucking another guy — it’s horrible. But it makes you sexier to me, too. It reminds me how sexy you are, that everyone wants to fuck you.”

“That’s what I thought,” Tasha said with a grin. “It makes me feel so sexy, too, knowing I’m wanted like that. And knowing you’re at home, desperate for me, wanting more than ever. That’s just the icing on the cake.

“Anyway, I had to wait until the end of the day. Once everyone left, I went straight to his office. The moment he saw me, his face lit up. God, Matt, you should’ve seen the look on his face. The way he looked at me. It made me shiver. It makes me shiver now, just thinking about it. Seeing how badly he wanted me, seeing exactly what he wanted to do to me. It was such a fucking turn on, I can’t even describe it. When I walked into his office, trying to act all confident and sexy like I’d done this a hundred times before, his eyes followed me like he wanted to eat me.

“Neither of us said a word. We both knew what I was there for. He stood up and came around the front of his desk, sitting on the edge. So full of desire for me. And I knew exactly what to do. Even if I felt really naughty doing it. After all, I’m supposed to be a slut, right? And in that moment, I was. I just needed cock inside me. It didn’t even really matter whose. Steve is hot, I’ll admit, but almost any other man would’ve done too. I just needed cock, like a real slut. So I got on my knees and opened his pants and pulled out his big, beautiful cock.

“His cock is amazing, Matt. And yes, in case you’re wondering, it’s bigger than yours. Not by a lot, but still. Definitely bigger than yours now that you’re locked up, I guess. I’d forgotten what it’s like to be with a guy with a cock like that. I mean, yours is fine. Just the right size, really. But sometimes a girl wants to push herself. Sometimes a girl wants more. Sometimes you want something really big deep inside you, and that’s what I got. Oh my God, Matt. His cock was so hard for me. And I took it in my hand and I leaned forward and I licked it, and he made this moan — it was so fucking sexy.

“I sucked him off. I took that that cock in my mouth and I sucked him like a slut should. It felt so good to give him that pleasure. He was moaning and groaning, just loving it. And I teased him with my tongue. I wrapped my hand around the base of his cock and I took him deep, and he put his hands on the back of my head and forced me down, forcing me to take him even deeper in my throat. I was choking on his cock, and it felt so fucking good to be there on my knees like a slut in my boss’s office, pleasuring him like that with my mouth while my boyfriend was at home.

“He didn’t cum, though. I sucked him until my jaw ached, and when he had had enough, he stepped back. He pulled his cock out of my mouth and pulled me to my feet. He just manhandled me, picking me up and throwing me down on his desk. He lifted my skirt up out of the way, and pulled my legs up onto his shoulders, and I just lay there on the desk, letting him have me, letting him take me. God, Matt, it felt fucking amazing to be taken like that. To be totally overpowered and used like a sex object. I mean, I guess you know how that feels, kind of.

“He slid his cock inside me. Big as it is, it went in easy, I was so fucking wet. And he barely did more than three or four thrusts before I came. He couldn’t believe how tight I was, with my pussy squeezing his cock while I had an orgasm right there on his desk. I didn’t hold anything back. I screamed and moaned like a whore, and he loved it. And cone my orgasm subsided, he started fucking me for real. God, Matt, he just pounded me. Right there on his desk, making it shake underneath us. He’s like a machine, Matt. He’s just relentless. And that cock of his… It’s incredible. He felt so deep inside me. Maybe deeper than anyone has ever gone. I couldn’t help myself. I came again, and again. I had three orgasms right there in his office while he fucked me. Three orgasms before he came.

“That’s right, Matt. He came inside me. He came inside your girlfriend’s sweet pussy. It was a huge load, too. Hot and thick and creamy. I could feel it inside me. It just went on and on. I mean, I made you cum a lot the other day too, didn’t I? I must’ve really teased him all day, because he just exploded this huge load inside me. I could feel it running back out of me, running down my legs, making a puddle on the desk underneath us. It was so fucking dirty, but so fucking hot. Just unbelievable.

“When he was done, he pulled his cock out of me. He was breathing heavily as he went back behind his desk and flopped down in his chair. I sat up, feeling all that cum running out of my body as I perched on his desk. That’s when he told me that he wants to do this again. That he wants to give me a promotion and make me his personal slut in the office. Of course, I agreed. I mean, maybe I should ask you first. But I was so cock-drunk that I would’ve agreed to anything. So there you go. Now I really am the office slut. Steve’s little workplace toy, as well as Rebecca’s side piece. How does that make you feel?”

“Terrible, Tasha,” I said. “Humiliated. Horny. Angry. Everything. You said this was going to happen, and it’s not like I didn’t believe you. But now that it has… I don’t know. It’s different somehow.”

“I know what you mean,” Tasha said, her eyes shining as she struggled to set up, pulling her feet out of my lap. “It just seems more real now somehow, doesn’t it? But there we go. That’s what happened. That’s how I cheated on you with my boss. You’re even more of a cuckold now than you were this morning. And I’m even more of a slut. What a pair we make.”

Tasha put her feet on the floor and stood. Turning toward me, she held out her hand. I took it and rose to my feet, still as entranced as ever by her beauty. Her story had only fueled the desire that raged inside me, and the chastity device around my cock had never felt more painfully tight. I knew it wasn’t going to get released. I knew that Tasha couldn’t release me even if she wanted to, now Rebecca held the key. I let my girlfriend lead me to the bedroom all the same.

There, Tasha told me to pull up my skirt. I did so, and she smiled as she saw the steel chastity device dangling between my legs, the proof of my complete impotence. Then, she went to her drawer of toys. As she pulled out the strap-on dildo, I felt a wave of despair. But it was my job to keep her happy. It was my job to do what my dominant girlfriend wanted. Tasha handed the strap-on to me, and I strapped it around my body just above my caged cock. Meanwhile, my girlfriend lay back on the bed, taking off her shirt and bra, shimmying her way out of her tiny skirt. Her naked body tugged at me, pulling at every taught wire of desire inside me.

“I know you can’t fuck me like my boss does,” Tasha said, lying back with her arms above her head, her pussy brazenly on display in front of me. “But reliving my day at work for you has got me going. So why don’t you do your best to give me another orgasm before we go to sleep?”


25. A Visitor

When the front door of our apartment building buzzed, Tasha answer. But I already knew who it was. There was only one person it could be, and for once, Tasha had prepared me for what was coming. At least a little bit, anyway. It was the weekend, and after the week we had had, the week when Tasha finally betrayed me with a man instead of just with another woman, I wasn’t exactly surprised to learn that there were more kinky sex games on the way.

Plus, knowing Rebecca was coming around had an interesting effect on me these days. I knew it meant more humiliation, more frustration, more suffering. It always did. But I was also painfully aware that Rebecca was the only person on earth who could give me the orgasm I so desperately craved. That didn’t mean it would happen. It didn’t even mean it was particularly likely. But it was the only hope I had, and I clung to it like a sailor lost at sea clinging on to a solitary jagged rock, cutting my hands painfully as I held onto it with all my strength.

Tasha had began giving orders from the moment she woke up that day. Domination was coming more and more easily to her these days, what with all the time she spent in Rebecca’s presence and all the practice she got with me. And after all, these days, I knew I made a fairly pitiful figure. How could she not feel superior to me? How could anyone not feel superior to me? There I was, my manhood under lock and key, physically owned by the woman who was fucking my girlfriend, and I spent my days dressed up in a rubber fetish outfit serving my girlfriend and her lover as a maid. If Tasha still had any respect left for me at all, it was a miracle. And yet, for all her newfound dominance, for all her growing ease with being in charge, I still didn’t doubt her love for me. And I certainly didn’t doubt mine for her. It burned inside me at all hours of the day, reminding me unforgettably why I did what I did, why I put up with all this, why I allowed myself to be treated so cruelly by these beautiful goddesses. Because I loved one of them, and deeply desired the other. And because in my own twisted way, I loved this, too.

First thing in the morning, Tasha ordered me into the shower. Then she lubed me up and had me slip into my maid’s uniform. She always insisted on doing that herself. Probably she knew the effect it had on me, the undeniable erotic charge it gave me to feel her hands sliding over my body like that. To know that her touch was driving me crazy, and to know beyond any hint of doubt that there was absolutely nothing I could do about it. Maybe, in her own way, she just liked touching me. Maybe she could feel the way my body trembled in shock to her every touch. I didn’t know. I never really knew what was going on inside my girlfriend’s head these days. All I had were guesses. But I felt like I was guessing right.

Once I was dressed, Tasha had me shower her, too. Always one of my favorite and most frustrating duties, to be able to touch her beautiful body, to worship her physically, but never quite get what I wanted. Clearly, it was having the usual effect on my girlfriend, too, because Tasha had me go down on her in the shower and eat her to her first orgasm of the day. Neither of us doubted that it wouldn’t be her last. Lately, that’s what our free time was all about. Sexual pleasure for her, sexual frustration for me. I’m not going to say I was coming to accept my new role. It didn’t feel like I ever would. But it’s not like I was resisting it, either. The longer my cock stayed locked away, I had noticed, the easier it became to do as I was told. The more desperate I was for release, the less resistance I had to serving my girlfriend like the lowly slave she and Rebecca had transformed me into. Desire has a way of corroding our willpower, of eating away at everything else, and the stronger it gets, the more it eclipses any laws of reason or common sense or self-respect we might have. I had been locked up now for over a week, and although it didn’t sound that long on the calendar, it felt like an absolute eternity. Especially considering everything that had happened in that time. All the merciless teasing I had been put through, all the pleasure I had been forced to give without hope of receiving. Every cell of my body danced to the music of desire, my brain constantly clouded with a nagging and relentless need for sex that was going completely unfulfilled. I served as Tasha’s fuck toy, her humbled and humiliated pleasure slave, and all the while, my own desire kept increasing until it eclipsed just about every other thought I had.

But our guests still hadn’t arrived, and so there was no possibility of me having the orgasm I felt I needed the way I needed air to breathe. Instead, once I had cleaned her and pleasured her, Tasha told me to dry myself off, then dry her off too, and as usual, I did as I was told. I went with her to the bedroom and served her like a real maid, helping her get dressed.

Today, Tasha dressed casually, though she was still undeniably sexy. Especially to me, in my hyperaroused state. The purple yoga pants she had me pull on to her legs gripped her ass, lifting and shaping each cheek as the fabric disappeared between them, the stretchy fabric clinging to her every curve. The T-shirt she wore above them had a high neck, but that did nothing to hide the way her breasts strained against the fabric, lifting it away from her toned body, making me drool every time I look at her generous chest. She put on some makeup, too, though not a lot. I didn’t flatter myself that it was for my benefit. She wanted to look good for our guest, her lover, Rebecca, who was presumably already on the way. And she did. Dressed as she was, Tasha looked absolutely gorgeous to me. Then again, in my advanced state of sexual frustration, it didn’t take much look like a goddess in my eyes. Locked into my cock cage and my humiliating outfit, I was ready to fall at Tasha’s feet and worship her like the goddess she was, the unbelievable sexual goddess she had become over the last few weeks since that first unforgettable day when Rebecca had come to our home and changed everything. It seemed like a lifetime ago.

Once she was dressed, Tasha headed to the living room sofa, spending some time relaxing, ignoring the TV while playing on her phone. I busied myself with household chores. There weren’t many. The life of a live-in domestic servant, I was finding, was pretty boring when it wasn’t maddeningly sexually frustrating and painfully humiliating. Our small apartment was only home to the two of us, and though Rebecca came around often, it really didn’t require a full day of cleaning five times a week. While my girlfriend was at work, earning the money that supported both of us, I spent a lot of time on my own, bored and horny with nothing to distract myself from my lowly situation. That was the idea, I knew. Rebecca and Tasha had arranged it so I had lots of time to reflect on exactly what had happened to me.

But I served Tasha to the best of my ability, fetching her drinks, doing her laundry, feeling her smiling eyes watching my every move as I struggled around the house in my ridiculous latex maid’s uniform. As usual, it creaked and squeaked with every step I took, announcing my approach before I ever entered the room she was in, and every time, my girlfriend looked up and smiled at the sight of me. After all, I knew how utterly ridiculous I looked. And the slight bulge of my caged cock in the latex skirt of the dress drew her eye over and over again, another reminder of the total power Rebecca had, of my total surrender. And every time I saw Tasha’s glowing eyes sink between my legs, I felt another stab of shame, of humiliation, of physical pain as my cock tried once again to harden pointlessly in the chastity tube that would not allow any kind of erection. This impossible situation had become my life.

I was completely out of chores to do by the time Rebecca arrived. And as Tasha buzzed her into the building, I felt all over again that familiar wave of nervousness and desire and hope and fear. It was the same way I felt around Tasha, but multiplied by ten. Because Rebecca had even more power than my girlfriend did, and even less scruples about using it responsibly. The woman might as well have had the power of life and death over me. And unlike Tasha, Rebecca didn’t love me. Instead, she loved this. She loved the raw power she had, the ego boost it gave her to be completely in control of my body and my sex life. The dark thrill of seducing my girlfriend, turning the woman I loved into a lesbian slut. We all have our dark side, and I had discovered mine and Tasha’s over and over again over the last few weeks. But the pathways of Rebecca’s desire were darker than any I have ever come across before. And it only made her more attractive, like some black hole that draws in all light. We were both, Tasha and me, in the grip of her gravitational pull. There was no escape. How can you possibly escape when you know you don’t really want to?

“Let her in.”

Tasha still smiled as she gave her orders, but there was no doubting that they were orders. She didn’t ask anymore. She had learned she didn’t need to. She might not have the key to my chastity device herself, and she didn’t have the power to free me. But she certainly did have the power to keep me in captivity if she wanted. A single word from her, and Rebecca would be only too happy to add more time to my sentence. My beautiful jailor had made it very clear that complete obedience was expected of me, and that began at home with my girlfriend. Any failure to serve Tasha would jeopardize what slim chance I had of being released, and as both women knew, I wasn’t going to do anything that might do that.

So I squeaked and creaked my way over to the front door, struggling as usual against my ridiculous maid’s uniform. I could only hope none of our neighbors would be in the hallway when I opened the door for Rebecca. I could only hope that my secret would stay within these walls, if it hadn’t gotten out already. The dark eyes of the cameras positioned around the house were a constant reminder that I could be watched at any time, by anyone who knew about my situation. For all I knew, Rebecca had given the link to the camera feed to everyone at her office. It was the kind of mischievous cruelty she specialized in. But I tried not to focus on that, tried not to think about what might be happening, focusing instead on what was. After all, that was more than enough to keep me occupied indefinitely.

When Rebecca knocked on the apartment door, I pulled it open. There she stood in the hallway, mercifully alone, her black hair shining like silk as it framed her beautiful face. Her blue eyes sparkled as she looked me up and down, a faint smile lifting the corners of her full lips at the sight of me. She couldn’t be surprised to see what she saw before her, the sorry spectacle of a man reduced to a humiliated French maid. But she still got a kick out of it. Without saying a word, without waiting to be invited, she swept past me into the hallway of our apartment, once again walking into the place like she owned it. Still not saying a word, she removed her jacket and handed it to me, and like the well-trained servant I was, I hung it up in the hall closet. I also took the backpack she handed me, setting it down on the closet floor, trying without success not to wonder what implements of torture and pleasure lay inside.

Then I turned to follow my girlfriend’s lover into the living room as Rebecca strode through the apartment. The jeans she wore gripped her ass and hips tightly before banishing into a pair of flat-soled leather boots. On her torso, she was wearing a thin black sweater which showed off her beautiful shape as it clung to her. But like Tasha, Rebecca was dressed casually. Not that it changed the way I felt about them, the way I desired them. Not that their casual weekend clothing made them in any way less of the unbelievably beautiful sex goddesses they were. I wanted them both so badly, and as Rebecca walked toward the sofa, her smile spreading across her face at the sight of my girlfriend, Tasha rose to her feet. I watched them embrace. I watched them kiss. Even from where I stared, totally emasculated, totally humiliated, I could feel the sexual heat the two of them generated together, could feel the wild tension that entered the room anytime they touched. It ran through my body like a bolt of lightning, sending a predictable but still powerful jolt to my caged cock, as though I needed the reminder of my complete helplessness.

As their passionate kiss broke, they sat back down on the sofa together. I couldn’t fail to notice the cozy familiarity in the way they touched each other’s bodies, the way Rebecca’s hand rested on Tasha’s leg. She was allowed to touch Tasha whenever, wherever, however she wanted. I could only do it when ordered to. And as the girls began to chat, complementing one another’s looks, launching into some conversation about work I didn’t try to follow, Rebecca broke off the stream of her talk for a moment to send me to the kitchen and fetch them both something to drink.

I did as I was told, squeaking my way through the apartment in my ridiculous tight outfit, knowing I was in for a very long day. And as I poured out glasses of soda for both of them, I reflected that I hadn’t seen the key to my chastity hanging from Rebecca’s neck. It didn’t mean she didn’t have it, of course. After all, it was exactly that kind of doubt that she loved to engender in me, to keep me guessing and wondering, never quite sure of myself. It didn’t matter anyway. Whether she had the key or not, whether she intended to release me or not, I had no choice but to serve them both to the best of my abilities and do everything I could to make them happy, just like a good slave should.

When I gave the girls their drinks, Rebecca casually ordered me to kneel on the floor at their feet. She barely even looked at me as she said it, completely confident that her command would be obeyed. She was right, of course. I dropped to the floor at once, my movements made awkward by the tight dress I was locked into. Once I was down there, she had me unlace her boots and remove them. Kneeling on the living room floor, I gave my girlfriend’s lover a foot rub while she ignored me, continuing to chat to Tasha as though I wasn’t even there. And when I was finally finished with Rebecca’s feet, I was ordered to do the same with Tasha’s, rising to fetch them drinks whenever ordered before dropping back to my knees to continue my submissive duty.

The whole time, my cock raged inside its tight prison, and I knew that both women knew that, even if they were acting as though they had forgotten. I knew it was part of the dance, part of the sexual tension that crackled in the air. Both of them, after all, got off on the knowledge that I wanted them both so badly and could do nothing about it. Both of them were turned on by their wild power, the power their beauty gave them. There was no secret to this Baroque arrangement between us. It was just the way it was.

And as always, I did my best to please them. I waited on them hand and foot, serving their every whim while they alternately ignored me and laughed at my pathetic service. I could only hope that what I was doing, combined with their undeniable attraction one another, was soon going to lead to something exciting. After all, Rebecca didn’t come round here just to drink soda and chat with my girlfriend.

And before too long, I was proved right. Rebecca set her nearly-empty glass down on the coffee table, shifting her weight to the edge of the sofa, preparing to stand.

“I guess we should get ready?” she said, smiling at Tasha as she spoke.

“I guess we should,” Tasha replied. The smile she gave in response was one I knew well, one that never failed to send a shudder of desire tearing through me. Despite her growing confidence, despite the ease with which she dominated men, Tasha still had faint traces of sheepishness at moments like this, as though some part of her still couldn’t quite believe the life that we were living. I certainly couldn’t. And that little hint of hesitation, that little trace of the woman she really was behind the dominant persona she was cultivating, only made my girlfriend even more desirable to me. Rebecca was all front, a seamless surface that admitted no cracks in the façade of being a cruel and competent dominatrix. If it was a façade at all. But with Tasha, no matter how real it felt these days, there was still an element of performance to the things she said and did. And I liked that. I liked the reminder that, as sexually dominant as she could be, my girlfriend remained a real person, not simply some vehicle for the deviant sexual desires of others. As much as she loved being exactly that, too.

Rebecca rose to her feet, and Tasha stood up too. I was ordered to follow, and I did. It was quite the procession we made down the hallway, the two girls dressed in casual weekend outfits and me in my humiliating costume. And when we got the bedroom, I stood by the open door, waiting nervously to see what these women had in mind. Meanwhile, Rebecca went straight to the closet and stepped inside, acting once again like she owned the place. I heard her dragging something heavy, and Tasha stepped forward to help her, and my heart skipped a beat as I saw that they were pulling out the cage they had bought to make my confessed fantasy come true.

“Come over here and help us put this thing together, bitch boy,” Rebecca ordered, while Tasha giggled at the insulting phrase. I tried to suppress my trembling as I stepped forward, squatting down to the floor to help them assemble the cage from its flat-packed form into the prison it was meant to become. Everyone knew what I was thinking. I was thinking about that one chance I had had to be in charge, to dominate the two of them instead of being dominated by them. How they had made my fantasy come true, just one time, as a reward for this humiliating service. Honestly, I had never thought it would happen again. Rebecca, especially, had given me every reason to believe it was a one-time deal. And I didn’t trust this moment, either. I didn’t know who the cage was for, but given the way things had been working lately, I had a feeling I could guess. And that only made me tremble more as I imagined being locked in there, even more helpless than I already was, reduced to a mere object, like an ornament in the bedroom where these women gave each other so much pleasure.

With three of us working on it, it didn’t take much time to get the cage assembled. And when it was, I stayed on my knees in front of the open door, waiting to be ordered inside. But that’s not what happened.

Instead, Rebecca climbed past the cage, stepping past me as she went to the hallway to retrieve her bag. And Tasha stayed in the bedroom with me, smiling wordlessly at me over the cage’s black bars. Maybe she was enjoying my discomfort. Maybe, in her own way, she was trying to be encouraging. Maybe it was both, or something else entirely. These games had shown us both new sides to ourselves as well as each other.

“Time to get us dressed up,” Rebecca said loudly as she stepped back into the bedroom and flung her bag down on the bed. She reached inside and began pulling items of clothing out. Slowly, I rose to my feet, knowing what my job would be for the next little while.

My heart skipped a beat as I saw the outfits Rebecca was producing. I recognize the pink corset, pink handcuffs, pink patent leather ankle boots she spread out on the bed, an outfit she had made Tasha wear while she fucked her. And for herself, Rebecca produced almost the same outfit, but in black. On their orders, I stripped away their clothes with trembling hands and laced them into the corsets, zipped up their boots, watch them transform into a couple of beautiful sex kittens before my very eyes. My desire was boiling inside me once again as I kneeled at the feet of the two women, sliding their sexy high-heeled boots on, watching them giggling together, touching one another, their caresses weaving a kind of spell of desire over them both and over me while I continued to serve them so submissively.

Once they were dressed, if you could call the provocative outfits that revealed their boobs and their pussies dressed, Rebecca reached into her bag again and pulled out a couple of small items. One was a black leather strap that she fastened around her thigh. It had a kind of tiny pocket on it, and when I saw her pull out a small remote control and slip it into the strap, I recognized it from a previous adventure. So I wasn’t in the least bit surprised to see her produce the electric shock collar that went with the remote control and lay it down on the bed. Then, my heart skipped a beat as she produced a tiny but unmissable key. The key to my chastity. Without saying a word, smiling at me all the while, enjoying the sensation of my eyes following her every move as though my life depended what she held in her hand, Rebecca clipped the tiny key onto the leather strap around her thigh. Then, she rose to her feet.

“Stand up,” she ordered me. And without hesitation, I rose to my feet. Rebecca stepped behind me, taking my hands in hers and pulling them to my sides, then clipping the cuffs I wore to the rings in my corset. Then, once my hands were immobilized, she began to reach underneath my skirt. I tried not to groan as she wrapped the electric shock collar around my cock and balls, above the chastity device, buckling it in place and smiling all the while. Then, as though to test it, she reached for her thigh and pressed the button. I winced at the pain that bloomed between my legs, squirming on the spot, and both women laughed at my discomfort.

“That’s just a taste,” Rebecca said, smiling at me. “Just a reminder of what will happen if you get out of line. Now, down on your knees where you belong.”

I dropped to the floor without any argument. At Rebecca’s direction, I shuffled toward the foot of the bed. Reaching into her bag again, she produced a leash and clipped it to the collar I wore, then tied its other end of the handle of the chest of drawers at the foot of our bed. I kneeled there helpless, watching as Rebecca bent her beautiful body down to the floor and picked up the underwear she had worn to our apartment, along with what Tasha had been wearing underneath her yoga pants. She ordered me to open my mouth, and stuffed both pairs of the underwear inside, gagging me. Then she reached into the bag she had brought again and pulled out a roll of black tape, wrapping it around my head three times to cover my mouth and gag me, keeping the panties inside.

I didn’t understand what was happening. Clearly, I wasn’t going in the cage. But at the same time, I wasn’t going to have the girls at my mercy again the way I had barely allowed myself to even hope. Instead, I watched as Rebecca turned toward Tasha and took her by the hand. Tasha smiled up at her lesbian lover as she rose to her feet, and Rebecca guided her toward the open door of the cage. I watched Tasha crawl inside, her heavy breasts hanging down from her chest, her gorgeous round ass swaying from side to side, her pussy showing between her toned thighs as she moved. And then, Rebecca followed. The beautiful dominatrix crawled after my girlfriend, packing her incredible body into the small space along with Tasha. Once they were both crouched inside, Rebecca pulled the door shut. She picked up a padlock, snapped it over the locking mechanism of the cage, and tossed the key out onto the bedroom floor. Out of reach for her and Tasha, and out of reach for me as well. And there we were, the three of us, all of us helpless, all of us dressed up in ridiculous outfits, waiting for I didn’t know what while my stomach fluttered with nerves and I tasted the faint flavor of both woman’s pussies on my tongue.

“Should be here any minute,” Rebecca said with a smile, turning to look over her shoulder at Tasha crouching behind her. “You gave him the key to get in, right?”

“Of course,” Tasha smiled back. “And if you’re going to ask me that, you probably should have asked before locking us both in here and throwing away the key.”

Rebecca laughed at that. And my heart froze as I listened to what they were saying. Just at that moment, there was a noise at the front door of the apartment.

Both women fell silent, their beautiful eyes turning expectantly to the door. I heard the apartment door open, unlocked from outside by someone with a key. I heard a heavy tread on the hallway outside, someone moving tentatively but unstoppably toward us.

And then, just as I knew he would, Steve stepped through the open door of the bedroom to see the ridiculous scene Rebecca had created. He gasped in surprise, and I closed my eyes, feeling the greatest wave of shame yet washing over me. To be seen like this, helpless and humiliated, by another man, a man I had never even met, was the absolute peak of my disgrace.

And as Steve burst out laughing, I cried out, my voice muffled by the panties in my mouth, as from the cage, Rebecca delivered another sharp electric shock to my balls. As though she needed to remind me just how much trouble I was in.


26. Back In The Cage

“Jesus,” Steve said, looking around the bedroom where the three of us were captive.

Me, kneeling at the foot of the bed, my hands cuffed to the sides of the corset that was locked onto my body on top of the rubber French maid uniform I wore. And Rebecca and Tasha, their gorgeous bodies crammed into the black steel cage at one side of the bed. My girlfriend dressed in a pink corset and pink boots, her boobs and pussy brazenly on display, ready to be used. And Rebecca, in the same outfit, only black, and with that leather strap around one thigh that held both the remote control to the shock collar around my genitals and the key to my chastity device. Even in captivity, the woman was formidable. Even in a cage, she had to be in charge. The memory of how it felt to have that one moment of domination over the two of them, how it had felt to be free and have both these beauties caged for me to use, tormented me as Steve looked over the same thing. The fantasy I had confessed to my girlfriend what seemed so long ago, that she and her lover had acted out to encourage me to play these games with them, now inverted and used as a weapon against me. In a calmer moment, I might almost have admired Rebecca’s dark genius. But I was too scared and frustrated and turned on for that. And as I kneeled there, a captive audience, a helpless prop to what was about to happen, I could feel my cock once again testing the constraints of the steel cage that held it, and once again finding that there was no escape.

Steve stepped into the bedroom, shaking his head in disbelief. He was a tall man, handsome, I supposed, grudging the thought even as I thought it. He had thick dark hair that stood up from his scalp like the mane of some animal, and a broad chest that strained the buttons of the shirt he wore, cut tight to closely fit his body. Ignoring me for now, he stepped over toward the cage, and the way Rebecca and Tasha both looked at him, the way they gazed up at their boss from their knees inside the cage, sent another shockwave of frustration and humiliation and desire roaring through me.

Steve ran his hand over the top of the cage. Rebecca was the closest to him, and her eyes were ablaze as she stared up at him. I had never seen her look at a man that way before. Certainly never at me. I knew she was bisexual, that she enjoyed playing with both men and women, but I had always been under the impression that the games she played with men were all about power and submission and domination. In fact, the games she played with Tasha were, too. But clearly, Rebecca had hidden depths to her that I could barely imagine, and a kinky imagination that was unlike anything I had ever experienced before. That was what made her so desirable. But it was also what got me into unbelievable situations like this one.

“You really are a freak,” Steve said as he looked down at both women, caged and exposed for him. All for him, not for me. I hated him in that moment, if I hadn’t hated him already for what he had done with my girlfriend. But my hatred was as impotent as everything else about me.

“I told you,” Rebecca grinned up at him, taking his words as a compliment. “But I think you’re going to enjoy this. You can use us however you want. Real men get to do that. Pathetic little cuckolds just have to watch.”

As she spoke, Rebecca tore her blazing blue eyes away from her boss to look at me through the bars of the cage. The smile on her pretty face chilled me to the bone. Steve followed her gaze, glancing across toward me just for a moment before looking away again. Again, I saw him shake his head in disbelief, and I didn’t blame him. How could he possibly understand what I was going through? How could he possibly understand how I had ended up in this unbelievably embarrassing predicament? I hardly believed it myself, and I was the one who had experienced it. I didn’t understand how we had gotten there, even though I had been present every step of the way. Even though, in my own way, I had allowed this. It was easy to blame Tasha, to blame Rebecca, to blame my monstrous lust for them both that allowed them to treat me in these insanely sexy ways. But I had never said no. I had never put up any real resistance to their evil machinations. I had let this all happen, and every step along the way, by not saying no, I had in some sense said yes. And now I was going to watch another man live out what still remained possibly the greatest sexual experience of my life, and there was absolutely nothing I could do about it.

As though sensing a potential loss of momentum, Rebecca stirred inside the cage. Her nimble fingers reached out through the bars, and she once again had her boss’s full attention as she began to unfasten his belt and pull down the fly of his jeans. Turning his attention back to the women caged in front of him, Steve helped her, kicking off his shoes and pushing down his pants and underwear. His cock sprang out, already half-hard and swelling visibly. He might not understand the situation he found himself in, but it was clear that he intended to make the best of it. I could only imagine the backroom deals and negotiations Rebecca had come up with to make this unbelievable scene happen. Perhaps part of the deal was to have me helplessly bound and gagged so that I couldn’t interfere to make Steve more comfortable doing what they wanted him to do. Or maybe it was just because Rebecca liked me that way. Either way, it was effective. And as Rebecca reached out to stroke Steve’s cock through the bars of the cage, I heard him sigh in pleasure, and I knew that once again, Rebecca was going to get exactly what she wanted. No matter what it was, she always did.

Steve pulled his T-shirt over his head and let it drop onto the bedroom floor behind him. It was outrageous to see another man naked in my bedroom, so much more painful than it was to see the same from Rebecca. It was a paradox I didn’t bother questioning in myself. We like what we like. It doesn’t have to make sense. None of this made sense, and if I was looking for any kind of rationality behind the games we were playing, I knew I would only spoil the magic. Though it didn’t feel much like magic at that moment. It felt like the most outrageous betrayal, the most frustrating and humiliating experience yet to see another man being pleasured in my bedroom. And yet, as I kneeled on the floor at the foot of the bed, I knew worse was to come.

Steve gripped the bars of the cage as he stepped forward. Any shyness or hesitation he might have had at the unusual situation he found himself in seem to have evaporated. He thrust his cock between the bars of the cage, and Rebecca eagerly took it into her mouth. I watched her cheeks hollow as she sucked it, and just for moment, just for the briefest fragment of a second, her gorgeous eyes flickered toward me, her gaze practically impaling me where I kneeled before she turned it back to her boss. She wanted me to see. She wanted to know that I was watching, to know that I was feeling every bit of the deep frustration and humiliation and inadequacy she wanted me to feel. And I was. I was practically trembling as I kneeled there, humiliated and emasculated beyond belief, a helpless spectator of what I couldn’t have.

Steve moaned in pleasure. Rebecca, for all her skill and domination and sexual selfishness, could be a talented giver of pleasure when she wanted to be. I knew that. And on her knees in the cage, she was devoting herself to sucking her boss’s cock, rocking her head back-and-forth to make her dark hair sway with the motion as she took him deep. One hand reached through the bars of the cage to hold his cock at the base. The other held the bars themselves for balance. But I watched her reach down to the strap on her thigh, and I winced and moaned into the panties that filled my mouth as she pressed the button of the remote control and delivered another electric shock to my cock and balls. As though I wasn’t in enough pain already. And as she released the button again, I saw her fingers caress the key that hung next to it,m and I heard her moan around the cock that filled her mouth. Still sucking Steve, her hand traveled between her legs, toward her own pussy, and she began playing with herself, totally swept up in the act of simultaneously submitting and dominating from her position in the cage.

Behind her, Tasha watched. My girlfriend’s eyes were wide and round, taking in everything, her red curls falling soft around her bare shoulders, her big breasts rising and falling on her chest with every breath she took. For a long time, she leaned back against the bars of the cage, just watching it all like I was. Taking it all in as she watched her lesbian lover pleasure their boss.

But as sexual energy crackled in the air, as excitement grew so that all of us could feel it, she moved. There was barely space for the two women in the tiny cage, but Tasha squeezed her body against Rebecca’s, moving toward the front of the cage. And I heard Rebecca gasp for air as Steve’s wet cock slid out of her mouth, and Tasha, normally so meek and submissive to her girlfriend, pushed Rebecca aside.

“I want some,” Tasha said with a grin, and her eyes shifted to lock onto mine for a moment where I kneeled in despair at the foot of the bed. Rebecca laughed, and so did Steve, and their amusement was the soundtrack to my total humiliation. Steve shifted his weight slightly on his feet, changing the angle of his cock through the bars of the cage, and, still smiling, Rebecca took it in her hand and guided it toward Tasha’s mouth. At the same time, she slid her fingers into Tasha’s red curls, gripping the back of her head and pushing my girlfriend’s mouth toward Steve’s cock, as though it had been her idea all along. And Tasha’s eyes were still locked on mine as she wrapped those gorgeous lips that I so longed to kiss around her boss’s cock and began to suck with all the enthusiasm and skill Rebecca had already shown.

Steve was in heaven. I knew exactly how he felt, and that only made it worse. I had felt like a king, like a God, when I had had these two gorgeous girls locked up and practically fighting to pleasure me. Now he was feeling that same wild thrill, living out my fantasy right there in my bedroom, tormenting me with everything I had once had and might never have again. And while I trembled on my knees and watched Tasha suck another man’s cock, Rebecca didn’t miss the chance to reach down to her thigh again and give me another sharp electric shock, just to remind me that she could. Just to remind me that she had the right and ability to hurt me whenever she wanted, for any reason or for no reason at all beyond her own sadistic pleasure. As though I could possibly forget, even for a second, the dreadful power the woman had over me. As if I could possibly want the evil dominatrix more than I wanted her in that moment, desiring her more passionately the more she hurt and humiliated me.

Steve was moaning steadily now. I couldn’t see much of his face, and I didn’t exactly try. Perhaps he had his eyes closed, savoring the sensations Tasha was giving him with her mouth. Or perhaps he kept them open, the better to take in the spectacle of the two beautiful women caged and kneeling at his feet. I didn’t know, and I didn’t care. But I certainly kept my own eyes open, even though I knew watching the spectacle could only hurt me. I couldn’t tear myself away. I couldn’t not watch as my girlfriend betrayed me all over again. I had seen the brief video Rebecca made of my beautiful girlfriend blowing her boss. I had heard her wild story that inflamed both our desire and had me worshiping her pussy the night after she first betrayed me with this man. But seeing it for myself, right in front of me, happening right there in my bedroom, was so much more powerful than everything that had already happened to me. Even thinking back to it now, it’s hard to believe I could endure the humiliation. That through it all, my cock kept throbbing inside the chastity device, still aching for release, still trying to get hard even as I watched my girlfriend totally humiliate me all over again.

Rebecca’s eyes were wild and filled with light as she watched my girlfriend behave like an absolute slut. The smile never left her face, her expression as evil as it was beautiful. One hand still held Tasha’s hair back from her face, following the rocking motions of my girlfriend’s head as she took Steve’s cock deep into her throat. The other was between her legs, alternating between teasing her own streaming pussy and shocking my cock and balls with electricity while I whimpered and moaned, my tiny pain adding to the soundtrack of sexual pleasure that echoed in the bedroom. The slurping noise of Tasha’s wet mouth around Steve’s cock was even more painful than the shocks Rebecca kept administering, and every atom of my body cried out against this wild injustice.

But Rebecca had only just started.

When she had finally seen enough, she pushed Tasha away. I heard Steve chuckle, and I watched both women’s breasts bounce as they struggled playfully with one another. The black bars of the cage sank slightly into the skin of Tasha’s shoulder as Rebecca pushed her away, possessively wrapping her mouth around Steve’s cock once again. And he continued gripping the bars of the cage, continued rocking his hips back-and-forth, sliding his cock in and out of Rebecca’s mouth.

Tasha wasn’t idle. Regaining her balance, she pressed her face against the door of the cage. I groaned into the panties that filled my mouth as I watched my girlfriend extend her tongue from her mouth to lick Steve’s balls. As his sack swung back and forth to the rhythm of his body, she moved her lips and tongue over Rebecca’s breasts, her face smothered between male and female anatomy, tasting both with wild abandon. And then Tasha’s hands crept down between Rebecca’s thighs, and Rebecca welcomed them with a happy groan as she continued sucking Steve’s cock. Tasha slid her fingers into Rebecca’s wet slit, making her lover groan in pleasure, making me tremble with unbelievable desire. And as she fingered her lover, Tasha, my girlfriend, the woman I loved more than anything, the woman for whom I had uprooted my whole life and moved to a place where I knew nobody and given up work to serve as her full-time sexual slave, shocked my balls with the remote control strapped to Rebecca’s thigh.

There was a dangerous air in the bedroom, a sense that anything could happen, that nothing was off-limits. The only thing that seemed impossible was me getting any of the pleasure these three were getting. After all, I had been found unworthy of that. And Steve threw back his head, gripping the bars of the cage even more tightly, making the metal structure rattle with the force of his pleasure. I knew what was coming. So did Tasha, as she tongued his tightening balls. So did Rebecca, as she gazed up at him, her lips tight around his shaft as he slid it in and out of her mouth. Her eyes widened, and she suddenly pulled back, and Steve cried out as he erupted in orgasm. He spurted his cum through the bars of the cage like a fire hose, and I cringed as I watched it splash against Rebecca’s face and against Tasha’s. I watched the two of them rising up on their knees, pressing their boobs together, catching his streaming cum in their cleavage and in their open upturned mouths, almost fighting for it like it was some great blessing.

Drained for now, Steve took a step back from the cage, leaning against the wall and panting with pleasure. In the cage, the two women kneeled next to one another, their faces and their breasts shining with his copious cum. Rebecca wrapped her arms around Tasha, and Tasha returned her embrace, and both Steve and I watched, feeling completely different things but probably the same deviant desire as the two women made out. I watched Tasha and Rebecca lick Steve’s cum off each other’s faces, sharing it with their mouths, lowering their heads to lick and kiss one another’s breasts and make sure they didn’t miss a drop of the hot load he had anointed them with.

“Oh my God,” Steve said, shaking his head again. And separating for a moment, the girls laughed together, their eyes on one another, sharing this moment of pure carnality like a secret that would only bring them closer together.

“I told you it would be hot,” Rebecca said, turning her head to smile up at Steve through the bars once again. “And that’s just the opening act. I told you, we’re completely yours. Yours to do anything you want with.”

Abruptly, Rebecca reached out and grabbed a handful of Tasha’s thick red hair. Tasha yelped, as much in surprise as in pain, as the other woman forced her down to the floor of the cage. Tasha’s resistance was only a show, I suspected, more than willing as she was to be manhandled by her lesbian lover. And Rebecca pinned her down on the floor of the cage, the woman I loved held down by her girlfriend’s knees on her shoulders. Grinning triumphantly down at Tasha, Rebecca inched forward until her pussy hovered over Tasha’s face. And my mind flashed back to the first time Tasha had ever eaten pussy, how hesitant and nervous she had been about a completely new act. Now, she was raising her head desperately, trying to get to the other woman’s sex as though she wanted nothing more than to taste Rebecca’s pussy on her tongue.

“Lick it, slut,” Rebecca ordered as she settled down on Tasha’s face. And Tasha did exactly as she was told. She began licking and kissing Rebecca’s pussy at once, and I watched from my lonely isolation as pleasure streamed through the dominant woman’s body. At the same time, she grinned up at Steve, beckoning him forward. And, knowing a good thing when he saw it, he complied. He stepped toward the cage, and Rebecca reached through the bars again to touch his cock, hanging now limp and wet between his legs. I had noticed without wanting to that what Tasha had told me was true, that his manhood was significantly bigger than mine, even on those rare occasions when I was free. One more humiliation to add to the list.

And Tasha kept on licking, making Rebecca purr in pleasure while she devoted herself to coaxing Steve’s cock back to hardness. She wrapped her lips around it again, sucking it hard, making it swell between her lips and tongue while she ground her pussy against my girlfriend’s face. The wet sounds of sex filled the air, and I moaned again as Tasha’s hands, gripping Rebecca’s thighs as she sat on her pussy, once again found the remote control and gave my balls a shock.

Rebecca shifted in the cage. As she climbed off Tasha’s face, I could see my girlfriend’s flushed cheeks beneath her, her lips coated with the other woman’s juices. Her hands clutched at Rebecca’s body, as though she didn’t want her to get off her throne. But Rebecca wasn’t going anywhere. In the tight confines of the cage, she did her best to turn around, crawling over Tasha’s body so that she was facing her feet. At the same time, she arched her back, pressing her ass against the door of the cage where Steve stared. Her dripping pussy showed through the bars, right above Tasha’s face once again, but now accessible to Steve. And he did exactly what I would’ve done in that situation, what any man would have been unable to keep himself from doing. He groaned in pleasure as he thrust his stiff cock deep inside Rebecca’s moist pussy, and she howled in pleasure, gripping the bars on the far end of the cage close to Tasha’s feet.

Meanwhile, my girlfriend saw her opportunity. Raising her head from the floor of the cage, she ran her tongue over Rebecca’s clit, making the other woman tremble in pleasure. And as Steve picked up the pace, so did Tasha, flicking her tongue more frantically over the sensitive bud of the other woman’s sex. Her tongue slid over Rebecca’s body, down toward her streaming pussy, sliding over Steve’s cock as it slid in and out of Rebecca’s body. And Rebecca buried her screaming face between Tasha’s legs, and soon I heard Tasha moaning too as Rebecca ate her out while Steve fucked her from behind.

It was an unbelievable scene I was witnessing. The bedroom air reeked with the potent perfume of sex, and the walls echoed with muffled cries of pleasure, both masculine and feminine. Tasha’s beautiful face was dripping with Rebecca’s juices, and I watched my girlfriend frantically worship Rebecca’s pussy and Steve’s cock at the same time, desperate to give pleasure in response to the pleasure she was feeling with Rebecca’s face between her own legs.

Steve pulled his cock out of Rebecca’s pussy, making her growl in hunger and disappointment between Tasha’s legs. Instead, he slid it deep into Tasha’s mouth, sliding it down her throat, almost choking her with his dripping length. And Tasha took it all, closing her eyes as she abandoned herself to her inner slut, forgetting everything in that moment except wild sexual pleasure. Forgetting even me, perhaps. Forgetting I was even there, in my lonely isolation, watching a scene I could never have imagined, let alone put together. Watching what I knew I was destined never to have.

Steve fucked my girlfriend’s mouth. And then, pulling his cock out, he plunged it back into Rebecca’s pussy, making the dominatrix scream with pure joy. He alternated like that, switching from pussy to mouth and back again over and over, groaning with selfish pleasure at the varied sensations the women’s bodies could give him. And as Rebecca ate her out, I heard Tasha screaming in orgasm. I watched her beautiful body convulse, watched her shudder and shake with the pure power of the passion she was feeling, and my heart burned with hatred at the sight.

And while that was happening, Steve plunged his cock back into Rebecca’s pussy and made her scream with desperate joy. Tasha was still convulsing in pleasure beneath them as he fucked her, too, to orgasm. The cries of one woman seem to harmonize with the other, bouncing back off the walls, making my predictable defeat more bitter with each passing moment. But I kneeled there and watched it all, the lonely spectator doomed to never have what he was seeing. Because it turned these wicked women on far more to deny me what they would give this other man.

Rebecca came loudly, lifting her head from between Tasha’s legs to scream in bliss through the bars. And perhaps the wild spasm of her orgasm set Steve off, because I heard him growl like an animal as he pumped another load of cum deep inside her. He thrust his cock deeper than ever into her, until I heard the squelching wetness of his orgasm as he thrust his cock between the bars. Beneath him, Tasha lay grinning, overcome with pleasure. And as Steve pulled his cock back out, long strands of cum dripped out of Rebecca’s pussy to splash on my girlfriend’s face. She opened her mouth, sticking out her tongue, eager to taste the sex she and I had just witnessed. What an unbelievable slut she had become. I was no longer surprised to find it only made me love her more.

Spent again, Steve stepped back from the cage. Rebecca raised her head from between Tasha’s shaking legs, sitting back against the bars. Awkwardly, Tasha sat up, grabbing the bars to pull herself somewhere upright. Her curly red hair was a tangled mess, her face shining with semen and pussy juices, her breasts rising and falling rapidly as she panted for air. She looked around the room wild-eyed, as though she couldn’t believe what she had been a part of, and her gaze found me, and the smile that lit up her face pierced my heart with complicated feelings I had no names for as she saw me.

But Rebecca wasn’t smiling at me. She wasn’t even looking at me. All her attention was on Steve now as she crawled back toward the door of the cage. Rising up on her knees, she gripped the bars, pressing her face against the metal and putting on her most ingratiating tone of voice as she addressed her boss.

“God, that was good,” she said. “I needed that cock inside me so bad. Think you have another one inside of you, boss?”

“Maybe if you give me a minute,” Steve grinned.

“Well, I’m sure there’s something we can do to encourage you,” Rebecca went on. “The key to the cage is right there on the floor. If you let us out, I’m sure me and Tasha would find a way to thank you.”

“Oh yeah,” Tasha agreed, joining in as she turned her attention toward her boss. “We’d be very grateful. And I think we could have even more fun on the bed instead of in this cage.”

Steve grinned. Without saying a word, he took a step forward and bent to the floor, scooping up the key Rebecca had thrown there. Crouching now, he slid the key into the lock and twisted it. The door swung open, and Rebecca grinned as Steve reached inside, grabbing her short hair and pulling her out through the door. She crawled along on hands and knees, more submissive than I had ever seen her, and once she was out of the cage, Steve swung the door shut behind her and locked it. Inside, Tasha blinked in astonishment.

“You can stay there for now,” Steve said. “I’ll let you out when I’m done fucking your friend here.”

“Yes, sir,” Tasha said, her eyes widening with pleasure at these cruel words from her boss. And kneeling at the foot of the bed, I watched Steve pull Rebecca to her feet and hurl her down on the mattress, taking the woman who owned my cock and doing whatever he wanted with her.


27. Watching The Alpha Couple

None of it is easily believable. None of it makes sense. No matter how I try to make sense of it. No matter how much time passes and how many wild events I continue to participate in. You would think, after a while, these kind of things would become second nature to me. But they don’t. Maybe I should be glad of that.

That night, that first night when I watched Tasha and Rebecca play with another man was something new. Even after all I had been through, all the new experiences I had had, this was another level. And there I was, completely humiliated, bound and gagged and dressed up like a pathetic French maid, watching it all happen.

And so was Tasha. For once, she wasn’t involved. Maybe I could have felt a certain sense of sadistic pleasure in that. Let her see what it feels like. Let her get a taste of it for a change, to see how it feels to want something or someone so badly and have to watch someone else have it. But truthfully, I didn’t feel that way at all. Maybe Tasha is a sadist. Rebecca certainly is. But I am not, and I love my girlfriend, and I didn’t want her to be unhappy. Even when her happiness meant unhappiness for me. I suppose it’s okay to admit at this stage that in some dark part of me, I enjoyed watching her fuck other people. I loved watching her fuck Rebecca. But in that dark part of my heart, I had to admit that watching her fuck Steve had its own dark thrill.

I couldn’t know, as I kneeled there at the foot of the bed, whether she felt the same way. I didn’t know how it felt for her to see her two new lovers entwined together in a sexual embrace while she was shut out of what she wanted. But after everything the women had put me through, I had a pretty good idea.

Tasha crouched in the cage, locked in by Steve. Her eyes were fixed on the two of them, craning her neck to try and see the top of the bed as Steve threw Rebecca down onto the mattress. It seemed my view was slightly better than hers. I could see it all.

I could see the way Rebecca’s bare boobs bounced with the movement of her body as she fell onto the bed. I could see how swollen and engorged her nipples were, her desire as powerful as ever. I could see the wetness shining between her legs, her pussy exposed to me as she smiled up at Steve, the welcoming expression on her face practically begging her lover to take her there and then. I could see it all. And in all of it, I saw my own inadequacy writ large, as though stamped in ten foot high letters across the wall of our bedroom. Everybody got pleasure but me. Everybody got to fuck but me. As a cuckold, all I got was to watch.

Steve climbed onto the bed. His movements were slow and deliberate now. A big man anyway, he looked massive compared to Rebecca as he climbed on top of her. And his well-used cock was rising from between his thick thighs like a weapon, somehow still ready for action even after everything he had been given that day. Rebecca lifted her head from the mattress, the short bob of her dark hair shining like silk the way it always did as she moved, but Steve placed a hand on her shoulder and easily pushed her back down. He took her wrists in his hands, pulling them up above her head, pinning them down on the mattress with the weight of his body. For once, even Rebecca was helpless. Even our dark and beautiful goddess had lost control of the scene. And from the expression of rapture on her beautiful face, she loved it. This was exactly what she wanted. For that moment, at least, it was as though Tasha and I had ceased to exist.

Rebecca cried out as Steve pushed the head of his cock against the wet lips of her pussy. He didn’t even slow down. He drove his cock inside her tight sex with evident hunger, with obvious passion, and Rebecca closed her eyes and let out a long moan of ecstasy to feel his manhood sliding inside her. Raised up on our bed, the center of the room and the center of the white-hot circle of our attention, their sex took on a strange ritualistic air. As though both Tasha and I were watching something dark and powerful. As though this admittedly good-looking couple were above us somehow, not just physically but in every other way too. These were the fragmented thoughts I had as I kneeled there helplessly, feeling like I was quite literally going insane. I’m lucky, really, that I could keep my thoughts as coherent as I did.

Rebecca screamed in pleasure. Outrageously excited, almost anything was enough to set her off. Just the feel of Steve’s big cock inside her body was enough to make her tremble and flail in orgasm, as much as she could with her hands pinned down to the mattress, anyway. Her breath came in rapid gasps thanks to the tight black corset she wore, and the heels of her sexy boots scraped over the sheets of our bed, and she squirmed and writhed as though he was killing her. As though the cock that impaled her was bringing pain, not pleasure. But we all knew the truth. There was no way to miss it. Rebecca was in her own dark version of heaven, and Tasha and I were just watching.

Steve fucked her well. The muscles in his sculpted back showed under a sheen of sweat as he drove his cock in and out of her, as relentless and remorseless as ever. Drunk with hatred, I didn’t want to give him any kind of positive appreciation, even in the privacy of my own mind. But his stamina was impressive. He had already had two orgasms, but you would never know it from the way he was pounding Rebecca. He was fucking her like it was the first and maybe the last time, like his life depended on the orgasm that was no doubt building inside him. Part of why these women had taken him as a lover, I supposed, cringing with the red heat of embarrassment even as I thought it to myself. But there was no getting around the truth. That was the way it was.

I watched Rebecca cum. Yet again. And yet familiarity did nothing to rob it of its erotic edge. She never looked more beautiful than she did in those moments. And that was saying a lot. Her eyelids fluttered, her dark lashes flailing like the wings of butterflies, and her breasts rose and fell on her chest as she sucked down air only to let it out in a series of long screams. She wrapped her legs around Steve’s body, as though trying to draw him deep into her, as though that big cock wasn’t already buried deep inside her. And all her flailing failed to break the grip he had on her wrists as he held her down, pumping her pussy while she screamed and gasped in animalistic delight.

But Steve seemed to take Rebecca’s latest orgasm as a kind of cue. She gasped again as he pulled his cock out of her, her eyes springing open, as though she was about to demand to know why she was being deprived that wicked pleasure. But she didn’t have to wonder for long. None of us did. Letting go of his grip on her wrists, Steve sat upright on his knees and took her hips in his hands. Rebecca was slender, but he moved her body around as though she weighed nothing at all. He practically picked her up from the mattress by her pelvis, turning her over, and Rebecca yelped with pleasure as she saw what he was planning to do. She was on her hands and knees in front of him again, arching her back and presenting her pussy like a bitch in heat. But then, some new dark idea bloomed inside her twisted mind. Still on hands and knees, Rebecca turned on the mattress, shifting her position so that she was facing the foot of the bed. Facing me.

Those deep blue eyes burned into mine as she smiled at me, her tongue in the corner of her mouth. Her skin was shining with sweat, her cheeks flushed with unbelievable pleasure. Every cell of her body seemed to radiate sexual pleasure, the same sex I could smell haunting the air of our bedroom making my cock ache in its tight steel prison. Rebecca stared deep into my eyes, and I felt as though she wanted me to feel every scrap of the unbelievable physical pleasure she had received that day. Worse, it felt as though I could. Not that I could feel it in the way she was feeling it, of course. I could just detect its ghostly traces, could just imagine how it must feel to be so glutted with orgasm and yet know there was more t on he way. To be so totally desired. To be so unbelievably sexy. Rebecca and I lived in different worlds, and that had been obvious to me almost from the moment we met, but it was never more obvious that it was as she smiled down at me from the altar mine and Tasha’s bed had become, letting me drink in every moment of my perfect inadequacy.

Steve positioned himself behind her. He kept his eyes down, focused on her body. I suppose I couldn’t blame him for that. If I were him, I wouldn’t have looked at me either. A pathetic shell of a man dressed up like a slut and bound and gagged in a corner. If I had been him, I doubted I would’ve been able to go through with what he was doing with me as an audience. But I wasn’t him. That was the point. In Steve, both Tasha and Rebecca were dealing with a different kind of man entirely.

Holding Rebecca by the hips, Steve positioned himself behind her. She let out another long moan of desperate pleasure as he plunged that cock into her pussy from behind once again. She closed her eyes, turning her head toward her shoulder, toward him, her mouth open as it rang with her wild cries of passion. And as he began his relentless rhythm again, as he began plunging that cock deep inside her streaming pussy and making her scream and howl, Rebecca opened her eyes and smiled at him over her shoulder. Then, her dark hair swinging and swaying with the rhythm of his powerful thrusts, she turned her face toward me.

“Oh fuck, that feels so good,” she moaned, as though I didn’t know that already. Beneath her, I could see her breasts swinging wildly over the top of her corset. I could see her shift away, spreading her knees a little further apart, always trying to take him that little bit deeper. Always chasing that wild pleasure, that greater peak of sexual satisfaction that seemed to lie somehow beyond the horizon. That was the kind of person Rebecca was. And because she was who she was, we were where we were. This was the woman I had to thank for my insane predicament, and there she was, rubbing my face in my total inadequacy and worthlessness again.

“It feels so good be fucked by a real man with a big dick,” she said. And her words came out as though they were torn from her throat, as though Steve were pushing them out one by one as he plunged his cock into her pussy. Rebecca was struggling to speak with the pure power of the pleasure she was feeling, but she kept trying. She wanted me to hear this. She wanted me to know, in the very depths of my soul, just how much fun she was having, just what this man was doing to her that I could never dream of. I already knew the script by heart. But that didn’t stop the words from stinging, not even a little better.

“You’ll never get to do this, cuckold,” Rebecca gloated, her eyes locked onto mine again. “You’re not worthy to fuck a woman like me. You don’t have what it takes. You can’t make me scream like this big cock can. Oh, fuck! That feels so fucking good!”

She spoke the last few words through gritted teeth, squeezing her eyes shut again momentarily as another powerful wave of pleasure swept through her. As it passed, she opened her devilishly beautiful eyes to look at me again. And I winced in preparation as I saw her reach down to her thigh, where the leather strap held the key to my chastity and the remote control of the shock collar locked around my balls. With a savage motion, Rebecca pulled the remote control out of its little leather pocket, holding it in both hands as she balanced herself on her elbows now. The remote control was pointed right at me as though that might somehow increase its power as she squeezed the button, and I growled in pain against the panties stuffed into my mouth that tormented me with the taste of my girlfriend and her lover. My muscles spasmed as electricity flowed through them, the bright hot pain spreading out in blinding waves from between my legs, and Rebecca screamed too, her pleasure fueled by my pain. She held down the button for a long time, held it down until I was squirming where I kneeled on the floor, struggling pointlessly against the chain attached to my collar and the cuffs that locked my wrists at my sides. I stretched my fingers, even though I knew I couldn’t possibly reach, and Rebecca laughed wildly as she watched me struggle, her laughter turning to yet another moan of pleasure as she finally released the button. I was gasping with the echo of the pain now, sucking in great lungfuls of air through my nostrils while the panties sat in a wet and heavy wad on my tongue. And all the while, Rebecca smiled her evil little smile, her sadism in full effect as she watched me suffer from the exalted height of her own pleasure.

Steve kept pounding her from behind, and the sound of his body slapping against hers formed the pulsing rhythm to everything that was happening. Rebecca pressed the button again, then released it, and pressed it again. Her movements were becoming more and more erratic, but her desires never changed. She wanted me to suffer. And she kept pressing the button as Steve fucked her through another orgasm, her gorgeous body trembling and spasming as she was swept up in another sexual climax.

As her orgasm passed, Rebecca pushed herself up with her hands on the mattress. Sensing she was up to something, Steve slowed down behind her, but kept his cock buried in her pussy. I watched as Rebecca slipped the remote control back into the strap on her thigh, keeping it handy for the next time she decided to torture me. And then, turning her head toward her shoulder to look at her new lover, she leaned forward, and Steve’s cock slid easily out of her well fucked pussy.

She turned around to face him, crawling toward him, and I couldn’t keep my eyes away from the sight of her dripping slit, her lips puffy with arousal and pleasure, her thighs shining with the nectar of her passion. She crawled toward Steve and threw her arms around his neck, clinging onto him as though she would collapse without him there to hold her up. She kissed the side of his face, kissed his neck, pressing her face against his broad shoulder, and he smiled as he held her close. I knew that look. I had seen it before. When passion overtakes a woman, when she’s had so many orgasms that she can barely control herself. Sex and love are by no means the same thing, and I had had lots of time to ponder the difference between the two of them since my girlfriend started openly cheating on me. But they mimic one another. The outward symptoms are so similar it makes it hard to tell them apart. I didn’t imagine Rebecca loved Steve, but watching her shower him with affection in that moment, it was easy to believe otherwise. Though really, all she was was a horny girl who wanted to fuck.

Disentangling herself from her boss, Rebecca seemed to have another idea. Grinning again, she leaned over the side of the bed, toward the cage where Tasha crouched, her red curls framing her face as she gazed at Rebecca in astonishment. I found myself wondering who exactly Tasha was most jealous of in that moment. Given the choice, would she rather have been in Steve’s position, making Rebecca scream in orgasm? Or would she rather have been where Rebecca was, getting pounded by her boss? Both, probably, I thought to myself with a twist of bitterness in my heart. Unlike me, she wanted both these people badly. For once, perhaps, my girlfriend’s torment might be even greater than mine. Then again, I thought to myself, probably not. Tasha had already had multiple orgasms that day, while I had not been allowed to cum for weeks.

“How are you doing down there?” Rebecca said, with laughter in her voice.

“Can I come out please?” Tasha said.

The meekness and humility in her voice struck my heart like lightning, but they only made my girlfriend even more desirable to me. It was all right there, in the words she was speaking and the tone of her voice. Her own deep desire, her desperate need to get fucked. Rebecca heard it too. I could tell by the way she laughed that sadistic little laugh of hers.

“Why, slut?” she teased. “Are you wishing you were getting fucked like me right now?”

“Yes,” Tasha said honestly, making Rebecca laugh out loud again. Leaving Steve for a moment, Rebecca moved to the edge of the bed and swung her legs down onto the floor. There wasn’t much space between the bed and the cage to stand, but she positioned herself close to the head of the bed, right at the corner of the cage, standing with her hands on her hips as though to frame her nakedness. And Tasha gazed up at her lover with obvious desire, her body practically shaking with sexual need as she continued to grip the bars of the cage we had assembled.

“Such a naughty girl,” Rebecca said, shaking her head to make her dark hair sway from side to side. “There’s your poor boyfriend right there, and all you can think about is fucking your boss. Or is it me? Which of us do you want to fuck you?”

“Both of you,” Tasha gasped. Her answer was hardly a surprise, but Rebecca laughed again anyway. “Please, Rebecca, let me out? I’ll do whatever you say!”

“See?” Rebecca grinned in triumph. “That’s how you control a slut. That’s how you train them. First your boyfriend, and now you. All I have to do is deny you sex for even just a little while, and you start promising me the earth. You know what? Maybe I should keep you in chastity, too. Imagine that. Imagine owning both of you. Owning a horny couple, and not letting either of you cum unless I feel like it. Wouldn’t that be fun, slut?”

“Please, Rebecca,” Tasha whimpered. For once, I knew exactly what she was feeling. I knew just how it felt to have Rebecca mocking you like that, making you admit to things you didn’t want to face. Making you think the unthinkable. She loved it. It was all part of her sadistic thrill, part of the game she so loved to play. I knew just how hard it was, as she crouched in the cage, horny and frustrated and humiliated by her lesbian lover. But of course, I knew, too, just how sexy it was to be treated like that by Rebecca.

“Not yet, slut,” Rebecca giggled, while Tasha moaned in disappointment. “It’s fun having you there. Watching. Wanting. Almost as much fun as having your useless cuckold boyfriend tied up over there, watching too. It will probably do you some good to get a taste of what you’ve been putting him through. Maybe it will help you understand each other a little better. The sissy cuckold and his girlfriend, the horny office slut. Quite a pair the two of you make. But maybe you’d like a better view.”

Turning her eyes away from Tasha for a moment, Rebecca turned her head toward Steve. He smiled at her. His cock was still rockhard, still shining with her juices. He still hadn’t cum. Clearly, the guy had all the stamina these women needed to play these wild games. If Rebecca had let me out and so much as touched my cock in that moment, I knew I would explode almost immediately, and that would only humiliate me more. Still, it was a humiliation I would gladly take if it was offered to me. No such luck.

Smiling, Rebecca beckoned Steve over toward her. He crawled across the bed and climbed off to stand beside the cage. Moving her feet apart, Rebecca bent at the waist, draping herself over the top of the cage while Tasha crouched underneath her, gasping with desire. And once again, Steve got the idea. He positioned himself behind Rebecca and slid his cock into her dripping pussy, and she cried out in that same familiar pleasure as she felt him inside her again.

The cage rattled to the rhythm of his thrusts as Steve began to fuck Rebecca once again. Her heavy breasts hung through the bars that formed the roof of the cage, once again swaying with the demonic rhythm of their sex. And kneeling underneath her lover, Tasha reached up and cupped those breasts in her hands, making Rebecca moan even more as she pressed her lips to the swollen nipples and sucked on them.

Rebecca howled with pure pleasure as Steve fucked her while she bent over the cage. And underneath, Tasha scrabbled around like an animal, desperate to touch any part of Rebecca that she could. She kept playing with the other woman’s boobs, caressing them, kissing them, holding and squeezing them, making love to Rebecca’s breasts in a way I had never seen her do before. Maybe because her mistress’s pussy was on the other side of the bars, safely out of reach. All the while, I could see that Tasha had one hand busy between her legs, sliding fingers into her own pussy. The force of her desire was too great to be ignored, too powerful to resist, and I heard her breathing get more and more erratic as her pleasure grew.

But still, Rebecca was the star of the show. Still, Rebecca was the one getting all the pleasure as Steve continued to ram his cock in and out of her beautiful body. And we all watched as Rebecca had yet another selfish orgasm. As the walls of our bedroom rang with the pure music of her pleasure, and her eyes closed, and her body shock and spasmed on top of the cage as her passion got the better of her.

It was magnificent. It was haunting. It was almost terrifying in the purity of its darkness, in the unbelievable deviancy of the scene she had created. All for this. All for the wild pleasure that flowed through her, enhanced by the fact that neither me nor Tasha could feel it.

But Steve could. And he did. Not long after Rebecca’s orgasm, he growled in the grip of one of his own. He kept fucking her, faster than ever, and Rebecca yelped as she felt his cock thumping away from behind. She cried out again as she felt him explode inside her for the second time that day, his surging cock flinging yet more of his hot cum into her receptive body. And she collapsed on top of the bars of the cage, panting desperately as he emptied himself into her, snarling and growling and clawing as her own climax past.

Steve’s cock slipped out of Rebecca’s body again as he stepped back. He sat down heavily on the bed, even his impressive stamina seemingly finally exhausted, at least for now. And Rebecca stayed where she was for a little while, trying to collect herself. Tasha still crouched underneath her, no longer fondling the other woman’s breasts but instead gazing up at Rebecca as though in awe of what she had seen. I didn’t blame her for that. It was, quite literally, awesome.

Finally, Rebecca stirred. Lifting herself off the cage, she stumbled toward the bed and dropped onto the mattress. Steve grinned as he lay down beside her, supporting himself on one elbow. Again, Rebecca draped her arms around his neck, kissing him. Every line of her body seemed to be displaying her gratitude for what he had done to her, for the pleasure he had made her feel. As though it hadn’t been an unbelievable pleasure for him, too. And they lay like that for little while, caressing each other, savoring the powerful hormones that follow orgasm that made them feel closer to one another than ever.

Tasha watched them kissing. Crouching in the cage, she didn’t make a sound. She just watched open mouthed, taking it all in. Feeling every scrap of that jealousy she was feeling, that made me jealous in turn, albeit in a different way. She hadn’t so much as looked at me in a long time. Maybe she had forgotten I was even there. Her attention was all on the alpha couple now, all on these two coworkers she wanted to fuck so badly. But she didn’t say a word. Maybe, like me, she had learned that it only made the dominatrix even more cruel.

Meanwhile, Rebecca and Steve seemed to ignore both Tasha and me, lost in their own world of pleasure. But eventually, Rebecca sat up. Pushing down on the bed with her hands, she made her way to the edge and slid off. She stepped toward me, circling around behind me, and I felt the chain attached to my collar sway as she began to untie it from where she had fastened it to the bedroom dresser. Then, standing in front of me with the leash in her hand, she tugged on it playfully.

“Come on, cuckold,” she said, pulling me to my feet. “I need to get cleaned up. And it’s your job to help me with that.”


28. Sluts Like Us

I rose to my feet. It wasn’t like I had a lot of choice. With my hands cuffed to steel rings on the sides of the tight corset I was locked into above my ridiculous latex French maid uniform, I couldn’t resist Rebecca even if I wanted to. And she didn’t slow down on my account. Draping the chain attached to my collar over her shoulder, she led me out of the open door of the bedroom and down the short hall. I stumbled after her, my legs clumsy from a long time spent kneeling on the bedroom floor, watching the whole outrageous show happen right in front of me.

Rebecca led me to the bathroom and ordered me to kneel back on the floor in front of the toilet. Then, she sat down on the toilet seat, spreading her legs right in front of me. She smiled as she saw my eyes drop down toward her pussy, her dark pubic hair pointing like an arrow down to what I wanted most. Reaching underneath herself, she touched her dripping sex and then lifted her hand away. As she held up her fingers, I could see the wet mess of the sex she had just had on her skin, her cum and Steve’s mingled together as it shone in her hand.

“Look at that, cuck,” she said, as though it were some miraculous thing instead of the natural byproduct of what she had done. “Look how much he made me cum. And how much I made him cum, too. God, he’s fucking hot, isn’t he? I mean, I noticed he was cute as soon as I started working there. But I never really thought about him like that. That was before all this. That was before I knew what a beautiful cock he had, or that he can fuck all night. That’s what a real man is like. I don’t know if you’ve seen one before, but now you have. Now you can see why we have to keep you locked up and humiliated, and why you’re only fit to be our little maidservant. You can’t fuck like that. You never could. You should be thankful that your girlfriend has found a real man who can actually make her cum for the first time in her life.”

With Rebecca’s and Tasha’s panties stuffed in my mouth and the black bondage tape securing them in place, I couldn’t reply. And even if I could, what could I possibly say? Rebecca was fond of these little speeches. She liked to pontificate when she had the chance, as though I didn’t already know every last detail of what had happened to me and my relationship. Still, it worked. It helped to drive her home, to make sure I could never forget the shameful position I was in. And that, I knew, was exactly what Rebecca wanted.

Still sitting on the toilet, she abruptly leaned forward. She wiped her hand over the bondage tape that covered my mouth, smearing cum all over it. The smell of sex that had been haunting me in the bedroom was even stronger now, their mixed juices right underneath my nose, and I recoiled in disgust. Truthfully, I would have drank Rebecca’s cum from a crystal glass, I wanted the woman that badly. But I had never been anywhere near the ejaculate of any man that wasn’t me before, and I had no desire to then, either. Frankly, it repulsed me. But from the way Rebecca laughed, I knew that was her intention. Once again, she was pushing boundaries. She couldn’t help herself. And she was never, ever going to stop.

“You have no idea what you’re in for,” Rebecca said, shaking her head as she tugged on the leash attached my collar. “You know what some women do with their cuckolds? They make them clean them up. With their mouths. Some men, after their wife has been out on a date, have to get down on their knees like you are now and eat all the cum out of her pussy, just to remind him what pathetic excuses for men they are. I mean, I’m not your wife. But I did just cuck you pretty bad. And I’ve got this little key here, and this remote control, and I kind of feel like I can make you do anything I want right now. If you ever want to have another orgasm, you know you have to keep me happy. You know you have to do exactly what I tell you. If that means eating Steve’s cum out of my pussy, that’s just what a cuckold has to do.”

I almost froze in horror as I kneeled before her. Because the worst thing of all was that she was right. Rebecca knew she had all the leverage she could possibly need to make me do what she wanted. And the shock collar, painful as it could be, was practically a toy compared to the chastity device locked onto my manhood. I was so horny and so desperate for an orgasm that even such a disgusting task seemed doable. I didn’t want to. I was terrified what she was saying. Yet what terrified me the most was that I didn’t think I could resist. That if this was what Rebecca wanted, then that was what I would soon find myself doing.

“But I like having you gagged,” Rebecca said at last. “Otherwise you’d just be bitching and moaning. I mean, I’m sure I could find a good use for that mouth of yours, but I kind of like taking that away from you too. It’s fun taking everything from you. There’s absolutely nothing you can do to please a woman right now, is there? You can’t fuck. You can’t eat pussy. With your hands locked up like that, you can’t even finger me. All you can do is kneel there and watch.”

As she spoke, Rebecca reached under herself again and came up with another handful of mixed cum. This time, she wiped her hand on my chest, smearing the juices over the black latex of my ridiculous maid’s uniform.

“Good thing this wipes clean,” she smiled. “I’m going to lead you back in there covered in cum so everyone can see what a pathetic loser you are. Especially Tasha. I mean, it’s not like she doesn’t already know, of course. She’s so lucky I found her. So lucky I was able to teach her what a pathetic little cuckold her boyfriend is. And she loves it. You can see that. You can see how much she loves being the office slut. Who wouldn’t, with a boss like Steve? Did you hear her begging me to let her out so he can fuck her? What a slut your girlfriend is. And the best part is, it wasn’t even hard to turn her into this. You know why? For the same reason it was easy to do this to you. Because this is what sluts like you to want. It’s what you need. You crave someone more powerful to come along and turn you into what you’ve always wanted to be. To give you an excuse to be who you really are.”

Silently, I kneeled there and took it. What could I say, even if I wasn’t gagged? It was true. It was all true. Her words were designed to be cruel and mocking, but they weren’t lies. She understood the psychology behind these games better than we did, and it was part of what made her so powerful. So dangerous. It was part of what made me her slave.

Once she had smeared several handfuls of cum on my gag and on my uniform, Rebecca seemed content. She tore some toilet paper off the roll and used it to clean herself up. Then, she stood up. Yanking on the leash attached to my collar, she pulled me to my feet again. Before we left the bathroom, she handed me a towel, having me hold it in one of the hands that was cuffed my side. And at the end of her leash, I followed her back toward the bedroom, back toward the scene of the crime, back toward what I knew could only be more humiliation, more frustration, more kinky and deviant sex that wouldn’t end until Rebecca decided it should.

Steve was lying stretched out on my bed, looking like a conquering hero. He was still completely naked, and his fat cock sat along one thigh, sated for now. Though probably not for long, if past performance was any indication. Smiling, Rebecca led me around the bed. The smile dropped from Steve’s face as he watched carefully, focusing mostly on her but with the occasional flick of his eyes toward me. And I tried not to look at him, too, even though his naked body filled my vision. I’ve never found the male body in the least bit attractive, and I certainly wasn’t about to in these strange circumstances.

But Rebecca was relentless. She led me around the bed and had me stand right next to Steve.

“I figured you probably need to clean yourself up a little before the next round,” Rebecca said with a smile. “Go on, cuckold. Give him a towel so he can clean off his cock before he fucks your girlfriend.”

I heard the breath catch in Steve’s lungs, and felt his eyes dart toward me even as I looked away. Clearly, the girls had explained the situation to him at least a little before he came around. Certainly, he knew I was no threat. Maybe he just couldn’t believe how badly Rebecca treated me. For that matter, neither could I. And again, I had to appreciate her grasp of what I wanted and what I didn’t as she made me confront the man I was more or less trying to ignore as much as possible. I didn’t want to interact with Steve in anyway, and it was clear that he felt the same way about me. That was exactly why Rebecca wanted to make me do it.

Shuffling forward and feeling her beautiful eyes watching me while she grinned with delight, I handed him the towel from the hand that stayed cuffed at my side. He mumbled his thanks as he took it, using it to wipe off his genitals. Triumphant, Rebecca led me back to the foot of the bed. Ordering me to my knees, she reattached the leash to the dresser behind me. Once again, I was right back where I had started, in captivity, forced to be a witness to the next unbelievable scene. The only part she wanted me to play in the day’s activities.

Rebecca was in her element now. The center of our attention, the dominant goddess with all eyes on her. Stretching toward the cage that held Tasha, she bent and picked up the key to the padlock. I saw Tasha raise her brown eyes toward her lover, a smile of hope spreading across her pretty face that pierced me to the heart as I watched. Holding the key, Rebecca stood in front of the cage and reached for the leather strap around her leg with the other hand. I watched suspiciously as she pulled out the key to my chastity device, holding one key in each hand as she bent toward Tasha crouching behind bars.

“I’ll give you one of these keys,” Rebecca said. “I’m curious. Given the chance, will you free yourself to get fucked like the slut you are? Or will you take pity on your cuckold boyfriend and unlock his cock so he can have an orgasm instead? I know which one I would choose. But I’m not in love with a pathetic cuckold. Make your choice, slut. I can let one of you cum, but not both.”

I stayed silent, even though it took an effort of will not to groan at our mistress’s dark cunning. I didn’t flatter myself for a moment that the choice would go any other way. After all, these games were never about what was fair or just. They were about desire. And Tasha was on fire with desire, just as I was. I could see that. She hadn’t gone through the weeks of teasing and sexual frustration I had, but in that moment, she was a creature of pure sexual need. I wasn’t even mad at her. I didn’t even blame her. As wrapped up in sexual desire as I was, I knew that in her position, I wouldn’t have made a different choice.

“That one,” Tasha said, her voice slightly raspy as she indicated the key to the padlock on her cage. “Let me out, please, Rebecca.”

“Oh my God, what are evil little slut you are,” Rebecca crowed in triumph. “There’s your poor boyfriend, teased and denied, and you’re going to take all the orgasms instead of him. Oh well. I’m kind of glad you did. I’d way rather fuck you than him anyway.”

Still smiling, Rebecca slid the key to my chastity device back onto the strap around her thigh. Then, crouching at the door of the cage, she unlocked the padlock and swung the door open. Tasha crawled out gratefully, rising to her feet and stretching her tired limbs after her period of captivity. And for a moment, the two women stood there looking at one another, both beautiful in completely different ways, both sexy in their similar but different colored outfits. Two gorgeous bodies that I would have given anything simply to touch, let alone fuck. Two beautiful women that were completely out of my reach, as beautiful and remote as the stars above.

“Okay, slut,” Rebecca said in a quiet voice. “You have your freedom. Why don’t you show us all what you’re going to do with it?”

There was never any doubt. And a smile spread across Tasha’s face, echoing the one on Rebecca’s as they grinned at each other. I saw Tasha reach out for her lesbian lover and take her in her arms, and Rebecca returned the embrace. The two of them kissed passionately, their soft breasts pressing together as they made out, their beautiful bodies tormenting me. Steve watched wordlessly from the bed, but I paid him no attention. Like him, I was completely focused on the beautiful women in front of us.

When their kiss finally broke, Tasha turned her attention toward the bed. My heart clenched like a fist in my chest as I saw her eyes meet those of her boss. She stepped past Rebecca, and Rebecca turned to watch her move, her hands on her hips again. Tasha climbed onto the bed, crawling on all fours toward Steve, who sat up to receive her. Her red curls hung around her face as she moved toward him, smiling eagerly. And Rebecca’s cobalt eyes pierced my heart as she smiled at me while my girlfriend ignored me.

Tasha kissed Steve. And Steve kissed her back. And I cringed and squirmed uselessly at the foot of the bed as I watched my girlfriend’s hand reach down to touch another man’s cock. She stroked it gently, affectionately, and I heard the little noise of pleasure she made in her throat as she felt him start to harden for her. I could see it all, the way his cock lifted its blind head, responding to her skillful touch that I hadn’t known in so long but could never forget. Yet again, jealousy burned bright inside me, a kind of simmering rage building at the pure betrayal I was being forced to witness. And soon, Steve’s cock was rock hard in Tasha’s hand, and soon, she was pressing her beautiful body against him, draping one thigh over his. He wrapped her thick arm around her narrow corseted waist, pulling her against him. There they were, two lovers in our bed, enjoying the pleasure and desire that should be mine.

“They look good together.”

Rebecca practically appeared in front of me at the foot of the bed. Caught up in the sexual drama taking place in front of me, I had forgotten for a moment that the dominatrix was even there. But there she was, standing above me, savoring every moment of my reaction to the spectacle happening in front of me. I watched as she sat down on the foot of the bed, positioning herself carefully so that I could still see what was happening behind her. My eyes moved from Rebecca to Tasha and back again, not knowing where to look. Both of them were driving me insane with sexual frustration. Both of them, I knew, were absolutely loving this exciting situation.

Rising slightly from her position on the bed, Rebecca reached past me and untied the leash from the dresser drawer. With the leash in her hand, she sat back on the mattress again. Gently, she tugged on it, and I shuffled forward on my knees, the tight latex skirt of my maid’s uniform resisting my movements as I crawled toward her. Still, I watched over her shoulder as Tasha and Steve made out. His cock was rock hard in her hand now, and his hands were grasping her boobs, caressing them and toying with the swollen nipples. Finally, with a gasp of desperate desire, Tasha rose up on her knees and straddled her boss. I moaned against the panties stuffed into my mouth as I watched her feed his hard cock inside her she sat facing him, sitting in his lap, her red curls bouncing along with her boobs as she started to ride him.

“I love how your girlfriend is such a slut now,” Rebecca said. “It’s so much fun. For me, and for her. And they look good together, don’t they? You know your girlfriend deserves a real man to fuck her properly. You know she needs this. She needs what you can’t provide. Steve can give her that. So that’s what’s going to happen. Besides, he was very generous to give her that promotion to being his full-time office fuck toy. Just think about all the pretty things she can buy you with the extra money she earns on her knees under his desk. And all you have to do is be her submissive little bitch and keep house for her while she’s at work getting fucked properly. It’s kind of an ideal situation when you think about it. You just need to let go of your ego and except it.”

Behind Rebecca, Tasha was bouncing more forcefully up and down on Steve’s cock. She was holding nothing back. I could hear the wildness of her cries, the desperate pleasure in her moans. I could see the bed rocking to her movements as she flung herself down on top of him, impaling herself over and over again on that cock she had wasted no time telling me w was so much bigger than mine. I couldn’t see Steve’s face, and I didn’t want to. But I could imagine all too well the pure pleasure he was feeling in that moment as he fucked my beautiful girlfriend. I could see his hands gripping her hips, sinking into the soft skin of her ass, her red hair bouncing and flailing around her face as she howled in pure pleasure. My cock ached predictably in the unyielding chastity I was locked into. I wanted her so badly, there was barely any room in my heart for anything else. And yet, that beautiful body was not for me. Not anytime soon. And if Rebecca had her way, maybe never again.

“Listen to that.” Rebecca smirked as she spoke. “Listen to how good that cock must feel inside her. God, she’s even making me jealous. I can only imagine what it’s like for you. But see, I never know what it’s like for you. I never go as much as a day without a good solid orgasm, because that’s what alphas like me deserve. It’s only little beta boys like you who get locked up and get their orgasms denied. Just like you deserve.”

A catch in Tasha’s voice made me tear my eyes away from Rebecca’s beautiful face. I knew what was coming. I knew what was coming, and for a second, I closed my eyes, as though that could possibly protect me from the shame and disgrace I felt. But I could still hear my girlfriend’s wild cries of pleasure, louder than any I had ever made her give. And I couldn’t resist the temptation. I opened my eyes again in time to see my girlfriend cum, in time to see her pussy tighten around Steve’s invading cock. To see her legs shake as her knees gripped his sides, to see her back arch as she threw back her head and screamed her bliss at the ceiling. She trembled and moaned, riding some wild wave of ecstasy just as she rode his conquering cock, and I watched it all, drinking down my shame as I listened to my girlfriend explode in wild pleasure.

And Rebecca laughed. She couldn’t stop laughing. The leash between us swayed from side to side as she convulsed with laughter, pressing her free hand to her mouth for a moment. Then, as if remembering she had it, she reached down to her thigh and pressed the button on the remote control to shock my cock, and I grunted in pain while Rebecca bit her lip in sadistic excitement. Releasing the button, she wrapped the leash around her fist and pulled me closer. I had no choice but to crawl toward her, but I kept my eyes on Tasha, watching her flop forward against Steve as her climax peaked and passed.

Steve picked her up. Tasha was limp and as compliant as a doll in his hands as he pushed her forward gently but firmly on the bed. She lay down for him, surrendering to him as meek as a lamb, and her red curls filled my vision as she lay with her head at the foot of the bed, close to me. As close to me as she had been at any point since she and Rebecca locked themselves in that cruel cage.

And Steve climbed on top of her. Her movements were weary, but she spread her legs happily for him. And as he slid his cock inside her again, she moaned, quieter now, but still just as blissfully as ever. The bed rocked underneath them again as he fucked her, more slowly this time, taking his time as he slid his manhood inside her.

Meanwhile, Rebecca reached forward, her hand in my face. Picking at the end of the tape she had wrapped around my head, she pulled it away. I gazed at her without understanding as she ordered me to spit out the panties that she had put in my mouth as a gag.

“I know I said I wasn’t going to take the gag out,” she said, it’s pulling me even closer to her by the leash around my neck. “But watching your girlfriend get fucked is so sexy to me, I can’t help it. I need to get off. And since Steve is busy fucking your girlfriend, you can help me with that. Go on, bitch boy. Get that face between my legs and make me cum while I listen to your girlfriend get nailed.”

Beside me, I heard Tasha laugh, a sound that soon turned into a moan of pleasure as Steve continued to fuck her. Her head was right next to mine as I leaned forward, and her cries of passion filled my ears. Rebecca leaned back slightly, and the sight of her dripping pussy filled my eyes, and I could smell the sex coming off her. I tried not to think about what she had just done. I tried not to think about the cum that dripped from her in the bathroom, the cum she had wiped on my maid’s uniform where it crusted in humiliating white stains all over my body. I tried to focus on the fact that this was one of the sexiest women I had ever seen in my life, and she wanted me to make her cum.

But as I pressed my lips against hers, as I ran my tongue over her trembling pussy, her soft sounds of pleasure were drowned out by those Tasha was making. And that was the sound that haunted me as I ate Rebecca’s streaming pussy, as I gave sexual pleasure to this woman who denied me any of my own. The sound of my girlfriend getting fucked right beside me while I pleasured another woman, while her boss drove his big cock in and out of that gorgeous pussy I so desired. Only a kinky genius like Rebecca could concoct a situation like this. Only a woman like her could come up with something so deeply humiliating, so wild and strange and deviant and at the same time unbelievably erotic. And as I kneeled there, utterly defeated, eating Rebecca’s pussy while my cock throbbed painfully inside the steel chastity to which she held the only key, I was forced to listen to my girlfriend cum yet again.


29. A Proposal

After the party, the hangover comes.

That was how I learned to think about the way things went with us. Every time we played together, it seemed, things got more and more extreme. And every time we crossed some new boundary, some new threshold in this bright burning life we were now living, I had to process the aftermath.

It wasn’t just me. It was the same for Tasha. Her feelings were different, for sure. She didn’t usually have to endure the humiliations that I did. Although this time, at least, she had come close. And I’m not talking about regrets, because she certainly didn’t regret it. I guess neither did I. But the mind needs time to adjust. If you’re body needs time to rest. And in those periods, that’s where we found ourselves, together again. Leaning on one another for support. Maybe, in that way, this kinky new chapter of our lives really was bringing us closer together.

The latest adventure was the biggest one yet. I had been forced to watch Steve fuck my girlfriend over and over, been forced to hear her cries of ecstasy as he gave her pleasure I could never hope to match. I had been made to eat Rebecca out while it happened, to give her pleasure as though to thank her for what she had turned my relationship into. Lucky Steve, having a threesome in my bed, his cock plunging in and out of both their beautiful bodies, fucking their pussies and their mouths while I kneeled helpless and humiliated and watched, my cock aching remorselessly inside the tight chastity cage that hung at Rebecca’s thigh. It was more than anyone should have been able to endure. Painful enough to make me feel like I should hate them all for what they had done to me. But I didn’t.

And when it was all over, I was dismissively sent on my way. Ordered to clean up while the three of them relaxed in post-coital bliss, Steve lying smugly satisfied in the middle of the bed, a beautiful woman on either side of him, nestled up against his body. He stayed the night. I slept on the couch, if you could call it sleep, the fractured state of semiconsciousness I hovered in while I lay there with the events of the night and of all the days leading up to them racing through my mind. I was still locked into my maid’s uniform, too, which didn’t exactly help. Impossible to get comfortable when you’re wearing what feels at times like a giant condom. An outfit that squeaks and creaks with every movement you make and never fails to remind you of the pathetic and subservient position you find yourself in.

But as conflicted and humiliated and undeniably horny as I was, I was also tired. And I was able to snatch some merciful fragments of sleep here and there. When I woke up, the house was quiet. It was early. From the street outside, I could hear the sounds of the city waking up, ordinary people going about their ordinary lives, with no conception of the ridiculous psychosexual drama playing out above them in our apartment.

Lying there in the blissful silence, I found myself wondering about all the things going on in people’s lives that I had no idea of. All the strange desires, twisted fetishists, and wild adventures that would never show on the outside. To anyone looking at us, I hoped, we just seemed like a regular couple. Maybe it was a little strange that I didn’t work, but times are tough all over. No one would guess the lives we actually lead, the way that these perverted scenarios filled up every spare moment of our free time and occupied my mind, at least, 24 hours a day. At least, I hoped not.

And a faint fear came creeping back at that thought, the fear that I had no way of knowing who else knew about my situation. Tasha. Rebecca. Now Steve. Rebecca had these cameras set up around the apartment, and could dip in to see what I was doing at any hour of the day. She could show anyone she wanted. There was no reason to believe she had, yet. But then again, no reason to believe she wouldn’t, either. And there wasn’t much point asking myself what I would do about it if she did. I had proven that over and over. I would do what I always did. I would do what Rebecca said. All in the hope of one day being allowed that orgasm that she persisted in denying me, that she continued to dangle in front of me as all the leverage she needed to make me behave in a way that she wished.

I heard movement in the bedroom. I closed my eyes for a moment, but not to go back to sleep. In a way, I was dreading this. Even though I knew that it had to come sooner or later. I had to face what had happened the night before. I had to deal with the reality we were living in. My girlfriend had cheated on me, and hardly for the first time. But this time, it seemed so much worse somehow. So much more emasculating and humiliating now that she had another man in her life. A man with a cock that was bigger than mine. A man with unbelievable stamina, who could keep up with two women like Rebecca and Tasha and wear them both out with his sexual energy. A man completely unlike me. That was the message. That was what they wanted me to feel, and it worked. It worked only too well.

Someone moved again. I waited. If I was wanted, I had no doubt I would be summoned. And a huge part of me dreaded it. Especially, I dreaded seeing Steve again, having to confront the man who had replaced me in my own bed. After all, I thought to myself, pointlessly analyzing my feelings even though I knew it wouldn’t change a thing, I could understand her preferring Rebecca to me. I mean, look at her. She was gorgeous. And as a woman, she knew a woman’s body from the inside out in a way I never would. That’s not to say it didn’t hurt every time I watched Tasha cheat on me with Rebecca. But it was sexier than it was painful. That wasn’t the case with Steve. That was just pure humiliation. The only consolation, one I resented even admitting to myself, was that Tasha looked so fucking hot when she was getting fucked.

More movement. Opening my eyes and staring up at the blank ceiling of the apartment, I listened. The bed springs groaned. I heard a female voice, though I couldn’t tell who it was. I heard a giggle. And I lay there, practically paralyzed with fear and doubt and desire, a passive passenger in my own life, once again just waiting to see what happened. Waiting to see what my superiors decided would come next.

Soon, the sounds I was hearing resolved themselves into something familiar. The wet noise of kissing. The rhythmic sounds of sexual pleasure, soft at first, but growing louder. My cock had kept me awake through most of the night, aching painfully as it tried to harden inside the chastity device, and it was happening again as I lay there listening. After all these long days of denial and the relentless teasing they put me through, it didn’t take much to get my mind vibrating with the thoughts of sex. And knowing it was happening in the next room, in my own bed that had been completely usurped, tugged on every string of submissive lust within me.

For a moment, the noises stopped. An icy chill rippled through my heart as I heard Rebecca’s voice, raised so that I could hear it, charging down the short hallway of our apartment to reach me where I lay on the couch.

“Bitch boy! Get in here!”

More laughter followed. And my skintight dress creaked as I sat up on the sofa. There was no point ignoring her summons. No point trying to ignore her. She had to key to my chastity device on a strap around her thigh, and I hadn’t forgotten about the shock collar still strapped around my genitals, either. She had the remote to that too, and she could use it to summon me in a way that was far more painful than just calling me a mean name.

So I stood. I barely even had to think about it anymore. My body just seemed to naturally obey Rebecca’s commands, as though it was completely normal to be so submissive to her. As though doing as she told me, no matter what it might be, was the natural order of things. I shuffled down the hallway toward the bedroom, all the time dreading having to see Steve lying there, stiff-cocked and grinning, the lucky recipient of everything I couldn’t have.

So when I stepped through the open door of the bedroom and saw he wasn’t there, my heart gave an unexpected little leap in my chest.

Steve wasn’t there. And I had passed the bathroom on my way to the bedroom, seeing the door open and the room empty. He was nowhere to be seen. It was as if he had vanished, as though he had never been there at all. For a moment, I actually questioned whether what I had to experience the night before was reality, whether I had conjured it up in some dream of wild sexual frustration and humiliation. And if that was the case, what would that say about me and my desires?

But I didn’t have much time to think about that. Because Rebecca and Tasha were in bed together, both of them naked, the sexy outfits from the night before strewn like wreckage across the bedroom floor. And Rebecca’s eyes were shining, her teeth showing in her wolfish smile as she looked toward the open door of the bedroom where I appeared in all my humiliating submissiveness. But Tasha didn’t even raise her head from between her girlfriend’s legs.

“There you are,” Rebecca smiled.

As she spoke, the sound of my girlfriend’s busy tongue echoed in the bedroom, the wet sounds of her pleasuring her mistress’s pussy driving another nail of jealousy and frustration into my heart. It wasn’t even all that long ago the Tasha had been reluctant to go down on Rebecca, unsure of herself when it came to eating pussy. Now, she did it with clear enthusiasm, as though there were nowhere she would rather be than between Rebecca’s legs. And I envied her that, too. I knew for myself all too well how those silken folds tasted, and I craved it as my cock ached predictably in its steel prison. Wanting them both, I was jealous of them both, everything I wanted and couldn’t have on display right in front of me in my own bed while I stood there, meek and dominated, helpless to do anything about what was happening.

“Fuck, that was amazing last night,” Rebecca said. She lay back in a pile of pillows, her dark hair shining as she swept it back from her face. Her cheeks were flushed with pleasure. Her voice dripped with it as though her words were dipped in honey, and her breasts rose and fall with every breath she took, her puckered nipples pointing toward the ceiling as she breathed. Letting me see everything. Knowing there was nothing I can do about it. Knowing that my craving for her body was the greatest weapon she could use against me, filling me with this painful pleasure that I felt more and more like I was addicted to. As usual, Rebecca knew exactly what she was doing. As usual, my girlfriend’s girlfriend was completely in control.

“Steve really knows how to fuck,” Rebecca went on unnecessarily. After all, I had been right there. I had seen the truth myself. I had seen how their boss made these two women scream and howl in pleasure, how they became like animals with desire for him. How the two women who dominated me, who controlled every aspect of my life, became almost submissive little sex pets for him. I had tasted their pleasure and heard every excruciating gasp and moan they made as they spent all night fucking him and each other. It wasn’t something I was ever going to forget.

“I’ve been playing with girls a lot lately, like this little slut here,” Rebecca went on. As she spoke, she plunged her fingers into the tangled red curls of Tasha’s hair, patting the back of my girlfriend’s head encouragingly while Tasha continued to eat her out. “And I’m having a lot of fun. But it had been a while since I took a really big cock deep like that, since I let a man really fuck me. It’s good to branch out every once in a while. It’s not easy finding real men who know how to use their cocks these days, but our boss is definitely one of them. Lucky us. Lucky us that we have access to him everyday. Your girlfriend might not be the only one who’s turning into an office slut. I have a feeling at least one of us will be sucking Steve’s cock at work every single day we’re there. While you’re at home with your little pecker all locked away, useless and rejected, keeping house for us while we spend all day having the kind of sex you can only imagine. God, this is too much fun. I’ve had slaves before, but not like this. This is something else.”

As in control as Rebecca always was, I could hear her losing her composure she spoke. Tasha’s licking and kissing was getting to her, and I could hear the rising pleasure in her voice. And this talk, I knew, was all part of it. It turned her on to talk to me this way, to rehash what we both already knew about the situation we were in. I said nothing in response. She didn’t require any response from me. All she wanted was for me to stand there, totally humiliated, and have to listen to her little speeches. To be reminded of exactly what I was.

“Oh fuck,” Rebecca gasped, closing her eyes as she tilted her head back. Leaning back even further on the pillows, she spread her legs wider than ever, and lying on her stomach in front of her, Tasha shifted her position slightly. I watched as she slid her fingers inside Rebecca’s creamy pussy, making the other woman howl with pleasure. At the same time, Tasha pressed her mouth against Rebecca’s clit, servicing the other woman with hands and mouth, drawing long screams of ecstasy out of her. Standing there useless as usual, I watched Rebecca, again, watched a powerful orgasm sweep through that beautiful body, making her long legs tremble, making her chest heave with the pure power of ecstatic bliss.

As her climax passed, Rebecca slumped back against the pillows. Strands of her dark hair clung to her flushed cheeks, her breasts rising and falling more dramatically than ever as she sucked in air. And Tasha swept her red curls back from her face as she raised her mouth from the other woman’s pussy, carefully sliding her fingers out. Turning her head, she grinned at me over her shoulder.

I didn’t have it in me to smile back. But just seeing that smile was enough to pierce my heart all the same, enough to make it vibrate with that strange species of love I was feeling more and more lately. I didn’t love Tasha in spite of the cruel things she did to me. I didn’t love her because of them, either. I loved her before we ever played this way, and I would keep on loving her if we stopped tomorrow. But seeing her like this, acting like the slut some part of her had always secretly wanted to be, made her infinitely more attractive to me than she already was. And somehow, in a way I had never quite understood before, lust was putting its fat thumb on the scale of love and tilting it irrevocably down. My only hope for keeping my girlfriend was that she could separate love and sex. That she could desire Rebecca and Steve more than she wanted me, and yet love me more than them. But that wasn’t the way I felt about her at all. The more I wanted her, the more she teased and frustrated me, the more deeply in love I felt with this woman who was now revealing sides to herself I had never even guessed.

“Ok,” Rebecca panted, with her eyes still closed. As she spoke, she raised both hands to her head, pressing her palms over her eyes. “Okay. You’ve earned it, pretty lady. You can have his key.”

“Yes!” Tasha cried out in pleasure, and it was all I could do not to cry out myself. There was something unbelievably erotic about the way these women handed off control of my sex to one another, but never to me. Rebecca quite literally owned my cock, and even my girlfriend couldn’t touch her without her permission. But hope flooded my heart as I watched Tasha reach for Rebecca’s still shaking leg and unfasten the leather strap around her thigh that contained both the remote control of the shock collar and the key to my relentless chastity. There were no guarantees Tasha would release me, of course. But for all her ever-growing cruelty, she was still a kinder mistress than Rebecca was. I knew that my best chance to get any taste of the sexual pleasure I so frantically craved was through her.

She smiled at me again as she fastened the strap around her own thigh, wearing it just as Rebecca had worn it. I couldn’t tear my eyes away. The tiny key to everything I wanted shone brightly against the black leather, and above it, there was my girlfriend’s pussy, flagrantly exposed, well-used by her lovers and more desirable to me than ever. Not for the first time, it crossed my mind that I could just grab the key if I wanted. That I could take it by force. But I had long ago learned not to take those thoughts seriously. If I was going to do that, I would’ve done it long time ago. This game meant something to me that was hard to explain, but powerful nonetheless. It gave me something I had never had before, a strange sense of purpose emerging from the desperate desire being in chastity made me feel. I liked being under their control. It was the sexiest thing I had ever known.

With the strap fastened around her leg, Tasha slid up the bed until she was sitting back against the headboard. She was still smiling at me. Her face seemed to radiate a deep joy, and again, I felt my heart tumble at the sight of her. Meanwhile, Rebecca was recovering herself. Opening her eyes, she sat up, another faint smile appearing on her lips. Turning toward the bedside table, she picked up her phone and gasped when she saw the time.

“Fuck, it’s late,” she said. “I have to get home. I wish I could stay and play with you sluts some more, but even a sex goddess like me has to take a break now and then. I’ll see you tonight though, right?”

“You’d better,” Tasha said playfully as she turned to the other woman. And from my pit of deep frustration and desire, I watched them kiss, the two of them wrapping their arms around each other as they made out, Rebecca’s shorter black hair and Tasha’s long red curls contrasting and complementing one another beautifully as they merged their bodies briefly together.

“Okay, I gotta go,” Rebecca said firmly as the kiss broke. She climbed out of the bed, and I watched her hurry around the bedroom, picking up the clothes she had worn to come to our place the day before.

“I want this place cleaned top to bottom while I’m gone,” Rebecca said to me as she struggled into her clothing. “You can wash my panties that you slobbered all over. By hand. Tasha, make sure he does it. And yours, too. Plus, he can re-lace our corsets and polish our boots and break down the cage. Put it away until the next time we decide to use it. Me and your girlfriend are going on a big date tonight, and we want this place spotless.”

“That’s right,” Tasha grinned, still sitting up in the bed. “I’ll see you tonight, sexy.”

Fully dressed now, Rebecca stepped past me as though I wasn’t even there. Pausing at the door of the bedroom, she turned and blew Tasha kiss. Then, she stepped out of the bedroom. I listened to her walking down the hallway, pulling open the front door of our apartment, disappearing for now as the door swung shut behind her. Still, there was that date tonight. Besides, as I had learned all too well a long time ago, Rebecca didn’t have to be physically present to fill my mind with her presence. But for now, for what felt like the first time in far longer than it actually was, I was alone with Tasha. Alone with my girlfriend who had spent all night being fucked by other people. And the momentary silence between us was as thick as honey.

Tasha lay in bed, totally naked except for the strap around her thigh and yet totally in control. As her glowing bronze eyes wandered over my body while I stood in front of her in my humiliating outfit, one hand reached down to toy with the key that hung from the leather strap. Another cupped her huge breasts, kneading the soft flesh, teasing the swollen nipple. After everything that had happened, my beautiful girlfriend was still horny.

“She left me another key, too,” Tasha said at last. Letting go of her boob, she reached over to her own bedside table and picked up a key.

“Come here, bitch boy,” she said.

Without a moment’s hesitation, I climbed onto the bed and crawled toward her. Still smiling, Tasha had me turn my back to her so that she could unlock the mechanism that hid the laces of the corset I wore. Unfastening it, she loosened the laces and removed the corset, and I took a deep breath. I had been wearing it so long I had almost forgotten what it was like to breathe without it. Wasting no time, Tasha unzipped my maid’s uniform, and she helped me peel the tight latex off my body. For the first time in what felt like forever, I was naked, except for the remorseless steel locked around my cock. And as I turned to Tasha to see her eyes shining as she looked at me, I hardly dared to hope for what came next.

But as though in a dream, Tasha moved slowly, reaching down toward the strap around her thigh. And I watched, my mouth dry, my heart pounding as she removed the key to my chastity.

“You’ve been such a good boy,” she said softly as she lifted the key. “That must’ve been so hard for you. I bet you’re so fucking horny right now, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Tasha,” I panted, struggling to even form coherent words with the wild pressure of desire that was building inside me. Smiling, Tasha slid the key into the lock of my chastity device and twisted it. Carefully, she lifted the steel tube off my cock, and I felt dizzy as the blood rushed down, the first erection I had had in weeks blooming like some obscene flower between us. Tasha laughed as she set the device down on her bedside table, empty now but still seeming to emanate some dark power. After all, I wasn’t so naïve as to believe I wouldn’t be wearing it again. But I didn’t want to think about that now.

Tasha wrapped her hand around my cock, and I almost winced at the purity of the pleasure I felt at her long-awaited touch.

“I don’t think you’re going to last long enough if I let you inside me,” she said softly. “So let me get you off now. Get that first orgasm out of the way. Then you can fuck me after.”

“Oh my God, Tasha, thank you!” I practically yelled. My girlfriend burst out laughing at my words, and at the same time, she began to skillfully stroke my cock. She was right, of course. With all the wild desire I was feeling, it wasn’t going to take long. My cock surged and leaped in her hand, and in no time at all, I was groaning in pleasure as I launched my cum into the air. My orgasm swept through me, making me shiver as I kneeled there beside the woman I loved, and she smiled as she easily milked my cock of a long-awaited orgasm.

“There, that’s better, isn’t it?” she said. “Everything you hoped for?”

“Not quite,” I smiled back at her. The orgasm she had just given me had taken the razor edge off the desire that had been slicing away at me for so many days. But it was never going to be enough. My cock didn’t even soften. It stayed remorselessly hard as she took her hand away, and lust growled inside me, and the sight of her lying there in front of me, naked and for once receptive, was all I needed to keep me in that state of pure lust. I climbed on top of her, and Tasha yelped in pleasure as I pressed her down into the mattress, and she yelped again as I pushed the head of my cock against her wet pussy, forcing apart those silken lips as I slid myself inside and felt the snug warmth of Tasha’s body in a way I hadn’t in far too long.

I fucked her. The long days of jealousy brought out the animal in me, and again, I felt like I had something to prove. The bed vibrated to my thrusts, and soon, Tasha was howling in pleasure. I felt her pussy tighten around my cock in orgasm more than once before I unleashed my next burst of pleasure. My throbbing cock spurted my cum deep inside her as though to wash away everything she had done, as though to reclaim her from Rebecca and Steve and the rest of the world. To make her mine again. And as I came, I felt this great wave of love wash over me.

I collapsed on top of her, inhaling the scent of her hair with every breath, panting and moaning as she panted and moaned underneath me. My lips were right next to her ear, and I didn’t even try, for once, to analyze my thoughts. I didn’t even worry that what I was saying was influenced by the flood of orgasmic pleasure I felt. After all, for us, now, there was no point at which sex wasn’t going to dominate our lives.

“I love you, Tasha,” I murmured.

“I love you too,” she answered, and I could hear the smile in her voice as she spoke. But my next words rendered her silent for a moment, striking her dumb with disbelief. I could hardly believe them myself. But that didn’t mean it wasn’t true.

“I want to marry you.”
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30. Date Night For The Girls

Tasha’s moment of silence didn’t last long. I said what I said, and I meant it, and then I lay there, while she didn’t reply immediately. I lay in silence beside her, wondering how she felt. But when she took my face in her hands, and pulled my mouth toward hers and kissed me deeply and frantically, I knew. The passion in her movements was unmistakable, and I felt the same passion coursing through every cell of my body as I kissed her back, and for once, my doubts disappeared. I didn’t doubt a thing. The love I felt for this incredible woman was only getting deeper by the day, and maybe it was fueled by kinky sex, but what did that matter? I never wanted to be without her. I never wanted to be anywhere but here, in her arms. Or at the foot of her bed, watching her enjoy the kind of sexual pleasure I could barely dream of. Only weeks ago, when we had first moved to this town, our relationship had been conventional, and as far as I knew, neither of us had even imagined living like this. But now, I couldn’t imagine anything else. I couldn’t imagine going back to the way things were, no matter how much this new arrangement hurt me sometimes. Some fires, once kindled, cannot be put out. These deviant desires we both clearly had were never going to go back into their box, and I knew we would never be happy now living any other way. We would both live a diminished life if we weren’t together, living out this strange sexual fantasy.

“I love you so much,” Tasha whispered, tearing her lips momentarily away from mine I took the opportunity to shower her cheeks, her ear, her neck, her shoulder with kisses, desperate for every atom of her. I wanted to touch her everywhere all at once, to hold every part of her body like a lake she floated in, to absorb her somehow and still have her be exactly what she was, beautiful and kinky and wild and separate from me. The past few weeks had trained me how to deal with conflicting desires. But even after everything I had been through, this was somehow the most powerful feeling yet. Because it was love, true love, not lust. Even though, as I had long ago learned, the two things aren’t a million miles apart.

And as we kissed, both of us awash with love, wrapped up in the only feeling stronger than the powerful sensations of desire we had both been experiencing all the previous night, lust raised his head again. After fucking her so aggressively, my cock had softened, but in no time at all, it came roaring back. Her kisses drew it out of me, the warmth and softness of her body calling to me and reminding me of everything I wanted each and every day, and was so rarely allowed. Tasha was everything I wanted and couldn’t have, except now I could have her, and I didn’t know for how long this bounty would last, but I intended to make the most of it. And, drunk with love, Tasha seemed in the mood to allow it. I climbed on top of her again, and she saw what I was doing, and she spread her legs to receive me gratefully as I mounted her. My cock slid easily into her dripping pussy, and we both groaned in pleasure, and we kissed over and over again as I fucked her, sex and love mingling and merging to leave us both gasping with desire and pleasure and love.

After I finished inside her, I rolled off her. Lying on the mattress beside her, I could smell the perfumed scent of Rebecca, and could catch still the faint whiff of sex that was not our own. I was still caught up in the love I was feeling for this incredible woman, but that fear came creeping back again. And as Tasha lay beside me, staring up at the ceiling now, her big breasts rising and falling as she breathed steadily, I wondered if she was thinking along similar lines as I was. Her silence seemed to suggest something on her mind, at least.

“Are you serious?”

Tasha spoke at last, her voice soft. Her hand reached across the mattress to hold onto mine. I turned my head to see her looking at me now, half her face buried in her dense red curls that spread out across the pillow.

“Of course I am,” I said, squeezing her hand reassuringly.

“You weren’t just saying that because I finally let you fuck me?”

Tasha smiled as she spoke, as though attempting to take the crude edge of her words. But I could see right through the pretense. Behind it, I could see the doubt and fear that plagued her mind like an echo of my own but in a different key. Squeezing her hand again, I rolled over in the bed and took her in my arms.

“Of course not,” I said as I kissed her hair. “I mean it. I’ve been thinking about it for a long time. I really love you. I did long before we started all this weird shit. But I didn’t want to say anything before. When I’m locked in that device, I’m so fucking horny, you wouldn’t believe it.”

“Oh, I don’t know,” Tasha said with a smile. “I was in that cage yesterday, wasn’t I? I had to watch them fuck. God, it was unbelievable. So frustrating but so sexy at the same time.”

“Oh, please,” I said dismissively, making Tasha giggle. “You had to go, what, half an hour without an orgasm? It’s been weeks for me. And with you driving me crazy every single day with your sexy little outfits. And now fucking your boss and Rebecca. Being the office slut. It’s unbelievable. You’re driving me crazy. But that’s why I didn’t want to propose like that. You know I’ll say and do anything when I’m locked up in that thing. I wanted to be sure about how I felt. But nothing’s changed. If anything, I love you even more now.”

“That’s so sweet,” Tasha murmured. Her eyes were glowing as she spoke, and in their watery gaze, I felt like I could see the love leaking out of her. My heart contracted again, another spasm of love that mimicked the wild throbbing of sexual desire, but was if anything even more powerful.

“But it’s not going to get you out of this mess,” Tasha said, and a sudden smile lit up her face as though the thought just occurred to her. “Even if we get married, you still have to be locked away. Rebecca demands that. And I don’t think I can manage without her at this point. I’m fucking obsessed with her, Matt. I don’t know what it is. I still don’t think I’m even gay, or bisexual, or whatever. I just want her so badly. And you know what she’s like. She’s so sexy when she’s being mean, when she’s being dominant. You know how much I fucking love it when she dominates you. I love the idea of her holding your key, of her owning your cock. My husband’s cock.”

Her smile deepened as she said those last words, her eyes sinking momentarily to the manhood that hung, temporarily spent, between my legs. Even flaccid, I felt another stab of desire. Maybe Tasha was right. Maybe this kinky game we were playing would be even hotter once we were married. Even more transgressive. Even more of a betrayal. I could practically feel my heart picking up the pace, thumping powerfully in my chest as I thought about what the future held. A lifetime married to this woman while she cheated on me with her girlfriend and who knew who else? Was I really ready for that? It made me nervous, filling me with the exhilaration you feel at the edge of the cliff as you look down and ponder annihilation. But I loved her. I loved every part of her. I loved her shadows and her darkness just as much as I worshiped her light. They were inseparable. And if marriage to her meant a lifetime of subjugation, of continuing to be teased and humiliated and regularly denied what I craved most, I was more than ready for it. In that twisted place in my own soul, it was exactly what I wanted.

“Speaking of which,” Tasha said with a smile. Her red curls trailed across the pillow as she rolled over onto her side, reaching toward the bedside table where the chastity device lay. My heart fluttered as I watched her pick it up and roll over onto her other side to face me. A huge part of my brain was screaming at me to resist, to preserve this rare freedom, to finally get myself out from under the crushing weight of submission to Tasha and to Rebecca. But it was more than matched by that other part that desperately wanted this. The part I couldn’t understand, the part of me I couldn’t even name, but certainly couldn’t ignore. Torn between conflicting desires once again, I felt paralyzed. After all, it’s easier to be motionless. Easier not to make a decision. Easier to let the woman I loved decide my fate for me.

And if Tasha had any doubts, she gave no sign of it. Reaching down between my legs, she slid the steel tube over my suffering cock and swung the metal bar back behind my balls and locked it all together again. Just like that, I was a prisoner once again. A prison of my own desires as much as I was of the woman I loved. And Tasha smiled happily as she clipped the small key to the leather strap still wrapped around her thigh, letting it dangle teasingly right next to the pussy I had just fucked. The woman who would be my wife, back in complete control and loving every moment of it. Loving the feeling of power that surged through her to know that for now, at least, she owned me completely.

“I guess you better get to work,” she said. “I mean, this is great, but it doesn’t change anything. You’re still my houseboy, and this place still needs work. You heard what Rebecca said. We’re going on a hot date tonight, and we want this place nice and clean for when we come back. Because you know what’s going to happen. She’s going to fuck my brains out again. And if you’re a good boy, a good little husband, maybe my lesbian lover will let you watch again.”

I kneeled in silence on the mattress for a moment, looking at Tasha in astonishment. Not that anything she was saying was that big a surprise, or that it was at all untrue. It was more the way she could switch so easily from professions of love to the smirking dominant persona she had. It took my breath away. And as my cock started to swell and throb again in the increasingly familiar prison she had locked it into, I felt my own doubts melting away. What we were doing might be crazy. It might be insane, contrary to every rule of sense and freedom and personal liberty. But the only happiness I could ever know now could be found only under Tasha’s thumb. And the thought of being her husband and her frustrated sex slave at the same time was tugging at every dark part of me there was.

So I did what I was told. I did what Tasha commanded. I climbed out of the bed and began to gather the clothes and toys strewn around the bedroom, and she settled back on the mattress to watch. She was grinning all the while, enjoying the show, enjoying my total obedience to her will. And while she watched, she reached to the bedside table and picked up her phone.

“I have to tell Rebecca the good news,” she explained as she typed out a text, as though I had asked her to explain what she was doing when I hadn’t. “I wonder what she’s going to say?”

I didn’t answer. There was no predicting anything about that woman, after all. Besides, I had work to do. Picking up the corsets that Rebecca and Tasha had worn the night before, scooping up their high-heeled boots, I bundled them up in my arms and carried them toward the kitchen. I was going to be Tasha’s submissive house husband, and I had work to do.



The day wore on. There was a strange sense of unreality about things, though in my recent life, that was nothing new. Just as Tasha said, my sort-of proposal didn’t change the day-to-day reality of the lives that we lived. I was there to serve. I might not be locked into my unbelievably humiliating latex French maid uniform, but that didn’t mean I had any more power than I ever did. My role in Tasha’s life was mostly to serve, and before she left, Rebecca had made my duties abundantly clear.

I could feel the dark eyes of the cameras set up around the apartment taking in my every move as I walked around the house, naked but for my chastity cage, doing Rebecca’s bidding even though she had long ago left. I wondered if she was watching, and wondered if I wanted her to be. Strange to acknowledge the part of me wanted some kind of connection with her, even if it were only that. I wanted to despise the woman, but I didn’t. I certainly didn’t love her. I didn’t feel for Rebecca anything like what I felt for Tasha. Still, Rebecca exerted her hypnotic pull on me, just like she did on my girlfriend. My fiancée. My future wife.

At that thought, a stray shiver raced through my body. What was I getting myself into? Except I already knew the answer to that. I already knew exactly what life together would look like. It would look exactly like this, with me serving Tasha hand and foot and her having all kinds of outrageous sexual adventures with other people. That was what I was signing up for. And it had been my idea. And the crazy thing was, I didn’t even regret it. There I was, naked in the kitchen, shining the patent leather boots my girlfriend and her lover had worn to get fucked by another man the night before, and I still wasn’t doubting my decision to marry Tasha.

Eventually, Tasha rose from bed. She dressed carelessly, in yoga pants and a T-shirt, after showering alone. Part of me resented that. I loved watching her in the shower, even though it drove me crazy with desire. But for now, Tasha seemed have other things on her mind. She lounged around the house while I worked, sprawled on the couch, the TV on in the background while she played on her phone. I wondered if she was chatting with Rebecca. I wondered what the two of them might be saying to each other. Probably they were planning something. Probably something deeply frustrating and humiliating for me, to commemorate my proposal. There was nothing I could do about it. There was nothing I wanted to do about it.

In the middle of my chores, I made Tasha lunch and brought it to her. Then I went back to cleaning. As the day drew to its close, the house was back to its normally immaculate condition. One benefit, I knew, that Tasha had noticed of having me stay home all day as her submissive house husband. The place was always spotless. It doesn’t take long to clean a one bedroom apartment, especially if you do it every day. Tasha and Rebecca’s sexy outfits were cleaned and returned to the closet, along with the cage, folded flat, ready for whatever its next erotic use might be. I had hand-washed Rebecca’s and Tasha’s panties in the kitchen sink, my cock throbbing in its tight steel prison the whole while as I remembered having them stuffed into my mouth as a gag, as I remembered tasting the excitement of both women while they played with Steve.

And my anticipation only grew as evening approached. As the sky outside started to darken, Tasha summoned me to her side and led me to the bedroom. It was time to get her ready. Another excruciatingly frustrating and yet deeply exciting task that I both hated and loved.

Stripping off her casual clothes, she stood before me naked in the bedroom. Following her orders, I fetched a push-up bra and stood behind her to wrestle her big boobs into it, pushing them high on her chest while she looked down admiringly at her cleavage. No panties. Instead, I went to her drawer and grabbed the brand-new pair of fishnet stockings she told me to get, kneeling at her feet to pull them up her legs until they gripped her thighs. She was still wearing Rebecca’s leather strap around her leg with my chastity key dangling from it, and my hands brushed against it as I positioned the stockings in place, and Tasha said nothing for a moment, simply pressing her lips together as she looked down at me. But as usual, I didn’t try to grab it.

Instead, I rose to my feet on Tasha’s instructions and fetched a new dress from the closet. Together, we put it on her, zipping it up in the back. It was patterned green and black with a deep neckline that bared acres of her incredible chest before coming in at the waist. From there, it flared out around her hips, growing tighter again around mid-thigh to accentuate her incredible hourglass figure. As she sat on the bed, the skirt slid a little higher, revealing the tops of her stockings and the key to my chastity dangling from the leather strap. And I crawled to her closet to fetch the shoes she told me she wanted to wear, black high-heeled pumps with a single strap around the ankle that I slid carefully into place before fastening shut.

“How do I look?” Tasha asked, sitting above me as she raked her red curls back from her face. Her breasts swelled in the top of the dress, practically making my mouth water as I gazed up at her incredible loveliness.

“As amazing as ever,” I said, making my girlfriend laugh.

“I just hope Rebecca likes it,” she went on. “I can hardly believe it after everything we did yesterday, but I’m still really horny today. I could really use a good fuck from my girlfriend.”

“I’m sure she will,” I said, making Tasha laugh out loud again. Then she told me to put on some clothes myself. A button-down shirt and a pair of black dress pants. I didn’t know why, and I didn’t question it. I barely even thought about it, as caught up as I was in my deep desire for my girlfriend as she sat there watching me from the bed like a vision of loveliness I could barely hope to have.

I had barely finished getting dressed when I heard the buzzer of our apartment ring. Tasha looked at me with that smile on her face, and she didn’t have to say a word. There was only one person it could be. Tasha swept up her phone and buzzed Rebecca in, and we both waited, the air between us crackling with tension to know that our beautiful mistress was on her way up.

The door of the apartment opened. Rebecca didn’t even knock anymore. She strode into our apartment like she owned the place, and in a way, she did. She owned me, that was for sure. And there wasn’t much question that she owned my girlfriend now too. When Rebecca strode into the bedroom, I heard Tasha gasped in approval of the way the other woman looked. And I had to admit, as my eyes did their familiar dance over her body, I had to agree with my girlfriend.

Rebecca’s hair shone in its customary black bob, the dark color making her deep blue eyes shine all the more under her dark lashes. Her lips were bright red, making her mouth standout from her face, clashing with her dark hair and her perfectly black outfit. On top, she wore a black silk blouse that shimmered just like her hair where it caught the light, falling softly over the tempting swell of her breasts. But her outfit got more provocative as my eyes traveled downward. She was wearing leather pants held in place with a broad belt, her billowy shirt tucked into the waist of the pants that clung jealously to her legs and shone under the light. And those leather pants disappeared in the middle of her calves into a pair of patent leather black boots with laces up front and a wicked spike heel. The kind of boots you’d expect dominatrix like her to wear. The kind of boots it was easy to imagine her making some submissive slave grovel before and kiss. My cock surged inside the steel prison again as I had to acknowledge that I would absolutely drop to the floor and worship those boots at Rebecca’s command.

But for now, that command never came. Instead, Rebecca smiled as she stood in the open doorway, one hand on her hip.

“Well, well, well,” she said, her bright blue eyes traveling from Tasha to me and back again. “Look at you two. You look sexy, Tasha. You look like a girl who needs to get fucked.”

“I am,” Tasha giggled, and I saw the devious smile spread slowly across Rebecca’s beautiful face, her red lips parting to show her white teeth.

“Well, all in good time,” Rebecca said. I almost flinched as she turned those eyes on me. It was hard to meet her gaze when she looked so beautiful, so dominant, so high and mighty that it made me feel desperately inadequate as I stood there, for once fully clothed in male clothes in her presence but feeling no more powerful than I ever did because of that.

“So you proposed,” she said. “Probably smart. She’s definitely the best you’ll ever do. And if she fucks around, that’s just what she deserves. I’m not surprised, honestly. The only surprise is that she said yes. But I guess if I think about it, I kind of see what she gets out of it. You know what? You know how much I love fucking your girlfriend. But I think I’m going to enjoy fucking your wife even more.”

I gulped at Rebecca’s words, and Tasha laughed out loud. But I didn’t doubt their truth. Already, I could feel the sexual tension buzzing and crackling between the two of them, and I had no doubt where this date was going to lead. It would end with the two of them in bed, their beautiful bodies writhing together, their pleasure practically dripping from the walls. The only question was where I would be at the time, and what I would be doing. What I would be allowed to do.

“Ready to go out to dinner, slut?” Rebecca asked, turning her bright smile on Tasha. And I heard the bed springs creak as Tasha squirmed on the spot, practically bouncing with pleasure in anticipation of the night she had in store.

“Absolutely,” she said. “But I thought Matt could come too. I mean, he is my fiancé. This could be our proposal dinner.”

Rebecca rolled her eyes theatrically. Standing there in the doorway in her leather outfit, she looked every inch the dominatrix she was. And I was reminded again just how big and influence she was going to have on our future marriage and our lives together. Her control was absolute, and both Tasha and I accepted it so readily, as if it were no more than the natural order of things. She was a force that could not be resisted, by either of us. We barely even questioned it anymore.

“Is that why he’s all dressed up? I don’t know,” Rebecca said. Her eyes drifted toward me, even as she continued talking to Tasha, staring deep into mine as I stood there ashamed before her. “You know I like taking you out while he stays here, looking after the house and waiting for us to come home. Still, now you mention it, it might be kind of fun to have him around. To see what we’re like on a date. To let everyone know that I’m dating your boyfriend.”

Rebecca’s bright eyes flickered up and down my body, the smile never leaving her face as she took me in. She couldn’t see the chastity device through the pants I wore, but she knew it was there just as well as I did. And she knew the power it gave her. The key might still be hidden on its strap just underneath Tasha’s tight dress, but we all knew who had the real power to keep me captive or set me free. If Rebecca had asked, Tasha would hand over that key to my cock immediately and put me right back in the power of this gorgeous, cruel, inscrutable woman. And that added an extra thrill of excitement to the proceedings, and a promise of deviant sexual delights in our life to come.

“Okay, he can come,” Rebecca said at last, and Tasha clapped her hands together in glee. “But he needs to be a good boy. He needs to do everything he’s told, even when when out in public. Especially then. I don’t want him embarrassing me in front of anyone, fiancé or not.”

“He won’t,” Tasha said hurriedly, uncrossing her legs as she rose to her feet. “You’ll be a good boy, won’t you, Matt?”

Both women looking at me now. Both sets of gorgeous eyes peering at me, Tasha’s bright bronze and Rebecca’s cobalt blue. Not for the first time, I felt I was drowning in those eyes, feeling my sense of myself and my ability to resist draining away by the second. They were both so beautiful in their different ways, Tasha so pretty and feminine in her dress, Rebecca so gorgeous and dominant in her skintight pants and wicked boots. The women who owned me, both more than capable of dominating me completely in their different styles. The women who would continue to own me from that moment on, as I pledged my life to Tasha in the full knowledge that that meant Rebecca coming along for the ride too. It never occurred to me before that moment, but standing there between them, I realized that in marrying Tasha, I was in a way marrying Rebecca, too. Tying my life to this unique woman for as long as Tasha wanted. Which, judging by what I knew Rebecca did to my girlfriend, was going to be a very long time indeed.

“Yes,” I said, as both women smiled triumphantly at each other. “I’ll be good.”


31. Out In Public

It was a strange feeling going out with the two of them. Another experience I wasn’t used to. Rebecca was right, in her way. Ordinarily, when the two of them went out anywhere, I was left at home, locked into my humiliating French maid uniform, cleaning the house and serving them in their absence while I anxiously waited for them to get back. Was this any better? Maybe. At least I didn’t have the uncertainty of wondering where they were and what they were doing and who they were with. But I was under no illusions about what kind of night I could expect. I could only imagine what was going through Rebecca’s beautiful head as she plotted the next chapter of my humiliation, but I didn’t doubt the general theme. My sexual inadequacy would be laid bare again. My submissive nature would be tested. And all the while, I would be teased by the beauty of these two gorgeous goddesses, forced to be an accessory to their pleasure with no choice but to do as I was told.

It started early.

Both Rebecca and Tasha sat in the backseat of our car as I drove us all to the restaurant. It’s not our car was anything special, which maybe robbed the moment of some of its luxurious vibe. But there was no missing the implication. It was like I was a chauffeur for the two women, another way of putting me in my place, reminding me that I was there to serve, not to enjoy. And as I drove into the city, following the directions on my GPS after Rebecca told me what restaurant they wanted to go to, I didn’t hear much more in the way of instructions from the girls. They were busy with each other.

The night got darker as we drove, the streetlights coming on. And I kept my eyes on the road, but I could hear what was going on. I could hear the soft wet sounds of passion, the noise of Tasha and Rebecca making out in the backseat. I could hear their hands running over one another’s clothing, over each other’s bodies, touching and feeling each other through their provocative outfits. I could feel the soft little sighs of pleasure that escaped both their throats as their passion continued to climb. My girlfriend was in the backseat making out with her lesbian lover while I drove them both on a date, and not one ounce of the humiliating nature of that fact escaped me as I sat behind the wheel, clutching at it in a death grip as I drove.

Whenever I had the chance, I glanced in the rearview mirror to see what was going on in the backseat. In the darkness, it was hard to see much. But the glimpses I did get only served to inflame my own desire even more. Rebecca’s hand holding Tasha’s cheek as they kissed, while the other snaked around her waist. Tasha’s hand on Rebecca’s ass, her fingertips sinking slightly into the skintight leather that gripped the other woman’s body as she squeezed. My girlfriend, who had never displayed any same-sex attraction before, was now completely obsessed with Rebecca and her gorgeous body. Still, after all these weeks of play on a similar theme, it still made me tremble where I sat in my seat to know what Tasha had become.

And I was going to marry this woman.

We pulled up outside the restaurant. As I steered the car into a parking space, the girls finally stopped making out in the backseat. I killed the engine, and in the mirror, I saw Rebecca turn to face me. Her jet black outfit and her deep black hair were all but lost in the shadows of the backseat, but I could see her eyes glittering with cruelty and excitement as they met mine in the small rectangle of glass.

She shifted in her seat. I heard the tight leather of her pants creak, and my cock ached as usual inside its tight cage as I longed for that pleasure it seemed my fate never to have. Raising a leg, she thrust her foot between the front seats of the car, resting it on the armrest next to me as she prodded my arm with her sharp high heel. I half-turned toward her, watching the faint light from outside gleaming on the polished black leather of her wicked boot. Rebecca was never one to shy away from attention. And the way she looked out in public, I knew, would draw plenty of it. That was part of what scared me, too. Knowing our mistress’s penchant for putting on a show, I didn’t have much doubt that she was going to take this opportunity to humiliate me in public. She had practically said as much. And yet there was absolutely nothing I could do to stop her. I stared at her gleaming boot, like a symbol of her feminine authority resting on the armrest next to me, and my heart pounded in my chest as I waited for her instructions.

“Now, best behavior tonight, bitch boy,” Rebecca said, while Tasha suppressed a giggle from the backseat. “You’re to do everything you’re told, without question. If you ever want another orgasm again, I expect absolute perfection from you. Any infractions will be punished. You know that.”

“Yes, Rebecca,” I dutifully replied, making Tasha laugh again. But Rebecca didn’t laugh. For once, her beautiful face didn’t show even a shadow of a smile as she continued to stare at me in the rearview mirror. She wanted to drive her point home. She wanted me to live in fear of her and what she could do. I did. The key to my chastity and the remote to the shock collar I still wore around my balls might be strapped to my girlfriend’s thigh, but I knew it was Rebecca who had the real power here. It was her I had to keep happy. It was her and her cruel whims that I should fear the most.

“I mean it,” Rebecca said. “You like these boots?”

Her question caught me slightly off guard. And I watched her turn her foot this way and that, making the faint light from outside seem to slide over the leather that encased her foot and calf.

“They’re very sexy,” I admitted, making Tasha laugh yet again.

“Damn right they are. And if I order you to get down on your knees and polish these boots with your tongue right in the middle of dinner, I expect you to do it.”

Tasha burst out laughing, not even trying to hold back the gale of her mirth. And this time, even Rebecca cracked a smile. But it was a smile of hers that I knew well, her challenging, mischievous, devilish smile. A smile that only made me want her more, just as her obvious cruelty made me want her more. She knew exactly what she was doing. She always did. She knew that the worse she treated me, the more I would desire her. And the same was true for Tasha, too. My stomach fluttered with nervousness. I couldn’t believe what she said, as I imagined being forced to grovel at her feet in front of people I didn’t even know. But there wasn’t much doubt my mind that I would do it if she told me to. What choice did I have? My future orgasms depended on it.

“Okay,” I said, sighing with resignation as I spoke. Smiling triumphantly, Rebecca snatched her gleaming boot back from the armrest next to me.

“Well, what are you waiting for?” she said. “Be a gentleman and come and open our door for us.”

The sound of more laughter from Tasha practically chased me out of the car as I threw open my own door and unbuckled my seatbelt. Just like a well-trained chauffeur, I stepped to the back of the car and opened the door for them. Tasha got out first, pulling her tight green dress down her legs as she swung them out of the seat and rose to her feet. As she did, I caught a glimpse of the tops of her stockings, a glimpse of the leather strap wrapped around her thigh that contained the chastity key, the source of the enormous power both women wielded over me. And while Tasha stood by, Rebecca followed, swinging her leather-clad legs out of the car and rising to stand on her tall and sexy heels.

They both looked incredible. It wasn’t as if I had forgotten that. But every time I looked at them, it was driven home yet again just how sexy they both were. Just how much the outfits complemented both of them and both concealed and showed off their incredible bodies. Bodies that had me submitting completely, to have me ready to sign over my whole life to these two and resign myself to being their sexual plaything to fulfill their sadistic desires. Not to mention my masochistic ones. After all, as I had observed before, it’s easier to blame them. To act like I never had a choice, and that I was overpowered and forced into this life. But that’s not really true. That’s the game that we played, the narrative we were all collaborating to tell.

But I could’ve said no. I just didn’t want to. And now, I was tying my life to Tasha’s forever, and she had been more than clear about what that meant. It meant living like this forever.

Confident as ever, Rebecca strode forward, and Tasha followed, and I hurried along behind them. Had we been in a movie, I could easily imagine how the scene would be scored with upbeat music, something with a powerful beat to match the rhythmic swaying of both women’s hips. Rebecca’s ass gleamed in front of me in the tight leather pants she wore that seemed to reveal more than they concealed, making my cock throb painfully inside the cruel steel prison. But this wasn’t a movie. This was real life. And the only soundtrack to our progress into the restaurant was the rhythmic tapping of both women’s high heels on the surface of the parking lot and the giggles I barely suppressed as they led me inside to dinner.

A pretty hostess greeted us at the door. Rebecca asked for a table for three, and the young woman grabbed three menus and led us inside. Rebecca practically floated along in her high heels, her head in the air, seemingly oblivious to the way people were looking at her. Tasha, I could tell, tried to affect the same indifference, with less success. As she followed along behind her lover, I saw her head turn, even just a little, her red curls bouncing with her stride and shifting every time she turned her head. Because heads were turning to watch us go.

Both men and women lifted their eyes from plates and glasses and from each other, drawn toward Rebecca and Tasha by the strange magnetism beautiful bodies like theirs exert. Hardly anyone looked at me. I was kind of grateful for that. Maybe a few of the men, looking at me with jealousy, wondering how it came to be that I was spending an evening with two outrageous beauties like that. If only they knew. Thank God they didn’t know. Almost nothing terrified me more than the threat of exposure, the thought that more people might find out about the strange arrangement between us. I still hadn’t got used to it. The fact my cock was under lock and key, owned by a woman, was still a source of outrageous humiliation to me. How do you ever get used to a thing like that? And that was what Rebecca and Tasha relied on, that sense of deep shame and humiliation that radiated through me each and every day, never allowing me to forget the power they had over me, the unrivaled authority my desire for them gave them.

Rebecca lowered her lovely body into a chair, her tight pants growing even tighter as she moved. Tasha sat down beside her, fussing again with her dress that wanted to slide over her fishnet stockings toward her hips. Last of all, I sat down, unable to meet the eyes of the hostess as she handed me a menu. Unable to meet anyone’s eyes. Nobody here knew anything except Rebecca and Tasha, but I felt as though somehow, everyone did. Probably they could see it in my body language, the slumped shoulders of a completely defeated man. And if they couldn’t yet, I was terrified that they were about to find out. Rebecca would make sure of that.

The hostess disappeared, returning to her station in the front of the restaurant. Rebecca held her tall menu in front of her, but didn’t even look at it. Instead, she was looking over the top of it at me. And I could see the way their eyes glittered. I might not know the details of what was in her mind, but I could guess the general outline.

“So you want to marry this slut,” Rebecca said. She spoke in her ordinary voice, as though she was discussing the weather. The tables of the restaurant were far enough apart that probably no one would hear us, but I still flinched at her words. Sitting next to her, I saw Tasha’s cheeks grow bright red, feeling some echo of the same embarrassment I was feeling. But she didn’t protest. Instead, a tightlipped smile showed on her face as she pretended to stare down at the menu.

“Yes, I do,” I said, trying to meet Rebecca’s stare with a firm one of my own. If ever there was a time to act like a man, this was it. There was no way to separate our potential marriage from the kinky lives we now led, and even if there were, neither of us wanted that. But I wanted Rebecca to understand, without saying it in words, this was real. That for once I wasn’t doing this for a sexual thrill, or because somebody was making me. This was what I wanted, a rare example of me expressing my will, changing the direction of our lives. And I knew that marrying Tasha meant involving myself ever more deeply with the woman who sat across the table from me, staring me down. That was fine, too. But I wanted Rebecca to know that although she would no doubt have an outsized impact on our marriage, this was something primarily between Tasha and me.

“Well, I approve,” Rebecca said as a broad smile lit up her face. “Like I said, I’m going to enjoy fucking your wife. And I’m sure our boss will, too. A bottle of the 2013 and three glasses, please.”

As Rebecca turned her smile on the server who had appeared silent as a ghost beside our table, I felt my cheeks burned crimson. Beside me, Tasha studied the menu fiercely, knitting her brows as though to burn holes in the paper with her eyes. Like me, she was embarrassed. But as usual, Rebecca wasn’t, not even in the slightest. The server, a young woman with liquid brown eyes and dirty blonde hair pulled back in a ponytail, nodded, giving Rebecca a tightlipped professional smile and turning back toward the bar without another word. With just that line, Rebecca had left her in no doubt about who was in charge of our table. And doubt gnawed at me as I wondered how much the server had heard of our conversation.

For the moment, Rebecca said nothing more. She seemed temporarily lost in our own thoughts, a dreamy smile showing on her face as she looked down at the table in front of her. I said nothing, and neither did Tasha. For me, keeping quiet seemed to always be the safest policy. As for Tasha, I guessed my girlfriend had no idea what to say. She seemed almost overwhelmed by the events of the day, struggling to keep up just like I was. She might have magnitudes more power in the situation I did, but she was still more than willing to follow Rebecca’s lead. We all were. It was just easier that way. Things worked better that way, when we let the experienced dominatrix lead us through the tangled thickets of dark desire we found ourselves enmeshed in.

The server reappeared with a bottle of wine and three glasses, setting one down in front of all of us. She popped the cork off the bottle and poured a few drops of wine into Rebecca’s glass. Rebecca swirled at, tasted it, nodded with a barely perceptible movement of her head. The server, knowing her job, filled the rest of our glasses.

“Have you decided what to order?” she asked, starting with Rebecca again.

“Yes, I’ll have the grilled chicken,” Rebecca said. The waitress turned to Tasha next, who ordered a pasta dish. I hadn’t so much as looked at the menu, so I was grateful that I was called on last. I made a snap decision, ordering steak and fries, figuring you can’t go wrong with that. And the waitress gathered up our menus, gliding away from the table again as Rebecca raised her glass.

“A toast, then,” she said. “To your marriage.”

It was hard to know how serious she was, especially with that wry smile on her face. Was she mocking the idea of the two of us getting married? Was she being sincere, for once? With Rebecca, the act was so deeply ingrained in her, so much a part of her personality, you never really knew where the dominatrix ended and the real woman began. Maybe there was no seam, no division at all. Maybe she had been playing these games so long and so well that they had become rooted to the core of who she was. It certainly seemed that way when we played together. The woman practically exuded authority, and there was more than her undeniable beauty behind that. After all, Tasha’s a beautiful woman too, and one who has learned to dominate sexually when called upon. But she had nothing like Rebecca’s aura of command. In a way, I had to admit, that was what made the two of them so enticing as a couple — even as the thought of acknowledging them as a couple sent a spike of anger and jealousy through my heart. But they complemented each other well. There was no denying that.

We all drank. The wine was good, as far as I could tell. Then again, I’m no expert. I didn’t know if Rebecca was, even if she acted like she was. That was part of her persona, to never seemed surprised or out of her depth. At least I hoped it might take the edge off the nervousness I was feeling, the deep doubt that radiated through me just like the waves of desire and lust that tugged at me as I sat there with my cock locked away and the key fastened to my girlfriend’s thigh.

“This is going to be so much fun,” Rebecca said. Setting down her own glass, she pulled her chair closer to Tasha’s, and Tasha smiled in response. I saw Rebecca gaze at her, and saw Tasha gaze back at her girlfriend, and I didn’t even want to think about what lay behind that look. Lust, of course. That I could live with. But the thought might be something more to their relationship was the one that constantly terrified me, that kept me up nights along with my relentless horniness as I remained locked in the prison of chastity. And from the way Rebecca moved, from the way she leaned toward Tasha, I guessed that she had placed her hand on my girlfriend’s thigh. And Tasha smiled back as though all her dreams had come true, as though she wanted nothing more in that moment than the other woman’s touch.

And then, I cried out in shock, gritting my teeth and trying to suppress the cry as heads from other tables turned toward us. A sudden pain radiated out from between my legs, muscles contracting involuntarily as I sat in my chair, and I realized that Rebecca had reached up under Tasha’s skimpy dress to press the button on the remote control and shock my cock and balls. The pain vanished as quickly as it had appeared, but both women were laughing now, both their eyes, blue and brown, staring at me, taking it all in. The wildness in them terrified me. Because I knew all too well what happened when the girls got like this. When they began to take pleasure in the possibilities of what they could do to me. There really were no limits.

“Just make sure you don’t forget your place,” Rebecca said to me, her eyes flashing as they met mine again. “We’ll have to train you to be the perfect husband. One who does as he’s told and helps his wife get fucked by people who can actually make her cum.”

I said nothing while Tasha laughed at my helplessness. After all, it was all true. It was what I had signed up for. But somehow, that didn’t make Rebecca’s words any less cruel or mocking.

But with her little speech made, Rebecca turned back to my girlfriend. Sitting close together now, their bodies almost touching as though they couldn’t keep away from each other, they chatted. About work, and about sex. After all, for them, the two things were the same. They drank the wine and discussed the finer details of how hot their boss was, how well he fucked them both, how they would seduce and entice him in the future. And they talked about the wedding, too. My wedding. From the very start, it was apparent that Rebecca would be playing an outsized role in our upcoming ceremony. That was hardly a surprise, either. Still, it terrified me. It could only add to my sense of unease and doubt as I sat there at the table, my input longer required. Most husbands, I’m told, are more or less passengers at their own wedding, virtually a prop considered necessary to give their bride her special day. But somehow, I could see that that would be truer of me than it was of most. The initial impetus to get married might’ve come from me, erupting out of a wave of love I felt for this cruel and beautiful woman sitting next to me at the restaurant table. But just like with the decision to submit to the two of them, once I had made it, the details were out of my hands. Maybe it’s easier that way. That didn’t change the fact that it was another reminder of my lowly status in my own relationship.

The server arrived without food, setting each plate carefully down in front of us. Tasha and I mumbled our thanks. After wishing us bon appetit, the server glided away, and I was glad she at least was out of the orbit of our conversation. That she wouldn’t hear some of the outrageous things Rebecca was all but guaranteed to say.

And eating hardly slowed her down. As she cut into her chicken, Rebecca kept on talking in the same vein, the two women getting more and more excited as they plotted the details of our wedding and everything that went along with it. I stayed silent, barely able to think about anything except the strange new world I was entering and the possibilities it contained for dark sex. My cock would not stop throbbing inside the chastity device, my heart would not stop fluttering in my chest, and every moment was a journey through nervousness as I waited to see what would happen next.

Eventually, we finished our meals. A server appeared to clear them away, and we sat for a while, finishing off the wine. Abruptly, Rebecca turned toward Tasha. Leaning in close, she placed her hand on the back of my girlfriend’s neck and pulled her mouth toward hers. Tasha kissed Rebecca eagerly, her mobile tongue visible through the skin of her cheek as they made out. As they kissed, Rebecca’s bright blue eyes strayed toward me, looking at me challengingly, as though she could possibly think I might do anything to stop what was happening. But she had to know better than that. After all, I had endured far worse from the two of them.

And I tried to ignore the way more heads turned to look at us, tried not to think about what was going through the minds of the other restaurant patrons as I tried to get a handle on our relationship and how it worked. I was almost confused as them, and I was a part of it.

That kiss was long and passionate. And when they finally came up for air, I could see Tasha was breathless with excitement. Still, there was that rosy hue on her cheeks, that hint of embarrassment to be doing this in public, but that nevertheless wasn’t nearly strong enough to prevent her from doing it. Rebecca seemed as unruffled as ever. When she turned her eyes toward me again, the blue in them had seemed to turn to steel.

“You know, you never really proposed properly, did you?” she said. “Every girl deserves that, especially one as beautiful as Tasha. I think you should do it now.”

“Now? I don’t have a ring yet.”

Rebecca smiled. Always prepared. Never on the back foot. She always knew exactly what to say and do, while I floundered in near-constant confusion. Turning in her seat, she reached into the small purse she had brought with her and produced a tiny hinged box. Tasha gasped as Rebecca slid it across the table toward me. I opened it to see a plain ring, unadorned, sitting on a cushion inside.

“It’s a toe ring,” Rebecca said. “Not exactly traditional, but it makes the point. Go on. Do it properly. Down on one knee like a good boy.”

Tasha giggled behind her hand. My cheeks burned brighter red than ever, the heat of them crawling across my skin. Rebecca, her body pressed against Tasha’s now, reached again under Tasha’s skirt, and Tasha let her. Another shock raised through me to remind me of how little choice I had.

I pushed back my seat. I got down on one knee. Applause rippled through the restaurant, the gesture capturing everyone’s attention. Everyone knew what it meant as I held out the box with its ring inside toward Tasha. But I could feel the confusion of the watching customers who had seen the two of them making out.

“Natasha, will you marry me?”

“Yes,” Tasha beamed down at me, the obvious joy on her face almost enough to burn away the shame and humiliation I was feeling. Strange as the moment was, with Rebecca inserting herself forcefully into what was going to be a lifelong memory, there was still some wild magic in it. I still felt that swell of love in my heart that reminded me why I was doing this, and Natasha was undoubtedly worth it. And applause rippled around the restaurant, somewhat halfhearted in my opinion. Then again, everyone watching was confused. And they were even more confused by what came next.

“Put it on her then, bitch boy,” Rebecca ordered. And Tasha laughed again, her laughter muffled by Rebecca’s lips as the dominant woman turned my girlfriend’s face toward her and kissed her again. Kneeling on the restaurant floor, every eye in the place on me , I slipped off one of Tasha’s shoes. Her fishnet stocking grew tighter around her foot as I slid the toe ring onto the second toe of her foot. And up above us, all the while, Tasha and Rebecca continue to make out, kissing passionately and leaving our audience in no doubt about who it was my girlfriend really wanted to fuck.


32. Using His Fiancée

The three of us almost burst through the door. Tasha was shrieking with laughter, finally letting go of the noise she had been suppressing in the elevator and the hallway of our apartment building out of consideration for our neighbors. And Rebecca laughed with her, almost as uncontrollably. For my part, I barely even knew what they were laughing at. It was the kind of laughter that comes from a sense of unrivaled freedom, from the feeling that you can get away with anything. Because of course, the two of them could, at least as far as I was concerned.

After the shameful display at the restaurant, we had left. I had slipped Tasha’s shoe back on, covering the toe ring that had become the symbol of my submissive proposal, and the girls stopped making out long enough to call for the bill. I paid, even though we all knew it was Tasha’s money I was spending at this point. As her submissive house husband, I had no money of my own.

And the girls got into the backseat of the car again as I held the door open for them, and I drove them where they wanted. We went to a bar, and Tasha and Rebecca ordered drink after drink while I contented myself with soda. After all, someone had to drive. But as the night wore on and their blood alcohol level climbed, the two of them got more and more outrageous. Not that Rebecca really held anything back at the restaurant anyway. But after a while, even Tasha wasn’t trying to hide the things she said. She didn’t care if anyone heard. She didn’t care who knew that I was her boyfriend but Rebecca was her lesbian lover, a woman who fucked her in a way I never could. I we got plenty of strange looks and even a few comments at the bar as I cringed in the darkness, telling myself over and over that I would probably never see any of these people again. I had to believe that. We were strangers in town, and the last thing I wanted was to be known as that guy whose girlfriend fucked other people right in front of him. Or wife, I reminded myself with another little stab of bitterness. In her own dark way, Rebecca was right. Somehow, it was even more darkly sexy to think of the two of us as married, and that sex with Rebecca and with Steve was so good that Tasha would gladly step outside the bounds of that sacred bond.

In a way, it was a relief to finally drive the girls home. Looking the way they did, all over each other like they were, they both had plenty of offers, even right in front of me. And of course, I had no way of knowing what the answer would be. If Rebecca or even Tasha had decided to take someone home that night for sex, male or female, I would have had no say in it whatsoever, any more than I usually did. That knowledge ate away at me as I sat at the bar downing one nonalcoholic drink after another. No doubt just like Rebecca intended it to.

But to my relief — or was it to my disappointment? — they didn’t take anyone home. Instead, I chauffeured them back to our apartment, opening the door in the parking garage for them to stumble out of. Together, we rode higher in the building, heading for home, heading for whatever the next chapter of this wild game might be. As usual, I had no idea. As usual, I couldn’t even begin to guess. But as usual, I didn’t doubt the Rebecca would come up with something painfully humiliating and deeply sexy.

She did.

“Clothes off, bitch boy,” she said almost from the moment the front door of the apartment closed behind us. It made Tasha laugh even more, but Rebecca barely even looked at me as she gave the command. And of course, she was right. Just there in the tiny hallway of our apartment, I unbuttoned my dress shirt and kicked off my shoes and pulled down the pants Tasha had picked out for me. Bodies swaying from side to side in their tall high heels, the girls made their way toward the living room, and I kicked my way out of my clothes before following, the cruel chastity device hanging between my legs the way it always did. That, I knew, was what they wanted to see. The constant unnecessary reminder of my complete submission, of my total subservience to them. The key was still hanging from the leather strap around Tasha’s thigh, and it showed under the hem of her dress that slid up around her as she sat down on the sofa, crossing her legs. Rebecca dropped onto the cushion beside her, her skintight leather pants creaking as she moved, lounging on the cushions and heaving a deep sigh.

“What a night,” she said, shaking her head slightly to make her black hair sway and shine. “Go get us some water. We need to rehydrate after that.”

She didn’t even look at me as she spoke, but there was no doubting who she was talking to. Who else was there to serve these women? Naked, I went to the kitchen to do as I was told, pouring out two glasses of water and bringing them back to the waiting women. They both took one without thanks, taking long gulps that left lipstick smeared on the glass. Then, without a word, Rebecca pointed to the floor, and I knew what she wanted. I dropped to my knees in front of them both, reflecting as I did, just as I had many times before, that they were rarely more beautiful than when they loomed above me like this.

“Your wife’s feet must be sore,” Rebecca said. “Give her a foot rub.”

“Oooo, yes please,” Tasha smiled, squirming on the sofa as she fussed with her dress that sat right at the top of her thighs. I knew she wore no panties underneath, and that knowledge tormented me the way it always did when she went to work in the same state of undress. The darkness under her clothes tormented me, my cock aching as usual inside the tight prison of chastity. Sliding her high heels off her feet, I did as I was told. I rubbed her feet, and the toe ring Rebecca had given me to propose to my fiancé shone in front of me, an abject reminder of just how out of control of my own life and my own relationship I was.

But Tasha sighed in pleasure as I rubbed her feet. And again, I had to acknowledge the fact that it felt good to make her happy, no matter how I did it. Maybe it wasn’t the sex I wanted, the deep desire I had to make her scream in orgasm the way Rebecca so often did. The way Steve had. But to see her enjoying herself, closing her eyes for a moment as she relaxed against the couch cushions, still made me feel strangely good.

Of course, Rebecca was never going to let that tender feeling last for long.

Her leather pants creaking as she shifted on the couch, Rebecca lifted one foot and placed her high-heeled boot on my shoulder. The glossy patent leather gleamed in the light as she pressed her heel into the skin. There was a slight sneer on her beautiful face as she looked down at me, and I hardly dared to look up at her. Instead, I just waited for what she decided to do.

Her foot still on my shoulder, Rebecca twisted in her seat, reaching toward Tasha. Tasha smiled at her lover, as open and receptive to her as ever, and for a moment, it seemed Rebecca was going to take her in her arms. But instead, threading one arm around behind Tasha’s back, she reached the other hand down toward my girlfriend’s leg. And I grimaced as Rebecca pressed the button on the remote control to the shock collar locked around my cock and balls, the one tucked into the leather strap around Tasha’s thigh. I squirmed and trembled as a powerful current passed through me, and Rebecca laughed a cruel and sadistic little laugh as she made me suffer for her amusement.

“He looks so pathetic down there, doesn’t he? Your husband.”

Tasha paused for a moment before answering. Her warm brown eyes looked down at me, flickering briefly over my body, lingering for just a moment on my caged cock before returning to meet my own stare.

“Yeah, he does,” Tasha said, her words another tiny nail in my heart that never seemed to get used to receiving more of these little barbs. But it didn’t matter. I was there to serve. I was there to be mocked and humiliated, because that was what got these cruel women off.

Rebecca’s hands still rested on Tasha’s thigh, right next to the remote control. Reaching out with her thumb, she pressed it again, just for a moment, just to give me another quick jolt of pain as though to remind me that she could. Then, she turned her smiling face on Tasha, and her hand crept higher again. It disappeared under the skirt of Tasha’s dress, and I heard Tasha take a shivering inward breath as Rebecca touched her pussy.

“No panties,” Rebecca said in a soft voice. “Good girl. Panties aren’t for sluts like you. They just get in the way of that pussy that everyone wants so badly.”

Tasha let out a long groan of pleasure. I saw Rebecca’s arm move as she began to finger my fiancée right in front of me. Consumed by jealousy and desire, I stayed where I was, on my knees, channeling it into rubbing Tasha’s feet. I see that my girlfriend was getting swept up in pleasure, mild pleasure of me rubbing her tired soles and the much greater one of Rebecca fingering her. Soon, she was gasping and trembling in the other woman’s arms, alive with passion and pleasure as Rebecca skillfully played her body like an instrument she had completely mastered. Soon, Tasha was writhing in her arms, frantically kissing Rebecca’s lips, her cheek, her neck, completely overcome with desire for the other woman.

Rebecca smiled, pleased with what she had done. And I watched as Tasha’s blind fingers found the buttons of Rebecca’s silk shirt and hastily undid them. The shirt slid down off the other woman’s shoulders, and Tasha began to shower Rebecca’s chest with kisses. I watched as my girlfriend’s red hair trailed over Rebecca’s chest, the woman I loved burying her face in the hypnotic cleavage Rebecca’s push-up bra gave her. And Rebecca kept smiling, her hands still busy between Tasha’s legs, still working to bring back my girlfriend to another orgasm while I trembled there on the floor, watching them pleasure each other.

Tasha’s hands caressed Rebecca’s boobs through her bra. With her eyes still closed, she reached behind the other woman and easily undid her bra, pulling it off her shoulders. Rebecca indulgently allowed her, removing her bra and tossing it carelessly to the floor of the living room. I would pick it up later, I knew. And Tasha hefted Rebecca’s big boobs in her hands, teasing the nipples with her thumbs before wrapping her lips around one and sucking. Rebecca groaned in delight, her own eyes closing momentarily before quickly snapping open again. After all, she didn’t want to miss any of this.

“Good girl,” Rebecca purred. “You’re such a good girl.”

And as she spoke, she ran her fingers through the tangled mass of Tasha’s copper-colored curls. Removing her other hand from between my girlfriend’s thighs, she reached down to unbuckle the wide belt around her waist. Then, she pulled down the zipper at the front of her leather pants and pulled them apart. Underneath, I could see that Rebecca, too, wore no panties. After all, neither woman was under any illusions about how the night was going to go after that hot date. And Rebecca forced Tasha’s head down between her legs, even though there was no need to. Even though my girlfriend was more than eager and ready to serve Rebecca that way.

Tasha bent at the waist, leaning over the couch to bury her face in Rebecca’s lap. And Rebecca kept her hand on the back of Tasha’s head, holding her down but also gathering up her long hair to keep it out of the way as my girlfriend tongued her slit. Meanwhile, her bright blue eyes continued to look at me, staring me down, hammering home every moment of this latest humiliation. Rebecca wasn’t done. Rebecca was never done. And no matter how kinky and erotic and shameful a situation she managed to engineer, she always had an appetite for more.

“You’re lucky I didn’t make you grovel at my feet in the restaurant,” she said with a sneer. “You’re going to do it now. Get your face down on the fucking floor and clean my boots with your tongue while your fiancée eats my pussy.”

Between her thighs, Tasha moaned, as though in agreement. The smell of Rebecca’s leather pants mingled with the growing scent of her pussy as she panted in pleasure, her bare breasts rising and falling on her chest. She looked as magnificent as ever. As in control, as darkly divine, as she ever had been. And I recoiled from the task she ordered me to do, finding nothing in it that could bring me the pleasure I craved. But I also knew how things worked. How, if I ever wanted to cum again, I had to do exactly as Rebecca told me. And the more humiliating the task, the more she would insist on me performing it.

So I placed my hands on the floor and lowered my head to the ground. Looking up, I had time to see the satisfied smile that replaced the sneer on Rebecca’s face. And I had time, too, to see Tasha raise her head from Rebecca’s lap, just for moment, her shining eyes watching as I did the other woman’s bidding. Then, she returned to her licking, and I began mine.

The glossy leather of Rebecca’s boots tasted better as I ran my tongue over the rounded toe. My saliva shone on the material, and I could see a dark and distorted reflection of my own pathetic face as I groveled. But above me, Rebecca sighed happily, closing her eyes at last and leaning back on the cushions of our couch while the two of us served her. A soon-to-be-married couple that was completely in her control, her sexual toys to use and abuse as she saw fit. I could only imagine the feeling of complete power that must be swelling inside her to be sitting there on our sofa like it was her throne, having us worshiping her in our different ways. It was like a vision of the future, the future I had volunteered myself for when I asked Tasha to marry me. And there was that ring, still shining on my girlfriend’s toe, reminding me that this was forever. But I never wanted to be anywhere but by her side, or at her feet if that was what she wanted. And clearly, it was. And that meant kneeling before Rebecca’s beauty and easy dominance too. It meant serving both women, maybe forever, in the faint hope of having my cock unlocked and being allowed even a fraction of the pleasure they took as their right.

It was magnificent.

Rebecca’s boots were shining with my saliva by the time she had her first orgasm. I could feel it through her feet drumming on the floor, could hear it in her frantic moans and gasps that filled our living room the way they had so many times before. I heard it, too, in the way Tasha suddenly gulped, and the increasingly wet sound of her tongue and lips moving over the other woman’s pussy as she drank down her cum. Rebecca gasped and moaned, panting desperately as she lay back on the couch, and Tasha lifted her shining face from the other woman’s crotch, and for a moment, while Rebecca’s eyes were still closed, she smiled down at me. She looked so happy, so full of excitement, so pleased with herself. I couldn’t help it. Again I felt that great swell of love inside me, and I smiled back at her. Even from the depths of my humiliation and disgrace, I smiled at the woman I loved, the woman I had asked to be my wife. The beautiful and kinky slut I had decided to marry, resigning myself to a lifetime of sexual humiliation and betrayal. She was worth it. She was worth all of it.

Finally, Rebecca opened her eyes. Tasha sat up on her knees, leaning toward the other woman. They kissed passionately, and Rebecca didn’t seem to mind in the least tasting her own pussy on Tasha’s lips and tongue. They made out, and soon, their hands were moving over one another’s bodies again, caressing each other’s breasts, moving over each other’s hips, seeming to strike sparks everywhere they touched has arousal grew between them both.

“Let’s take this to the bedroom,” Rebecca said. And without waiting for a reply, she rose to her feet. I sat back on my knees as she stood, taking Tasha by the hand and helping her up too. Tasha pulled her dress down as she stood, a pointless reflex action considering what was coming. I watched the two of them walk hand-in-hand toward my bedroom. Tasha still dressed in her sexy outfit, only without her shoes, and Rebecca naked from the waist up. Their swaying asses tormented me, along with the knowledge of the pleasure they were about to give each other. I, for once, had been given no instructions.

And so, compelled by desire, summoned by its unignorable call no matter what I knew I would have to suffer for it, I rose to my feet and followed them into the bedroom.

By the time I got there, Tasha was taking a seat on the bed. Rebecca was standing at the foot of it, her hands on her hips, striking a characteristic power pose as she looked around the room. It never took her long to make up her mind. She was nothing if not decisive. And when she saw me, that wicked smile spread across her face, and I knew that I was going to be involved once again in their lovemaking.

“Get the strap on, bitch boy,” she ordered. And I felt Tasha’s eyes following me across the room as I did as I was told. By now, I knew exactly where it was kept. I pulled open a dresser drawer and produced the toy and carried it over toward Rebecca. Her dark eyebrows raised slightly on her head as she ordered me to drop to my knees and put it on her. And I trembled with disgrace, but I did as I was told. Kneeling on the floor in front of her again, I held the obscene toy at its base, Rebecca’s pussy right in front of me, the scent of her recent orgasm filling my nostrils as I pressed the inner nub of the toy against her swollen lips.

Rebecca sighed softly as I gently guided the toy inside, spreading those wet lips apart. Focused on my task, I didn’t turn to look, but I knew that Tasha was watching us intently. I could practically feel it. And with the inner dildo buried inside Rebecca’s pussy, I tightened the straps around her hips and ass, almost cringing with frustrated desire at the feel of her firm muscle under the supple leather of her clothes. She knew just how badly I wanted her. She knew my own cock was raging painfully inside the chastity device, desperate to get hard, desperate to fuck her. But we all knew that wasn’t going to happen.

“Get on the bed,” Rebecca ordered once I had secured the dildo to her body. While I did as she said, climbing onto the mattress beside Tasha, Rebecca turned toward the closet. The black cock projecting from between her legs matched the lustre of her leather pants and her boots that shone with my saliva, looking like a part of her as it swayed from side to side with every step she took. In the closet, she found a rope and picked it up. Stepping past Tasha, she climbed onto the bed and grabbed my hands. I didn’t even think of resisting. I just lay there, letting her bind my wrists together then tie them to the headboard until I was completely immobilized. Tied to the bed and ready to be used for her pleasure, in whatever form it took today.

“Get over here,” Rebecca said to Tasha. Her voice was soft, but there was no doubting that it was still an order. And clearly, my girlfriend took it as one. She almost jumped to obey her lover, climbing up onto the mattress and crawling eagerly toward us both. I watched as Rebecca took her in her arms, gently but firmly turning her around. Tasha smiled down at me as Rebecca pulled down the zipper of her dress, the one I had put on her for that date, and peeled it off her body. Tasha squirmed her way out of the garment, and Rebecca tossed it carelessly to the floor. Another thing for me to clean up once the women were done playing with me. But I didn’t think about that for now. I was too caught up in the scene happening right in front of me.

Tasha was reduced to a push-up bra that barely contained her heavy breasts and the stockings she wore, plus the strap with the remote control and my chastity device key hanging from it. Kissing her shoulder from behind, Rebecca raised a leg and straddled me, then swung the other leg over me to kneel down on the other side of me from Tasha. Then, her hands on my girlfriend’s hips, she positioned Tasha where she wanted her. She had her get on all fours, straddling my head, her knees on one side of me and her elbows on the other. I knew exactly what was coming, and so did Tasha. As I peered through her arms to look at her ecstatic face, I could see the way she smiled, her eyes tightly shut, her teeth biting her lower lip. She couldn’t wait to get fucked. Some part of me felt the same way. That submissive cuckold part of me couldn’t wait to see Tasha’s beautiful body lit up by orgasm.

Rebecca held my girlfriend by the hips and guided her stiff cock inside. Tasha moaned like a whore as she felt the solid toy spreading her apart, sliding easily into her dripping pussy. And tied up helplessly beneath them, I saw every moment of it. I watched the toy disappear inch by inch into Tasha’s welcoming sex until it was completely enveloped. Close as I was, I could see the way Tasha’s lips clenched around the toy, as though trying to pull it even deeper inside her. And Rebecca slapped Tasha’s round ass like she was a piece of meat, making my girlfriend yelp in pleasure as she began to thrust her cock in and out of Tasha’s waiting body.

It was nothing I hadn’t seen before. And yet that did nothing to change the pure erotic power of the spectacle. I trembled as I watched, the ropes growing tighter around my wrists as they held me in place, totally powerless to affect anything was going on. Just the way they wanted.

Rebecca fucked Tasha hard. From below, I could see her breasts bouncing with the force of her thrusts, see the look of deep concentration on her beautiful face as she devoted every muscle in her body to pounding Tasha from behind. And soon, I could hear my girlfriend howling in ecstasy. I could hear her shriek in pleasure, holding nothing back, leaving me in no doubt about just how good her lover was making her feel.

As Tasha sobbed in orgasm, her juices poured out of her, dripping from Rebecca’s fake cock to splash on my upturned face. Rebecca smiled that familiar devilish smile as she slid her cock out of Tasha’s twitching pussy. Tasha’s face was buried in the mattress now, her head on her folded arms as her shoulders shook with the afterglow of her bliss. And Rebecca’s glowing blue eyes dropped toward me for just a moment. Then, reaching between my girlfriend’s legs, she unfastened the chastity key from the leather strap around Tasha’s shaking thigh. I could barely believe what I was seeing as Rebecca reached down between my legs and unlocked the device. She was never this kind to me. I always got the feeling that if it were up to her, she would never let me out again, and only Tasha stood between me and permanent denial. But now, Rebecca was removing the cage, setting it down on the bed between my legs. Immediately, my cock sprang to fall and desperate hardness, and I sighed with relief, finally able to get an erection after the merciless teasing these two had put me through.

“He did propose to you tonight,” Rebecca said thoughtfully, one hand resting on Tasha’s upturned ass as she spoke. “So I think I’ll allow this, as a rare treat. Go on, slut. Climb on top of your fiancé’s cock and show him what he’s missing.”

Tasha raised her head from the mattress. The tangles of her red hair clung to her face as she pushed herself up on shaking arms. She was still smiling. Without saying a word, I watched her move to obey her girlfriend’s commands. Straddling me, she reached out and took my throbbing cock in her hand, and we both moaned in mutual pleasure as she settled down on top of it, her dripping pussy sliding easily over my manhood to take it inside.

“Good girl,” Rebecca said. Her leather pants creaked as she rose to her feet, her high-heeled boots sinking deep into the mattress as she balanced carefully, standing above us both. Stepping over me, she turned so that her gorgeous ass filled my vision, straining the tight leather and enhanced by the straps of the strap on underneath it. She stood above me, and I saw Tasha look up at her, and I watched, groaning in long-awaited pleasure and desire, as Rebecca slid her dripping cock into Tasha’s eager mouth. Tasha sucked Rebecca’s cock as she bounced up and down on top of mine, and soon, all three of us were groaning in pleasure.

The night I proposed to the woman who would be my wife was yet another one I knew I was never going to forget.


33. A Cuckold’s Double Life

The wedding was beautiful.

The first one, I mean. After all, Tasha and I were living a double life now. It only made sense that we would have two weddings. The kinky sex life we lived was already a little more out in the open than I would’ve liked. I certainly didn’t want my family to know about it, and for that matter, neither did Tasha. To our parents, our siblings, our friends from back home, we were just Tasha and Matt, a regular couple who had moved to another city to pursue a dream and live conventional lives. From the outside, that’s exactly what we were. That’s how we both wanted to keep it.

We flew home for the wedding. Home As an the town we grew up in, the town where we met, the one where our families still lived. Although it wasn’t home anymore, of course. Sometimes I had to remind myself of that. The place where you grew up always exerts a kind of pull on you, for good or for bad. And since almost all our friends and both our families were back there, it made more sense to get married there that in our new town where we only knew a few people. Besides, Tasha’s mom was never going to have it any other way.

In a way, heading back to that town and getting married was like a glimpse of another life. Being back home in those familiar surroundings and surrounded by people I knew remind me how life had been before we made our big move, before we got entangled in this world of kinky and deviant sex. It gave a kind of distance to everything that had happened. In some ways, it felt as though it had all been a dream. As though I would wake up one day under the roof of my parent’s house and find that we had never really left. That there was no Rebecca, no Steve, no wild and kinky life waiting for us back in the new town that we were supposed to call home from now on.

Of course, that wasn’t true.

Still, in a way, it was nice to get out from under it for a while. It was nice to have a normal wedding, like normal people. Tasha looked absolutely radiant in her white gown, and as her father walked her down the aisle toward me, I felt my heart surging more powerfully than ever with that deep throb of love, and I didn’t doubt what I was doing at all. I wasn’t worrying anymore about whether this was part of the sexual fetishes we had so recently discovered. The thought never even crossed my mind. I loved this woman, and that was all there was to it. And as her moist eyes found mine down the aisle of the church, I knew that she loved me too. No matter what she had put me through. No matter what we did behind closed doors, the secrets we didn’t want the world to know. Those only brought us closer together, in their own way. Sharing a secret with someone is its own kind of intimacy, and maybe that was the reason our kinky desires seemed to bind us more closely together. But it wasn’t why we were getting married. I was sure of that.

We made our vows at the altar in front of the Reverend. I’m not religious, and neither is Tasha, but her parents still cling to some vestige of belief, and they wanted the wedding in a church. I didn’t mind. I would’ve married her in the backseat of a taxi, in a crashing airplane, whenever and wherever this goddess would consent to be mine. If not exclusively. And when I kissed her in front of everyone in the church, for a moment, at least, I was barely thinking about the lives we had left behind. Barely thinking about the people back there and the things they were going to do to my new wife and me. Caught up in the moment, I was truly happy and deeply in love, and nothing else mattered at all.

I hadn’t been prepared for how exhausting a wedding is. After the ceremony comes a reception, and although neither of us have huge families, there were still a lot of people there, lots of hand shaking and joking and eating and drinking and dancing going on late into the night. It’s a performance, I realized. A performance like any other. A performance like the ones Tasha puts on when she became the demanding dominatrix I love her to be. She was better at performing than I was. But as the night dragged on, I could see that even she was flagging. And when we were finally able to leave, close to midnight, to head to our hotel room and spend our first night together as husband and wife, we were both exhausted.

In the hotel room, I helped Tasha out of her dress. In her underwear, she lay it carefully to one side. She climbed into bed with me. I felt the warmth of her body against mine, and we kissed again, deeply and passionately, finally without an audience. Finally, something between just the two of us, instead of a public performance of love. This was the real thing. It felt much more powerful for that.

We were both so tired. But Tasha looked so beautiful, even with the day’s expensive makeup starting to slip from her gorgeous features. And for once, I was free. My chastity device had been left back in our apartment, the longest period of freedom I had enjoyed since the thing was locked onto me. Tasha said she wanted to be sure I was doing this out of my own free will. She wanted this to be as separate from our twisted sex lives as it possibly could be, although we could never separate the two completely. And I agreed. With that device locked on, my wife had far too much power over me. Besides, it wasn’t like she needed it. Looking the way she did was all the leverage she would ever need.

Lying there beside her, tired as I was, I could feel my arousal stirring. Tired as she was, she allowed me to caress her, to move my lips over her warm skin, to feel her soft body through her expensive underwear. Tasha was unusually yielding that night, almost passive as I climbed on top of her. She wanted this; I was sure of that. Her smiling eyes looking up at me told me that. But she didn’t have the energy to do much more than lie there while I had sex with her. Made love to her, really. It was so different to our normal encounters, so much more tender. Slower and deeper somehow. The night was late, but I didn’t rush, and as I slid myself inside her over and over again, gently coaxing those yelps and moans of pleasure out of her that were so different than the ones Rebecca and Steve made her shriek, I felt again that unignorable wave of love and affection that had propelled me through the whole experience.

Sometimes, big events let you down. You build them up in your mind until reality can never compete with the fantasy version. I’m not going to say my wedding was the best day of my life, the way you’re supposed to. I don’t know how I would quantify a judgment like that. But I will say it was up there. It was one of the most moving and profound and memorable experiences I had ever had.

And when we woke up together the next day, our first morning as husband and wife, our new wedding bands sitting conspicuously on fingers not yet used to them, neither one of us could stop smiling.

We stayed in our hometown for another week after the wedding. So many family members and old friends had come to see us, and we couldn’t get away any quicker than that. And as much fun as it was, as great as it was to see everyone again and to feel attached to our pasts once again instead of living an entirely new life surrounded by virtual strangers, it was good to go home again, too. Home in the sense of the place that we rented, the place Tasha worked, the place our new lives were.

As we sat side-by-side on the plane, lost in our own private thoughts, I reflected on what it all meant. I had had a minor nightmare trying to explain to everyone back home that I still hadn’t found a job, and having to put up with the looks of contempt that got me. Better that than tell him that I was a kept man, as Rebecca liked to say, a house husband, when she wasn’t calling me a bitch boy. That my wife made all the money and my role was to keep house for her and help her have sex with other people. As the plane took off, I feel my cock swelling inside my pants at the thought of what we were returning to. And the thought of what that return meant.

I knew what was waiting for me there now, in a way neither of us had when we embarked on this adventure. I knew about Rebecca, and about Steve. I knew about the cool steel chastity device that waited in our bedroom, ready to strip away any pretense of freedom or personal agency I might have had. And I did it anyway. I did it willingly, practically rushing back home to be the slave of my new wife and her girlfriend again. Because after a couple of wholesome weeks spent in our hometown, I was more than ready to return to being exactly that. To be the frustrated and horny sex slave of two dominant goddesses, and to spend the rest of my life worshiping at the feet of the woman who was now my wife.



Rebecca picked us up from the airport. As if she couldn’t wait to get us back. As if my new life, the darkly sexual one, couldn’t wait to open its jaws and reclaim us both. As soon as we stepped out of the baggage claim, we saw her. After all, she was impossible to miss. Even dressed casually, she was a knockout, and her gorgeous body seemed to exert a gravitational pull that drew my eyes toward her through any crowd. Not to mention the eyes of my wife.

As soon as she saw Rebecca, Tasha broke into a run. My heart contracted to see how happy my wife was to see her girlfriend, how she threw her arms around the other woman and kissed her cheek, and how Rebecca, smiling, closed her eyes for a moment as though to acknowledge this outburst of affection. Rebecca was wearing an olive-green cotton dress and a pair of sneakers, nothing that would turn heads on anyone who didn’t look like her. But she was who she was, and it did. I hadn’t fully realized how my mind had changed a little while we were away, how the things we were doing had started to seem too much, too far. I didn’t regret them, but I found myself wondering how I had allowed it all to happen. But the moment I saw Rebecca, all those thoughts melted away. I knew she was sexy. I knew she was beautiful. It was like I couldn’t keep an adequate impression of her in my mind to remind me why she got away with doing the things she did to us. All I had to do was see her in the flesh to be reminded. I was helpless against that beauty, and so was my wife, and as I caught up with them, dragging our bags behind us, Rebecca’s bright blue eyes flashed as they fixed on mine.

“It’s the married couple,” she said with a grin, her dark hair shining like silk as she moved her head. “Hope you had a good time?”

“We did,” Tasha said immediately, answering for both of us. “We missed you, though. Me especially.”

“I bet,” Rebecca said. “Once you get use to having good sex, it’s hard to go without, even for a couple of days. Never mind two weeks. Oh well. I’m sure we’ll find a way to make up for lost time.”

“I hope so,” Tasha grinned. I wondered if she knew how much it hurt me to see her like this. To see her hanging off Rebecca’s every word, practically hanging off her body, unwilling to let go of the other woman as though she were worried she might evaporate the moment she did. I was Tasha’s newly minted husband, and yet somehow, I felt like a third wheel as the two women walked toward the door of the airport. As if I were intruding on their relationship, rather than the other way around. It was miraculous, really, how Rebecca managed to create these situations. But it wasn’t like she didn’t have help. Tasha did everything she could in her own way to push things along, and even my own brain betrayed me, feeding the dark desire that only increased the more humiliated I felt.

So I trembled along behind them, hefting my bags and Tasha’s into the trunk of Rebecca’s car, and I sat in the backseat while Tasha sat in the front, chattering away nonstop, eager to fill her lesbian lover in on how our two weeks back home had been.

Rebecca never struck me as the emotionally nurturing type. With her, it was all about the physical. It was sex that kept her and Tasha together, and that was fine by me. My biggest fear, after all, was an emotional connection between the two women. The physical, I could handle. In its own way, Tasha agreeing to marry me had given me a little bit of hope, a tiny extra sense of security in the dangerous game we were playing. But even if we hadn’t gotten married for kinky purposes, I couldn’t forget Rebecca’s words. The fact that we were married made fucking Tasha even sexier to her. And with the sexual tension that invariably crackled between both women whenever they were together, I had no doubts that it wouldn’t take long before Tasha cheated on me for the first time since the wedding. A matter of hours, I gloomily thought as I sat in the backseat, saying nothing.

Finally, we arrived at our apartment building. I hauled the bags out of the trunk and followed the women toward the elevator. No one was talking about sex, yet, but it was the hidden undertone of every word that was said, every glance we gave each other. I didn’t know what was coming, but I guessed the general outline. I only had to look at Tasha to see how deeply attracted my wife was to Rebecca, just how much she had missed the other woman even while we were getting married. And Rebecca could play it more cool if she wanted to, but I didn’t doubt that she felt the same way Tasha did.

As we stepped out in the hallway, Tasha reached into her purse and found the keys. She unlocked the door to our apartment, and we stepped inside, Tasha first, then Rebecca, then me. I dragged the bags to the bedroom while the women, still chatting, headed for the living room. The bed was a mess, the sheets twisted and tangled, blankets and pillows hurled every which way across the bed and over the floor. My brow furrowed as I wondered what was going on. We hadn’t left the room like that. But I didn’t have much time to wonder about what had happened. Dropping the bags, I headed to the living room where my two goddesses waited.

“Yeah, it was good,” Rebecca said as I entered the room. She lingered on the vowels of the word ‘good’, drawing them out to emphasize whatever she was talking about. Sitting behind her on the couch, Tasha’s face wore an expression I knew well. A combination of shock, outrage, desire, and even admiration. Although she was getting more dominant seemingly by the day, Tasha still had a long way to go before she was anywhere near Rebecca’s effortless dominatrix persona, and I knew that she envied the other woman’s unruffled calm and easy command. Already, I could feel the prison closing around me again. Already, I could feel the bars swinging into place, my strange and barely believable life springing up around me to entrap me again. And there I was, standing there like a visitor in my own home, letting it happen all over again.

Rebecca’s dark hair shone as she turned her head to me.

“I was just telling your wife here how I had Steve over to your place while you were gone,” she said. “I would say I hope you don’t mind, but it doesn’t matter if you do. We fucked in your bed. It was fucking hot. I mean, we all know I have more sex in that bed than you do, and at this point, Steve probably does too. Just as it should be. I left it the way it was. I didn’t wash the sheets or anything. I figured, that’s our bitch boy’s job.”

“You’re so bad,” Tasha said, playfully pushing on Rebecca’s shoulder as she spoke. She was flirting with the other woman. There was nothing unusual in that. Probably I would have, too, if I had thought there was even the smallest chance of having sex with her. But that wasn’t how our games worked.

“You’re not exactly a shrinking violet yourself,” Rebecca said, turning back to Tasha with a grin. “Are you telling me you didn’t fuck anybody else except him for two weeks? You didn’t look up any old boyfriends or anything like that?”

“No. I never even thought of it,” Tasha said. A thoughtful expression appeared on her face for a moment. I felt my heart wrench again as I wondered if she was thinking about it. Her next words left me in no doubt.

“Maybe I should have,” she said as a smile returned to her face. “But we were so busy with the wedding. Besides, I have you for that.”

“True,” Rebecca smirked. She sat with her legs crossed, her plain cotton dress sliding easily up her smooth thigh. I felt my cock throbbing remorselessly inside my pants as I looked at her and at Tasha, the two women I wanted more than anything in the world, the two women who knew exactly how to use my desire for them to get me to do anything they wanted. Back here again, in the same familiar position, ready to hand over everything to them in the forlorn hope of being allowed to be with them, just now and again. Whenever my wife wasn’t busy fucking other people.

“Speaking of that, I think your husband’s been a free man for far too long, don’t you?” Rebecca said, her steely eyes turning to me once again as she spoke. “Let’s get that useless cock locked away again so he doesn’t forget his place.”

“Okay,” Tasha giggled. To my disgrace and dismay, she all but sprang up from the couch and ran toward the bedroom to fetch the chastity device. And I still didn’t say a word as I stood there in front of Rebecca, my heart hammering nervously in my chest, my cock raging inside my pants, knowing I was completely overmatched. Knowing I wasn’t going to put up a fight. Knowing the most humiliating and disgraceful fact of all: that this, exactly this, was what I wanted.

“Did you consummate the marriage?” Rebecca asked impertinently. “Did your slutty wife let you fuck her?”

I paused before answering. I wondered how much of what Rebecca did was a conscious decision, and how much was purely intuitive. She always had a gift for putting me on the spot, for intruding into areas of my life I would rather have kept separate from her. That night with Tasha after our wedding had been so beautiful partly because it was purely between us. And now here came my wife’s lesbian lover, casting a shadow over even that, and it seemed too in keeping with the game we were playing to be accidental. But if it was deliberate, the woman had to be a genius when it came to sexual domination.

And Rebecca waited patiently. She knew the power of silence.

“Yes,” I finally said. Only the faintest sliver of her smile showed on the woman’s pink lips. Those gorgeous eyes flickered for just a moment, quickly looking me up and down before returning to stare deep into mine.

“You’re lucky,” she said. “But that might be the last time you get to fuck her for a long time. She’s back with me now. She’s not going to need that worthless little worm of yours.”

I didn’t reply. At that moment, Tasha returned from the bedroom, one hand hanging by her side. I didn’t need to see inside her closed fist to know what she was holding. My chastity device was in there, and the blood roared in my ears as for what felt like the millionth time, I thought of resisting. Of saying no. Of freeing myself at last from the sexual tyranny of these two beauties. And for the millionth time, I didn’t do it. For the millionth time, I felt something inside me kind of wilt, as though any kind of resistance was totally impossible. After all, the steel chastity device, for all the power it gave them, was only an outward symbol of the power they already had. I no longer even had the excuse of not knowing what would happen. I knew exactly what the device would reduce me to, knew exactly the pressure my frustrated desire would put on me to obey every command, no matter how degrading and disgraceful. But I was going to let it happen anyway. I already knew that, long before the cage went on.

“Strip,” Rebecca ordered. Tasha stood close beside me, smiling broadly as she watched me follow her girlfriend’s command and pull off my clothes. I heard her giggle to see my cock springing out as I pulled down my underwear, rockhard at the thought of what was about to happen. Rebecca laughed too from her seat on the sofa.

“Look at that,” she smirked. “Look at your horny husband. Look how badly he wants this. How badly he wants his little cock locked away. Go on then, Tasha. Lock him up and give me the key.”

I was surprised to see my wife hesitate. Normally, she was only too happy to do exactly as Rebecca said, especially when it involved humiliating me. And a faint and tragic hope spiked inside my heart at that moment of hesitation. These days, that was all it took. Just a faint hint, the palest suggestion that I might be allowed some tiny pleasure was enough to get my heart racing in my chest.

“I can’t get it on when it’s hard like that,” Tasha said in a soft voice. “Can - can make him cum first?”

Hearing my wife ask that on my behalf sent an unbelievable jolt of desire and humiliation through me. I had no doubt did the same for Tasha. And even Rebecca, sitting there on the couch like it was her personal throne, seemed to feel it too. She sat up straighter, squeezing her thighs together under her light dress, her breasts swelling against the fabric above her crossed arms. She paused for a moment, as though considering the question, her teeth showing white between her painted lips as she grinned wolfishly.

“What a good wife you have,” she said finally. Uncrossing her legs, she rose to her feet, adjusting her dress as she stared. “Okay, he can have one last little orgasm before we lock him away. But it’s going to have to be my way.”

She didn’t wait for an answer. She didn’t need to. Her dress swayed around her as she strode toward our bedroom, and Tasha flashed me a smile of delight before she hurried after her lover. I had no choice but to follow. And when I got the bedroom, I saw Rebecca rummaging in the drawer that held all our toys, pulling out a pair of handcuffs and ordering Tasha to bind my hands behind my back.

Tasha did it, of course. And then, imperious as ever, Rebecca ordered me to kneel at the foot of the bed. I did. Rebecca sat in front of me, her dress sliding higher on her thighs again, tempting me with a view up into the darkness beneath. And Tasha Saet beside her, bubbling with excitement, barely able to contain herself as she waited to see what her creative lover had in mind.

“I’m not going to fuck you,” Rebecca said, turning to Tasha. And the look of disappointment on my wife’s face struck my heart like a bell. “I’m not going to fuck you again until you’re married.”

“But we are married.”

“Not in my mind. Not until you’ve had the wedding we have planned for you, your real wedding. Once that’s done, then I’ll fuck you. Not before. But in the meantime, I need to get off. So get to work, slut. Get down on your knees beside your husband and eat my pussy while he watches.”

Rebecca’s words were cruel, harsh, commanding. But Tasha grinned as though they were the sweetest endearments. Without saying another word, she rose from the bed. I watched as she hurried to pull off her pants, her underwear, her T-shirt, her bra. Rebecca watched without response as my wife stripped off in front of her and dropped obediently to her knees. And Tasha didn’t even hesitate to bury her face between Rebecca’s legs as the other woman lifted up her dress and parted her thighs.

The look of triumph on Rebecca’s face was chilling as she pressed her hand against the back of Tasha’s head. And as her lips trembled with the oncoming force of her excitement, she lifted her eyes to me.

“Fuck her,” Rebecca ordered, her voice ringing out in the messy space of our bedroom as she issued her latest command. “Fuck your wife while she eats my pussy. Know that once you blow your load, where locking you straight back in the cage, and it’s going to be a long, long time before we let you out. So I hope you enjoy it, bitch boy.”

The humiliation of being given permission to fuck my wife by this woman was unbelievable. But as the wet slurping sounds of Tasha eating her pussy filled the room, I knew she meant what she said. I knew this might be my last chance to get any kind of pleasure for who knew how long, and I wasn’t stupid enough to let my pride get in the way of that.

Shuffling around on my knees, I positioned myself behind my wife. Leaning toward her, I thrust my hips forward, my cock pressing against the wet entrance of her pussy. And without turning around, without stopping her job between her mistress’s thighs, Tasha arched her back, pushing her ass back toward me, spreading her legs to give me better access so I could slide my cock inside.

There we were, a married couple, barely back in town for an hour. And already, Rebecca had us both firmly in her grip.


34. A Cuckold Wedding

It was perverse.

I suppose from a certain perspective, everything we did was. But trust Rebecca to find a way to take things up to some insane new level. I knew she was going to do it, of course. I’d have to be stupid not to know the way she operated by now. Still, that didn’t do much to lessen the shock of it all.

I’m not one for ceremony. Our own wedding was great, but it wasn’t the ceremony itself that meant so much to me as what it represented. I could just as easily have done without all the pageantry that goes along with it. But Rebecca, clearly, had other opinions. And I knew all too well that when it came to a question of who would get their way, her or me, there was never any contest. It was going to go exactly the way Rebecca wanted it to go.

Plus, Tasha was eager to get the thing done. The two of them had been planning our second, kinky wedding before we left town to have our official one, but now that Rebecca was refusing to have sex with my wife until we had gone through with this bizarre ritual, Tasha was even more keen than ever to get it over with. In my own way, and for different reasons, so was I. I wasn’t looking forward to it at all. I had no idea what was going to happen, but I knew the general theme. Frustration and humiliation for me. Pleasure for Tasha and Rebecca and probably Steve, too. That, of course, was going to be the recurring theme in my life from that point onwards. But that didn’t mean I wasn’t nervous about what Rebecca might have cooked up for the big day.

It came on a Saturday, shortly after we returned from our former hometown for our official wedding. I had been back in my chastity cage for less than a week when Tasha told me that we would be getting married again. She didn’t ask, of course. She just told me how it was going to be. And I nodded my assent, knowing that I had no choice in the matter. That this was what was going to happen.

Caged and obedient, I got out of bed on the big day and brought Tasha her breakfast. She ate slowly, savoring every bite. Then, she took me to the bathroom and had me shower her, that task I both loved and hated to perform. I wasn’t wearing my fetish maid’s uniform, at least, spared that particular humiliation by laziness as much as anything else. Neither woman had bothered to put it back on me after I had taken it off to go home for our first wedding. So I served my wife naked except for the steel device hanging from between my legs, and she was naked too, and the warm water cascading over her beautiful body made me tremble the way it always did. My hands shivered in shock as I touched her, this woman I had been with only once since we got married and, according to Rebecca, would have to wait a very long time to have again. But that was the idea. That was what made the sexual tension Crackled between us, what made me so weak and submissive to her and to her female lover. This was what my wife wanted.

It was what I wanted, too.

When the shower was finished, Tasha stepped out of the cubicle, and I dried her and myself off. She led me back to the bedroom, and I followed along meekly behind her, bewitched as ever by the sway of her round ass in front of me, craving that body that shone and glistened as she turned and sat down on the bed. Totally naked, totally vulnerable, except she was the one in charge. Not even her, really. She was a proxy for Rebecca’s fearsome power. The dominatrix had taken the key to my chastity away with her after the girls locked me back up the minute we got home from the airport. Tasha was only too happy to hand over that power. She loved holding it herself, loved knowing she was responsible for any physical pleasure I might get. But it thrilled her to no end to put that power in the hands of another woman, too. To not be responsible for me. To be able to order me around and make me do whatever she wanted but not be capable of giving me the reward I craved for my submission. It relieved her of all responsibility, letting her focus purely on enjoying herself. In that way, Rebecca really was a genius.

We had barely got out of the shower when I heard a key in the door. Rebecca had had a key to our apartment for a long time now, and she came and went as she pleased. One more symbol of the freedom she had, in contrast to my own imprisonment. And as it always did, my heart beat a little faster in my chest as I heard her walking down the hallway, striding into our apartment like she owned the place. Because she did. She owned us, both of us, and she knew it.

Rebecca appeared in the open doorway of our bedroom, and both our heads turned toward her. I heard Tasha gasp, and maybe I gasped myself; I don’t remember. But I do remember the way the other woman looked. I remember every detail of it, every atom of her that struck my eyes and seemed to burn itself into my brain at the very same time. This might be mine and Tasha’s wedding, our second, kinky wedding. But Rebecca was clearly determined to steal the show.

We had both seen this outfit before. Rebecca’s hips and ass and thighs shone, reflecting every particle of light they could gather from the flawless surface of her skintight latex pants. The pants disappeared below her knees into tall glossy leather boots with silver buckles up the sides, as dominatrix-like footwear as you can imagine. And above the pants, a black silk corset enhanced her incredible hourglass figure, pulling in her already narrow waist and thrusting her impressive breasts high on her chest so that they quivered with every step she took, every breath she made. She was wearing a jacket to cover up in public, but she flung it back from her shoulders now, letting us take in the full effect of her outfit. Around her neck, I saw a wide black leather collar, and dangling from a silver ring at the front of it, a tiny key that we both recognized immediately. The key to my chastity, hovering above those mouthwatering breasts, close at hand if our mistress decided it was required. But something told me she wasn’t going to.

Rebecca smiled slightly as she stood in the doorway, posing for our attention. I couldn’t keep my eyes from running up and down that gorgeous body any more than I could keep my cock from trying uselessly to harden inside it steel prison. I wanted her so unbelievably badly, and I couldn’t have her, and I was ready to fall at her feet and worship the ground she walked on just from the way she looked and the power she had over me. And if that had been what Rebecca wanted, she would have ordered me to do it without hesitation. But today, the beautiful dominatrix had another agenda.

“Wow, Rebecca,” Tasha said as she sat naked on the bed, looking at her fully clothed lover in utter astonishment. “You look absolutely amazing. How am I supposed to compete with that?”

“Oh, don’t worry,” Rebecca smiled. “You know how good you look. Come on. Let’s get you ready. Today’s the big day.”

As she spoke, Rebecca shrugged her way out of her jacket. Turning, she stepped out of our eyesight for minute to go hang it up in the hallway. While she was gone, Tasha looked at me, a beaming smile on her gorgeous face. She was so excited, I couldn’t help but find it oddly touching. She wanted this so badly. And maybe so did I, in my own way. But nothing like the way she did. She couldn’t wait to be married again, to see what strange ritual our dominant Mistress had planned for us. Whatever it was, I knew, we were about to find out.

When she returned from the hallway, Rebecca had a dress inside a bag slung over one arm. Stepping toward the bed, ignoring me for a minute, she draped the bag over the mattress next to Tasha and pulled the zipper down. I saw Tasha’s smile widen as she saw the dress the two of them had picked out together, going on secretive fittings while I was left at home to cook and clean under the ever-watchful eye of the cameras Rebecca had installed in our apartment. I could remember vividly how beautiful Tasha had looked in the white wedding dress she had worn only a couple weeks earlier at our official wedding, the one our parents and friends were invited to attend. Without being told to, I took a step forward to see what they had chosen. And it took me a second to understand what I was seeing. Because the fabric of the dress, as Rebecca called it out into the light, was a deep crimson red.

I had never seen a wedding dress like it. Though admittedly, I don’t follow bridal fashions very closely. But Tasha seemed delighted with what she had chosen. And as Rebecca laid it down on the bed again, she reached into another bag and pulled out some matching bright red underwear. I watched her hand it to Tasha, and my wife slowly stood, her fingers moving over the lacy fabric as though she was in some kind of dream. Dressed in her clinging black outfit, Rebecca straightened up, watching with a satisfied smile as Tasha maneuvered her big boobs into the tiny red bra she had been given. Below the waist, she remained naked. No panties. These days, Tasha went without underwear more often than not.

“Let’s get it on you,” Rebecca said, picking up the dress from the bed once again. The red fabric rustled, and Tasha’s eyes moved over it, taking in the dress as though she couldn’t believe what she was seeing. After a moment’s thought, Rebecca turned to me, that same sly smile on her beautiful face as ever.

“Just because you’re not in uniform doesn’t mean you’re off duty,” she said. “Get over here and help us. Help prepare your wife for her wedding.”

I didn’t respond. I just did as I was told. After all, there was really nothing to say. I did my best to help, standing behind Tasha and helping Rebecca lift the heavy dress over her head and pull it down her body, adjusting it all the while. I didn’t know what I was doing, but Rebecca seemed to. Together, we pulled the bodice of the dress tight around Tasha’s body, so tight she had to suck in a breath so that we could fasten the clasps of the back of the dress. The bodice was made of red lace, sheer in places, deep scarlet in others, flaunting the shape of her body more than it hid it. And the full skirt fitted her tightly through the hips, showing off her hourglass figure before spreading out to the floor. The dress rustled as Tasha moved, stepping away from us to admire herself in the bedroom mirror. I could see the look on her face as she pressed her hands to her indrawn stomach, her big breasts seeming absolutely massive as they threatened to spill out over the top of the provocative dress. She looked incredible, and she knew it.

“Couldn’t have her wearing white, could we?” Rebecca said brightly, turning her smile on me for a moment. “She’s a slut, not a virgin. May as well look the part. But we’re not done yet. Your wife may be a submissive little slut for Steve and for me, but she’s a dominant goddess to you. So I brought a couple of accessories to reflect that.”

Turning again, Rebecca headed toward the door of the bedroom once more. While she was gone, Tasha turned to me, her dress swirling around her as she stood with her hands on her hips now.

“What do you think?”

“You look amazing,” I said truthfully, letting my eyes wander up and down her incredible body that the dress did more to show off than to hide. Tasha giggled, and even that made her breasts jiggle slightly in the deep neckline of the dress.

“It’s so sexy,” she said. “I can’t believe I’m going to wear this in public. Do you think everyone’s going to want to fuck me?”

“I do,” Rebecca said as she strutted back through the open bedroom door. “Come here, sexy girl. Take a seat.”

Rebecca guided Tasha toward the bed, and the red dress ballooned around my wife as she sat down. Reaching into the bag, Tasha handed her a pair of long black leather gloves. I watched Tasha pull them on, the leather creaking as she eased her fingers into the gloves, rising all the way up above her elbows to the middle of her upper arms. Rebecca was right, of course. The gloves gave an edge of dominance to her sexy gown, making my cock throb even more urgently in its prison. But she still wasn’t done. Rebecca handed the bag to me, and I felt the weight of it, and as I looked inside, I saw a pair of tall black leather boots much like the ones Rebecca herself wore.

“Put them on her,” Rebecca ordered, snapping her fingers before pointing to the floor at Tasha’s feet. And Tasha gleefully kicked her legs as she pulled the dress up with her hands, exposing her bare feet to me. Cringing with shame and desire, I kneeled on the floor and slid one boot after another onto my wife’s legs. The tightness of the dress above her knees hid her pussy from me, but I knew it was there, completely uncovered beneath the silk fabric, and yet again, I found myself craving that incredible body Tasha possessed, knowing I couldn’t have it. Instead, I focused on sliding the boots onto her legs, pulling up the long zippers, tightening the buckles. And Tasha looked infinitely pleased with everything that was happening as she gazed down at me, moving her legs slightly, admiring the way the light bounced off the leather boots just like it did off those of her lover.

“Kiss them,” Tasha ordered. And I heard Rebecca laugh out loud at the command from my wife. But I didn’t hesitate. Completely overcome by her beauty and my own monstrous lust, I leaned forward and kissed each of her feet, on the top, right where the laces of her boots started. And Tasha’s smile never failed as she watched me to debase myself in front of her, acknowledging my submissive status that would last, as far as either of us knew, the rest of our lives.

“Okay, we need to get your makeup done,” Rebecca said, stepping toward the bed and taking Tasha by the hand. “Let’s just finish his outfit first.”

Tasha’s eyes flashed as she looked at me while Rebecca pulled her to her feet. The fabric of my wife’s stress brushed against my legs as she stepped past me. I saw both women moved toward the drawer whether they kept the toys. I wasn’t the least bit surprised to see Tasha produce a pair of handcuffs and the pink leather collar they loved to make me wear. And while my wife cuffed my hands behind my back, while she fastened the collar around my neck, Rebecca pulled the cap off a thick marker pen and began to write on my chest. CUCKOLD, the letters proclaimed when she was done. As though there could be any doubt about that. And both women laughed at my humiliation as Tasha clipped a matching pink leash to the collar, holding it in her hand as she stood between me and Rebecca. My stomach was a mess of nerves, my total helplessness haunting me. There was never anything I could do to stop these women, really. But especially not now. Cuffed and collared and leashed, I would have to go where they led me, would have to do as they ordered, and my caged cock was completely exposed, my pathetic lowly status impossible for me to hide.

“Okay, let’s go,” Rebecca said. Turning toward the door, she led us out of the bedroom, and we followed. The light bounced off her beautiful ass in the tight black latex that gripped it, and Tasha’s dress rustled, and I hurried along behind my wife, led by her on a leash. In the bathroom, the women made me kneel and put my head on the floor, and Tasha sat down on top of me, using me as a seat while Rebecca did her makeup. When they were finished, I was ordered to rise, and Tasha’s beauty, enhanced by some admittedly heavy makeup, took my breath away all over again.

“All right, we’re going,” Rebecca said firmly, looking from Tasha to me and back again. “People are waiting. Let’s put on a show for them. Remember, this is your wedding. Your real wedding. Let’s not hold anything back. Let’s live out every fantasy we have.”

She didn’t wait for a reply. She just stepped past us and returned to the hallway, pulling on her jacket to hide her corset from view. But as she stepped toward the front door of the apartment, I hesitated. I had never been out in public like this. And Tasha turned her beautiful face to me, smiling encouragingly, but at the same time, she tugged on the leash around my neck. I had no choice. I followed the women out into the hallway as my gorgeous bride led me to the elevator and the start of our new life together.

No one saw us as we descended to the parking lot, but I was painfully conscious of the cameras watching over the cars. I was ordered into the backseat, and Rebecca helped Tasha climb into the passenger seat before she herself got behind the wheel. We didn’t drive for long; maybe twenty minutes before we pulled up outside a strip mall I had never seen before. Rebecca killed the engine and got out of the car, circling around the passenger side to help Tasha out with her dress. Then, Tasha opened the door next to me, grabbed the leash hanging from my collar, and pulled me out, almost naked, caged and cuffed, into the harsh light of day.

Luckily, there was no one around. Still, the short walk from the car to the door the women were leading me to seemed to go on forever. I was terrified of discovery, terrified of being seen like this by strangers. When Rebecca finally pulled open the door of a nondescript commercial unit with blacked-out windows, I heaved a sigh of relief as I stepped inside. But my relief was only momentary.

The commercial unit seemed almost empty, as though the women had rented it for the day from someone who had no real use for it. A few rows of chairs facing away from the door formed an approximation of an audience with an aisle down the middle. As we entered, music began to play, and people stood up from those chairs.

People. People I didn’t know, but people who were seeing me now in the most humiliating position I had ever been in in my life. Mostly women, but also a few men. Including, over in the front row of chairs, Steve. Hatred growled in my heart as I saw my wife’s boss, the man she was fucking instead of me. Rebecca strode down the aisle unconcerned, and Tasha walked behind her, leading me along on the leash she still held. There was no escape. Nowhere to hide. Shame and fear raced up and down my spine as I heard whispers and murmurs and laughter following us as my wife led me like a dog toward what passed for the altar.

Rebecca stopped at the front of the room. Standing between Tasha and me, she ordered me to my knees. I did as I was told, and Tasha smiled down at me, looking almost as radiantly happy as she had on our official wedding just weeks before. Meanwhile, Rebecca made a speech I barely heard. Something about inferior men knowing their place, about serving the women they loved to make them happy.

Tasha was asked if she accepted me as her cuckold husband. She did. My opinion wasn’t asked. Instead, I was told I could kiss the bride, and Tasha reached down to lift her dress up just a little so that her glossy black boots showed. For a moment, I didn’t understand, until Rebecca placed her hand on the back of my head and pushed me down. I got the message. And as I kissed my wife’s boots there in front of the laughing crowd, from the corner of my eye, I saw Steve step forward. He wrapped an arm around Tasha’s narrow waist, and she turned her beautiful face to him, and they kissed. They kissed deeply and passionately, my wife wrapping her arms around his broad shoulders while I continued to grovel at her feet and the assembled crowd continued to laugh at my total disgrace.

“Now for the best bet,” Rebecca said. Her blue eyes were shining as she addressed the crowd, her breasts heaving in the top of her corset with her obvious excitement, and I felt absolutely terrified as I stayed on my knees, waiting. Above me, Tasha and Steve were still making out, and people in the crowd were applauding the ridiculous spectacle, their eyes wide with disbelief even as they encouraged the two of them. How had she put this together? Who were these people? I had to assume these were their coworkers from the office, and that my secret was out. That to these people, I would forever be known as Tasha’s pathetic cuckold husband who wasn’t even allowed to get an erection.

Tearing her lips away from Steve’s for just a moment, Tasha turned her face toward me. She blew me a kiss, then handed the pink leash I wore to Rebecca. Rebecca smiled devilishly as she tightened the leash around her fist, keeping it short. And, taking Steve’s hand, Tasha stepped past Rebecca to the sturdy table that stood behind her.

“Oh no,” I said, the words dropping from my lips before I stopped them.

“Oh yes,” Rebecca said, raising her eyebrows slightly and pulling on the leash again as she leaned forward to stare into my eyes, her big breasts distracting me even in the pit of my despair. “Right here. In front of everyone.”

Steve stood next to the table. And Tasha’s dress rustled as she dropped to her knees. More cheers erupted from the crowd, more laughter, more applause, but for now, Tasha had eyes only for her boss. She was smiling up at him, maintaining eye contact as she unfastened his belt and pulled down the zipper at the front of his pants and reached inside. Steve sighed with pleasure to feel my wife’s hand around his cock, and sighed with even greater pleasure as she wrapped her painted lips around his shaft and began to suck.

“Watch,” Rebecca said, her voice a dangerous hiss in my ear as she tightly gripped the leash. “Watch your wife suck somebody else’s cock on your wedding day, and get used to it, cuckold. This is your life now. Watching superior women have fun with better men.”

Steve’s eyes were closed now, but Tasha’s weren’t. They still gazed up at her boss adoringly as she sucked his manhood in a way she hadn’t done for me in what felt like forever. And the crowd was still watching, still cheering, still encouraging this debauched spectacle.

Finally, Steve had enough. With a cry, he took a half-step back, his big cock sliding easily out of Tasha’s mouth. Then, reaching down, he gripped her under the arms and lifted her to her feet as though she were weightless. He all but threw her down on the table, her red dress swirling around her as though about to drown her, but still I could see her face gazing up at him with an expression of pure lust. And Rebecca made sure of that. She kept me focused on the table, though I didn’t even try to look away. She wanted me to see everything. And I wanted the same thing, though admittedly for different reasons.

Tasha’s boots shone as she parted her legs for Steve, her high heels sliding over the top of the desk. Her thighs showed as she pulled up the tight dress with some difficulty, exposing herself willingly to her boss. He stood at the edge of the desk, his thick cock in his hand like a weapon, and the crowd cheered even louder as he guided it inside her.

Tasha gave a heartrending cry as he plunged his manhood to her. Her eyes rolled in her head, her hands gripping the side of the table as though she was worried she might fall off. A comvulsion of pleasure seemed to sweep through her, and she threw back her head while Steve entered her, and as she screamed, no one in the room could possibly be in any doubt about how he was making her feel.

Slowly at first, but steadily gathering speed, Steve plunged his cock out of my wife’s dripping pussy. And she screamed his name as she lay on the table, on display for everyone, her infidelity flaunted in some wild spectacle of Rebecca’s devising. Barely able to believe what was happening, almost overcome by shame and disgrace, I stayed where I was, kneeling at Rebecca’s feet, held on a short leash as I watched my wife betray me so publicly. So bitterly. So sexily.

Because still, my cock was raging inside the chastity device. The familiar pain of trying and failing to harden inside the prison radiated out through my lower body, and knowing that the key was dangling from the collar around Rebecca’s neck just above her magnificent cleavage only added to the torment of desire and frustration I felt. Rebecca was right. This was my life now. The life I had chosen, that I had consented to in a thousand different ways since we had moved to this town and gotten involved in Rebecca’s wild schemes.

And even as I kneeled there, watching my wife in a mockery of our wedding, fucking her boss in front of a baying crowd while I kneeled at the feet of my wife’s lesbian lover, I couldn’t bring myself to regret a single thing.


Want a free story? Sign up for my newsletter at kattfordwrites.wixsite.com!

[image: The Lioness]

OEBPS/cover.jpg





OEBPS/cover22-29.jpg





OEBPS/cover1-7.jpg





OEBPS/cover8-14.jpg
Katt Ford=gi

Parts 8-14





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/cover30-34.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcS3.jpg





OEBPS/cover15-21.jpg





